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Julia

 Medio de fonte leporum

 Surgit amari aliquid.

 

Julia was blest with beauty, wit, and grace:

Small poets lov'd to sing her blooming face.

Before her altars, lo! a numerous train

Preferr'd their vows; yet all preferr'd in vain.

Till charming Florio, born to conquer, came

And touch'd the fair one with an equal flame.

The flame she felt, and ill could she conceal

What every look and action would reveal.

With boldness then, which seldom fails to move,

He pleads the cause of Marriage and of Love:

The course of Hymeneal joys he rounds,

The fair one's eyes danc'd pleasure at the sounds.

Nought now remain'd but ›Noes‹ – how little meant!

And the sweet coyness that endears consent.

The youth upon his knees enraptur'd fell:

The strange misfortune, oh! what words can tell?

Tell! ye neglected sylphs! who lap-dogs guard,

Why snatch'd ye not away your precious ward?

Why suffer'd ye the lover's weight to fall

On the ill-fated neck of much-lov'd Ball?

The favourite on his mistress casts his eyes,

Gives a short melancholy howl, and – dies.

Sacred his ashes lie, and long his rest!

Anger and grief divide poor Julia's breast.

Her eyes she fixt on guilty Florio first:

On him the storm of angry grief must burst.

That storm he fled: he wooes a kinder fair,

Whose fond affections no dear puppies share.

'Twere vain to tell, how Julia pin'd away:

Unhappy Fair! that in one luckless day –

From future Almanacks the day be crost! –

At once her Lover and her Lap-dog lost.

[1789]

 

 

To the Rev. W. J. Hort

While Teaching a Young Lady Some Song-Tunes on His Flute

I

 

Hush! ye clamorous Cares! be mute!

Again, dear Harmonist! again

Thro' the hollow of thy flute

Breathe that passion-warbled strain:

Till Memory each form shall bring

The love liest of her shadowy throng;

And Hope, that soars on sky-lark wing,

Carol wild her gladdest song!

 

II

 

O skill'd with magic spell to roll

The thrilling tones, that concentrate the soul!

Breathe thro' thy flute those tender notes again,

While near thee sits the chaste-eyed Maiden mild;

And bid her raise the Poet's kindred strain

In soft impassion'd voice, correctly wild.

 

III

 

In Freedom's UNDIVIDED dell,

Where Toil and Health with mellow'd Love shall dwell,

Far from folly, far from men,

In the rude romantic glen,

Up the cliff, and thro' the glade,

Wandering with the dear-lov'd maid,

I shall listen to the lay,

And ponder on thee far away

Still, as she bids those thrilling notes aspire

(›Making my fond attunéd heart her lyre‹),

Thy honour'd form, my Friend! shall reappear,

And I will thank thee with a raptur'd tear.

[1795]

 

 

To a Friend

[Charles Lamb]

Together with an Unfinished Poem

Thus far my scanty brain hath built the rhyme

Elaborate and swelling: yet the heart

Not owns it. From thy spirit-breathing powers

I ask not now, my friend! the aiding verse,

Tedious to thee, and from thy anxious thought

Of dissonant mood. In fancy (well I know)

From business wandering far and local cares,

Thou creepest round a dear-lov'd Sister's bed

With noiseless step, and watchest the faint look,

Soothing each pang with fond solicitude,

And tenderest tones medicinal of love.

I too a Sister had, an only Sister –

She lov'd me dearly, and I doted on her!

To her I pour'd forth all my puny sorrows

(As a sick Patient in a Nurse's arms)

And of the heart those hidden maladies

That e'en from Friendship's eye will shrink asham'd.

O! I have wak'd at midnight, and have wept,

Because she was not! – Cheerily, dear Charles!

Thou thy best friend shalt cherish many a year:

Such warm presages feel I of high Hope.

For not uninterested the dear Maid

I've view'd – her soul affectionate yet wise,

Her polish'd wit as mild as lambent glories

That play around a sainted infant's head.

He knows (the Spirit that in secret sees,

Of whose omniscient and all-spreading Love

Aught to implore were impotence of mind)

That my mute thoughts are sad before his throne,

Prepar'd, when he his healing ray vouchsafes,

Thanksgiving to pour forth with lifted heart,

And praise Him Gracious with a Brother's Joy!

[1794]

 

 

To the Nightingale

Sister of love-lorn Poets, Philomel!

How many Bards in city garret pent,

While at their window they with downward eye

Mark the faint lamp-beam on the kennell'd mud,

And listen to the drowsy cry of Watchmen

(Those hoarse unfeather'd Nightingales of Time!),

How many wretched Bards address thy name,

And hers, the full-orb'd Queen that shines above.

But I do hear thee, and the high bough mark,

Within whose mild moon-mellow'd foliage hid

Thou warblest sad thy pity-pleading strains.

O! I have listen'd, till my working soul,

Waked by those strains to thousand phantasies,

Absorb'd hath ceas'd to listen! Therefore oft,

I hymn thy name: and with a proud delight

Oft will I tell thee, Minstrel of the Moon!

»Most musical, most melancholy« Bird!

That all thy soft diversities of tone,

Tho' sweeter far than the delicious airs

That vibrate from a white-arm'd Lady's harp,

What time the languishment of lonely love

Melts in her eye, and heaves her breast of snow,

Are not so sweet as is the voice of her,

My Sara – best beloved of human kind!

When breathing the pure soul of tenderness,

She thrills me with the Husband's promis'd name!

[1795]

 

 

Imitation: Ad Lyram

(Casimir, Book II. Ode 3)

The solemn-breathing air is ended –

Cease, O Lyre! thy kindred lay!

From the poplar-branch suspended

Glitter to the eye of Day!

 

On thy wires hov'ring, dying,

Softly sighs the summer wind

I will slumber, careless lying,

By yon waterfall reclin'd.

 

In the forest hollow-roaring

Hark! I hear a deep'ning sound

Clouds rise thick with heavy low'ring!

See! th' horizon blackens round!

 

Parent of the soothing measure,

Let me seize thy wetted string!

Swiftly flies the flatterer, Pleasure,

Headlong, ever on the wing.

[1794]

 

 

The Hour When We Shall Meet Again

(Composed During Illness, and in Absence)

Dim Hour! that sleep'st on pillowing clouds afar,

O rise and yoke the Turtles to thy car!

Bend o'er the traces, blame each lingering Dove,

And give me to the bosom of my Love!

My gentle Love, caressing and carest,

With heaving heart shall cradle me to rest!

Shed the warm tear-drop from her smiling eyes,

Lull with fond woe, and medicine me with sighs!

While finely-flushing float her kisses meek,

Like melted rubies, o'er my pallid cheek.

Chill'd by the night, the drooping Rose of May

Mourns the long absence of the lovely Day;

Young Day returning at her promis'd hour

Weeps o'er the sorrows of her favourite Flower;

Weeps the soft dew, the balmy gale she sighs,

And darts a trembling lustre from her eyes.

New life and joy th' expanding flow'ret feels:

His pitying Mistress mourns, and mourning heals!

[1794?]

 

 

Fragment From an Unpublished Poem

The early Year's fast-flying vapours stray

In shadowing trains across the orb of day:

And we, poor Insects of a few short hours,

Deem it a world of Gloom.

Were it not better hope a nobler doom,

Proud to believe that with more active powers

On rapid many-coloured wing

We thro' one bright perpetual Spring

Shall hover round the fruits and flowers,

Screen'd by those clouds and cherish'd by those showers!

[1796]

 

 

To a Primrose

The First Seen in the Season

 Nitens et roboris expers

 Turget et insolida est: et spe delectat.

Ovid, Metam. [xv. 203].

 

Thy smiles I note, sweet early Flower,

That peeping from thy rustic bower

The festive news to earth dost bring,

A fragrant messenger of Spring.

 

But, tender blossom, why so pale?

Dost hear stern Winter in the gale?

And didst thou tempt the ungentle sky

To catch one vernal glance and die?

 

Such the wan lustre Sickness wears

When Health's first feeble beam appears;

So languid are the smiles that seek

To settle on the care-worn cheek,

 

When timorous Hope the head uprears,

Still drooping and still moist with tears,

If, through dispersing grief, be seen

Of Bliss the heavenly spark serene.

 

And sweeter far the early blow,

Fast following after storms of Woe,

Than (Comfort's riper season come)

Are full-blown joys and Pleasure's gaudy bloom.



 [1796]

 

 

On the Christening of a Friend's Child

This day among the faithful plac'd

And fed with fontal manna,

O with maternal title grac'd,

Dear Anna's dearest Anna!

 

While others wish thee wise and fair,

A maid of spotless fame,

I'll breathe this more compendious prayer –

May'st thou deserve thy name!

 

Thy mother's name, a potent spell,

That bids the Virtues hie

From mystic grove and living cell,

Confess'd to Fancy's eye;

 

Meek Quietness without offence;

Content in homespun kirtle;

True Love; and True Love's Innocence,

White Blossom of the Myrtle!

 

Associates of thy name, sweet Child!

These Virtues may'st thou win;

With face as eloquently mild

To say, they lodge within.

 

So, when her tale of days all flown,

Thy mother shall be miss'd here;

When Heaven at length shall claim its own

And Angels snatch their Sister;

 

Some hoary-headed friend, perchance,

May gaze with stifled breath;

And oft, in momentary trance,

Forget the waste of death.

 

Even thus a lovely rose I've view'd

In summer-swelling pride;

Nor mark'd the bud, that green and rude

Peep'd at the rose's side.

 

It chanc'd I pass'd again that way

In Autumn's latest hour,

And wond'ring saw the selfsame spray

Rich with the selfsame flower.

 

Ah fond deceit! the rude green bud

Alike in shape, place, name,

Had bloom'd where bloom'd its parent stud,

Another and the same!

[1797]

 

 

Translation

Of a Latin Inscription by the Rev. W. L. Bowles in Nether Stowey Church

Depart in joy from this world's noise and strife

To the deep quiet of celestial life!

Depart! – Affection's self reproves the tear

Which falls, O honour'd Parent! on thy bier; –

Yet Nature will be heard, the heart will swell,

And the voice tremble with a last Farewell!

[1797]

 

 

Psyche

The butterfly the ancient Grecians made

The soul's fair emblem, and its only name –

But of the soul, escaped the slavish trade

Of mortal life! – For in this earthly frame

Ours is the reptile's lot, much toil, much blame,

Manifold motions making little speed,

And to deform and kill the things whereon we feed.

[1808]

 

 

[The Good, Great Man]

»How seldom, friend! a good great man inherits

Honour or wealth with all his worth and pains!

It sounds like stories from the land of spirits

If any man obtain that which he merits

Or any merit that which he obtains.«

 

Reply to the above

 

For shame, dear friend, renounce this canting strain!

What would'st thou have a good great man obtain?

Place? titles? salary? a gilded chain?

Or throne of corses which his sword had slain?

Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends!

Hath he not always treasures, always friends,

The good great man? three treasures, LOVE, and LIGHT,

And CALM THOUGHTS, regular as infant's breath:

And three firm friends, more sure than day and night,

Himself, his Maker, and the Angel Death!

[1802]

 

 

An Ode to the Rain

Composed Before Daylight, on the Morning Appointed for the Departure of a Very Worthy, But Not Very Pleasant Visitor, Whom It Was Feared the Rain Might Detain

I

 

I know it is dark; and though I have lain,

Awake, as I guess, an hour or twain,

I have not once opened the lids of my eyes,

But I lie in the dark, as a blind man lies.

O Rain! that I lie listening to,

You're but a doleful sound at best:

I owe you little thanks, 'tis true,

For breaking thus my needful rest!

Yet if, as soon as it is light,

O Rain! you will but take your flight,

I'll neither rail, nor malice keep,

Though sick and sore for want of sleep.

But only now, for this one day,

Do go, dear Rain! do go away!

 

II

 

O Rain! with your dull two-fold sound,

The clash hard by, and the murmur all round!

You know, if you know aught, that we,

Both night and day, but ill agree:

For days and months, and almost years,

Have limped on through this vale of tears,

Since body of mine, and rainy weather,

Have lived on easy terms together.

Yet if, as soon as it is light,

O Rain! you will but take your flight,

Though you should come again to-morrow,

And bring with you both pain and sorrow;

Though stomach should sicken and knees should swell –

I'll nothing speak of you but well.

But only now for this one day,

Do go, dear Rain! do go away!

 

III

 

Dear Rain! I ne'er refused to say

You're a good creature in your way;

Nay, I could write a book myself,

Would fit a parson's lower shelf,

Showing how very good you are. –

What then? sometimes it must be fair

And if sometimes, why not to-day?

Do go, dear Rain! do go away!

 

IV

 

Dear Rain! if I've been cold and shy,

Take no offence! I'll tell you why.

A dear old Friend e'en now is here,

And with him came my sister dear;

After long absence now first met,

Long months by pain and grief beset –

We three dear friends! in truth, we groan

Impatiently to be alone.

We three, you mark! and not one more!

The strong wish makes my spirit sore.

We have so much to talk about,

So many sad things to let out;

So many tears in our eye-corners,

Sitting like little Jacky Horners –

In short, as soon as it is day,

Do go, dear Rain! do go away.

 

V

 

And this I'll swear to you, dear Rain!

Whenever you shall come again,

Be you as dull as e'er you could

(And by the bye 'tis understood,

You're not so pleasant as you're good),

Yet, knowing well your worth and place,

I'll welcome you with cheerful face;

And though you stayed a week or more,

Were ten times duller than before;

Yet with kind heart, and right good will,

I'll sit and listen to you still;

Nor should you go away, dear Rain!

Uninvited to remain.

But only now, for this one day,

Do go, dear Rain! do go away.

[1802]

 

 

Translation of a Passage in Ottfried's Metrical Paraphrase of the Gospel

This paraphrase, written about the time of Charlemagne, is by no means deficient in occasional passages of considerable poetic merit. There is a flow and a tender enthusiasm in the following lines which even in the translation will not, I flatter myself, fail to interest the reader. Ottfried is describing the circumstances immediately following the birth of our Lord. Most interesting is it to consider the effect when the feelings are wrought above the natural pitch by the belief of something mysterious, while all the images are purely natural. Then it is that religion and poetry strike deepest. Biog. Lit., 1817, i. 203-4.

 

She gave with joy her virgin breast;

She hid it not, she bared the breast

Which suckled that divinest babe!

Blessed, blessed were the breasts

Which the Saviour infant kiss'd;

And blessed, blessed was the mother

Who wrapp'd his limbs in swaddling clothes,

Singing placed him on her lap,

Hung o'er him with her looks of love,

And soothed him with a lulling motion.

Blessed! for she shelter'd him

From the damp and chilling air;

Blessed, blessed! for she lay

With such a babe in one blest bed,

Close as babes and mothers lie!

Blessed, blessed evermore,

With her virgin lips she kiss'd,

With her arms, and to her breast,

She embraced the babe divine,

Her babe divine the virgin mother!

There lives not on this ring of earth

A mortal that can sing her praise.

Mighty mother, virgin pure,

In the darkness and the night

For us she bore the heavenly Lord!

[1799?]

 

 

The Exchange

We pledged our hearts, my love and I, –

I in my arms the maiden clasping;

I could not guess the reason why,

But, oh! I trembled like an aspen.

 

Her father's love she bade me gain;

I went, but shook like any reed!

I strove to act the man – in vain!

We had exchanged our hearts indeed.

[1799-1801]

 

 

What is Life?

Resembles life what once was deem'd of light,

Too ample in itself for human sight?

An absolute self – an element ungrounded –

All that we see, all colours of all shade

By encroach of darkness made? –

Is very life by consciousness unbounded?

And all the thoughts, pains, joys of mortal breath,

A war-embrace of wrestling life and death?

[1805]

 

 

For a Clock in a Market Place

(Impromptu)

What now, O Man! thou dost or mean'st to do

Will help to give thee peace, or make thee rue,

When hovering o'er the Dot this hand shall tell

The moment that secures thee Heaven or Hell!

[1809]

 

 

Epitaphium Testamentarium

To toy AESTHSE toy epitanoys Epitaphium testamentarium aytograpon.

 

Quae linquam, aut nihil, aut nihili, aut vix sunt mea. Sordes

Do Morti: reddo caetera, Christe! tibi.

[1826]

 

 

On Donne's Poetry

With Donne, whose muse on dromedary trots,

Wreathe iron pokers into true-love knots;

Rhyme's sturdy cripple, fancy's maze and clue,

Wit's forge and fire-blast, meaning's press and screw.

[1818?]

 

 

Lines Imitated from Catullus

 Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus.

Catullus.

 

My Lesbia, let us love and live,

And to the winds, my Lesbia, give

Each cold restraint, each boding fear

Of age and all her saws severe.

Yon sun now posting to the main

Will set, – but 'tis to rise again; –

But we, when once our mortal light

Is set, must sleep in endless night.

Then come, with whom alone I'll live,

A thousand kisses take and give!

Another thousand! – to the store

Add hundreds – then a thousand more!

And when they to a million mount,

Let confusion take the account, –

That you, the number never knowing,

May continue still bestowing –

That I for joys may never pine,

Which never can again be mine!

[1794?]

 

 

Lugete, o Veneres, Cupidinesque

 Lugete, O Veneres, Cupidinesque.

Catullus.

 

Pity! mourn in plaintive tone

The lovely starling dead and gone!

Pity mourns in plaintive tone

The lovely starling dead and gone.

Weep, ye Loves! and Venus! weep

The lovely starling fall'n asleep!

Venus sees with tearful eyes –

In her lap the starling lies!

While the Loves all in a ring

Softly stroke the stiffen'd wing.

[1794?]

 

 

Moriens Superstiti

The hour-bell sounds, and I must go;

Death waits – again I hear him calling; –

No cowardly desires have I,

Nor will I shun his face appalling.

I die in faith and honour rich –

But ah! I leave behind my treasure

In widowhood and lonely pain; –

To live were surely then a pleasure!

My lifeless eyes upon thy face

Shall never open more to-morrow;

To-morrow shall thy beauteous eyes

Be closed to Love, and drown'd in Sorrow;

To-morrow Death shall freeze this hand,

And on thy breast, my wedded treasure,

I never, never more shall live; –

Alas! I quit a life of pleasure.

[1794?]

 

 

Morienti Superstes

Yet art thou happier far than she

Who feels the widow's love for thee!

For while her days are days of weeping,

Thou, in peace, in silence sleeping,

In some still world, unknown, remote,

The mighty parent's care hast found,

Without whose tender guardian thought

No sparrow falleth to the ground.

[1794?]

 

 

The British Stripling's War-Song

Imitated from Stolberg

Yes, noble old Warrior! this heart has beat high,

Since you told of the deeds which our countrymen wrought;

O lend me the sabre that hung by thy thigh,

And I too will fight as my forefathers fought.

 

Despise not my youth, for my spirit is steel'd,

And I know there is strength in the grasp of my hand;

Yea, as firm as thyself would I march to the field,

And as proudly would die for my dear native land.

 

In the sports of my childhood I mimick'd the fight,

The sound of a trumpet suspended my breath;

And my fancy still wander'd by day and by night,

Amid battle and tumult, 'mid conquest and death.

 

My own shout of onset, when the Armies advance,

How oft it awakes me from visions of glory;

When I meant to have leapt on the Hero of France,

And have dash'd him to earth, pale and breathless and gory.

 

As late thro' the city with banners all streaming

To the music of trumpets the Warriors flew by,

With helmet and scimitars naked and gleaming,

On their proud-trampling, thunder-hoof'd steeds did they fly;

 

I sped to yon heath that is lonely and bare,

For each nerve was unquiet, each pulse in alarm;

And I hurl'd the mock-lance thro' the objectless air,

And in open-eyed dream proved the strength of my arm.

 

Yes, noble old Warrior! this heart has beat high,

Since you told of the deeds that our countrymen wrought;

O lend me the sabre that hung by thy thigh,

And I too will fight as my forefathers fought!

[1799?]

 

 

To ––

I mix in life, and labour to seem free,

With common persons pleas'd and common things,

While every thought and action tends to thee,

And every impulse from thy influence springs.

[1798?]

 

 

Farewell to Love

Farewell, sweet Love! yet blame you not my truth;

More fondly ne'er did mother eye her child

Than I your form: yours were my hopes of youth,

And as you shaped my thoughts I sighed or smiled.

 

While most were wooing wealth, or gaily swerving

To pleasure's secret haunts, and some apart

Stood strong in pride, self-conscious of deserving,

To you I gave my whole weak wishing heart.

 

And when I met the maid that realised

Your fair creations, and had won her kindness,

Say, but for her if aught on earth I prized!

Your dreams alone I dreamt, and caught your blindness.

 

O grief! – but farewell, Love! I will go play me

With thoughts that please me less, and less betray me.

[1806]

 

 

Within These Circling Hollies

Within these circling hollies woodbine-clad –

Beneath this small blue roof of vernal sky –

How warm, how still! Tho' tears should dim mine eye,

Yet will my heart for days continue glad,

For here, my love, thou art, and here am I!

[1801?]

 

 

To Nature

It may indeed be phantasy, when I

Essay to draw from all created things

 

Deep, heartfelt, inward joy that closely clings;

And trace in leaves and flowers that round me lie

 

Lessons of love and earnest piety.

So let it be; and if the wide world rings

In mock of this belief, it brings

Nor fear, nor grief, nor vain perplexity.

So will I build my altar in the fields,

And the blue sky my fretted dome shall be,

And the sweet fragrance that the wild flower yields

Shall be the incense I will yield to Thee,

Thee only God! and thou shalt not despise

Even me, the priest of this poor sacrifice.

[1820?]

 

 

Sonnet: to Earl Stanhope

Not, Stanhope! with the Patriot's doubtful name

I mock thy worth – Friend of the Human Race!

Since scorning Faction's low and partial aim

Aloof thou wendest in thy stately pace,

 

Thyself redeeming from that leprous stain,

Nobility: and aye unterrify'd

Pourest thine Abdiel warnings on the train

That sit complotting with rebellious pride

 

'Gainst Her42 who from the Almighty's bosom leapt

With whirlwind arm, fierce Minister of Love!

Wherefore, ere Virtue o'er thy tomb hath wept,

Angels shall lead thee to the Throne above:

 

And thou from forth its clouds shalt hear the voice,

Champion of Freedom and her God! rejoice!

[1795]

 

 

Kisses

Cupid, if storying Legends tell aright,

Once fram'd a rich Elixir of Delight.

A Chalice o'er love-kindled flames he fix'd,

And in it Nectar and Ambrosia mix'd:

With these the magic dews which Evening brings,

Brush'd from the Idalian star by faery wings:

Each tender pledge of sacred Faith he join'd,

Each gentler Pleasure of th' unspotted mind –

Day-dreams, whose tints with sportive brightness glow,

And Hope, the blameless parasite of Woe.

The eyeless Chemist heard the process rise,

 

The steamy Chalice bubbled up in sighs;

Sweet sounds transpired, as when the enamour'd Dove

Pours the soft murmuring of responsive Love.

The finish'd work might Envy vainly blame,

And ›Kisses‹ was the precious Compound's name.

With half the God his Cyprian Mother blest,

And breath'd on Sara's lovelier lips the rest.

[1793]

 

 

Vivit Sed Mihi Non Vivit

Vivit sed mihi non vivit – nova forte marita,

Ah dolor! alterius carâ a cervice pependit.

Vos, malefida valete accensae insomnia mentis,

Littora amata valete! Vale, ah! formosa Maria!

[1794]

 

 

Sonnet

On Receiving a Letter Informing

Me of the Birth of a Son

When they did greet me father, sudden awe

Weigh'd down my spirit: I retired and knelt

Seeking the throne of grace, but inly felt

No heavenly visitation upwards draw

My feeble mind, nor cheering ray impart.

Ah me! before the Eternal Sire I brought

Th' unquiet silence of confused thought

And shapeless feelings: my o'erwhelméd heart

Trembled, and vacant tears stream'd down my face.

And now once more, O Lord! to thee I bend,

Lover of souls! and groan for future grace,

That ere my babe youth's perilous maze have trod,

Thy overshadowing Spirit may descend,

And he be born again, a child of God.

[Sept. 20, 1796]

 

 

Recantation

Illustrated in the Story of the Mad Ox

I

 

An Ox, long fed with musty hay,

And work'd with yoke and chain,

Was turn'd out on an April day,

When fields are in their best array,

And growing grasses sparkle gay

At once with Sun and rain.

 

II

 

The grass was fine, the Sun was bright –

With truth I may aver it;

The ox was glad, as well he might,

Thought a green meadow no bad sight,

And frisk'd, – to shew his huge delight,

Much like a beast of spirit.

 

III

 

»Stop, neighbours, stop, why these alarms?

The ox is only glad!«

But still they pour from cots and farms –

»Halloo!« the parish is up in arms,

(A hoaxing-hunt has always charms)

»Halloo! the ox is mad.«

 

IV

 

The frighted beast scamper'd about –

Plunge! through the hedge he drove:

The mob pursue with hideous rout,

A bull-dog fastens on his snout;

»He gores the dog! his tongue hangs out!

He's mad, he's mad, by Jove!«

 

V

 

»STOP, NEIGHBOURS, STOP!« aloud did call

A sage of sober hue.

But all at once, on him they fall,

And women squeak and children squall,

»What? would you have him toss us all?

And dam'me, who are you?«

 

VI

 

Oh! hapless sage! his ears they stun,

And curse him o'er and o'er!

»You bloody-minded dog! (cries one,)

To slit your windpipe were good fun,

'Od blast you for an impious son

Of a Presbyterian wh–re!«

 

VII

 

»You'd have him gore the Parish-priest,

And run against the altar!

You fiend!« the sage his warnings ceas'd,

And north and south, and west and east,

Halloo! they follow the poor beast,

Mat, Dick, Tom, Bob and Walter.

 

VIII

 

Old Lewis ('twas his evil day),

Stood trembling in his shoes;

The ox was his – what cou'd he say?

His legs were stiffen'd with dismay,

The ox ran o'er him mid the fray,

And gave him his death's bruise.

 

IX

 

The frighted beast ran on – but here,

No tale, (tho' in print, more true is)

My Muse stops short in mid career –

Nay, gentle Reader, do not sneer!

I cannot chuse but drop a tear,

A tear for good old Lewis!

 

X

 

The frighted beast ran through the town,

All follow'd, boy and dad,

Bull-dog, parson, shopman, clown:

The publicans rush'd from the Crown,

»Halloo! hamstring him! cut him down!«

THEY DROVE THE POOR OX MAD.

 

XI

 

Should you a Rat to madness tease

Why ev'n a Rat may plague you:

There's no Philosopher but sees

That Rage and Fear are one disease –

Though that may burn, and this may freeze,

They're both alike the Ague.

 

XII

 

And so this Ox, in frantic mood,

Fac'd round like any Bull!

The mob turn'd tail, and he pursued,

Till they with heat and fright were stew'd,

And not a chick of all this brood

But had his belly full!

 

XIII

 

Old Nick's astride the beast, 'tis clear!

Old Nicholas, to a tittle!

But all agree he'd disappear,

Would but the Parson venture near,

And through his teeth, right o'er the steer,

Squirt out some fasting-spittle.

 

XIV

 

Achilles was a warrior fleet,

The Trojans he could worry:

Our Parson too was swift of feet,

But shew'd it chiefly in retreat:

The victor Ox scour'd down the street,

The mob fled hurry-scurry.

 

XV

 

Through gardens, lanes and fields new-plough'd,

Through his hedge, and through her hedge,

He plung'd and toss'd and bellow'd loud –

Till in his madness he grew proud

To see this helter-skelter crowd

That had more wrath than courage!

 

XVI

 

Alas! to mend the breaches wide

He made for these poor ninnies,

They all must work, whate'er betide,

Both days and months, and pay beside

(Sad news for Av'rice and for Pride),

A sight of golden guineas!

 

XVII

 

But here once more to view did pop

The man that kept his senses –

And now he cried, – »Stop, neighbours, stop!

The Ox is mad! I would not swop,

No! not a school-boy's farthing top

For all the parish-fences.«

 

XVIII

 

»The Ox is mad! Ho! Dick, Bob, Mat!«

»What means this coward fuss?

Ho! stretch this rope across the plat –

'Twill trip him up – or if not that,

Why, dam'me! we must lay him flat –

See! here's my blunderbuss.«

 

XIX

 

»A lying dog! just now he said

The Ox was only glad –

Let's break his Presbyterian head!«

»Hush!« quoth the sage, »you've been misled;

No quarrels now! let's all make head,

YOU DROVE THE POOR OX MAD.«

 

XX

 

As thus I sat, in careless chat,

With the morning's wet newspaper,

In eager haste, without his hat,

As blind and blund'ring as a bat,

In came that fierce Aristocrat,

Our pursy woollen-draper.

 

XXI

 

And so my Muse per force drew bit;

And in he rush'd and panted!

»Well, have you heard?« No, not a whit.

»What, ha'nt you heard?« Come, out with it!

»That Tierney votes for Mister PITT,

And Sheridan's recanted!«

[1798]

 

 

Parliamentary Oscillators

Almost awake? Why, what is this, and whence,

O ye right loyal men, all undefiléd?

Sure, 'tis not possible that Common-Sense

Has hitch'd her pullies to each heavy eye-lid?

 

Yet wherefore else that start, which discomposes

The drowsy waters lingering in your eye?

And are you really able to descry

That precipice three yards beyond your noses?

 

Yet flatter you I cannot, that your wit

Is much improved by this long loyal dozing;

And I admire, no more than Mr. Pitt,

Your jumps and starts of patriotic prosing –

 

Now cluttering to the Treasury Cluck, like chicken,

Now with small beaks the ravenous Bill opposing;

With serpent-tongue now stinging, and now licking,

Now semi-sibilant, now smoothly glozing –

 

Now having faith implicit that he can't err,

Hoping his hopes, alarm'd with his alarms;

And now believing him a sly inchanter,

Yet still afraid to break his brittle charms,

 

Lest some mad Devil suddenly unhamp'ring,

Slap-dash! the imp should fly off with the steeple,

On revolutionary broom-stick scampering. –

O ye soft-headed and soft-hearted people,

 

If you can stay so long from slumber free,

My muse shall make an effort to salute 'e:

For lo! a very dainty simile

Flash'd sudden through my brain, and 'twill just suit 'e!

 

You know that water-fowl that cries, Quack! Quack!?

Full often have I seen a waggish crew

Fasten the Bird of Wisdom on its back,

The ivy-haunting bird, that cries, Tu-whoo!

 

Both plung'd together in the deep mill-stream,

(Mill-stream, or farm-yard pond, or mountain-lake,)

Shrill, as a Church and Constitution scream,

Tu-whoo! quoth Broad-face, and down dives the Drake!

 

The green-neck'd Drake once more pops up to view,

Stares round, cries Quack! and makes an angry pother;

Then shriller screams the Bird with eye-lids blue,

The broad-faced Bird! and deeper dives the other.

Ye quacking Statesmen! 'tis even so with you –

One Peasecod is not liker to another.

 

Even so on Loyalty's Decoy-pond, each

Pops up his head, as fir'd with British blood,

Hears once again the Ministerial screech,

And once more seeks the bottom's blackest mud!

(Signed: LABERIUS.)

[1798]

 

 

The Day-Dream

From an Emigrant to his Absent Wife

If thou wert here, these tears were tears of light!

But from as sweet a vision did I start

As ever made these eyes grow idly bright!

And though I weep, yet still around my heart

A sweet and playful tenderness doth linger,

Touching my heart as with an infant's finger.

 

My mouth half open, like a witless man,

I saw our couch, I saw our quiet room,

Its shadows heaving by the fire-light gloom;

And o'er my lips a subtle feeling ran,

All o'er my lips a soft and breeze-like feeling –

I know not what – but had the same been stealing

 

Upon a sleeping mother's lips, I guess

It would have made the loving mother dream

That she was softly bending down to kiss

Her babe, that something more than babe did seem,

A floating presence of its darling father,

And yet its own dear baby self far rather!

 

Across my chest there lay a weight, so warm!

As if some bird had taken shelter there;

And lo! I seemed to see a woman's form –

Thine, Sara, thine? O joy, if thine it were!

I gazed with stifled breath, and feared to stir it,

No deeper trance e'er wrapt a yearning spirit!

 

And now, when I seemed sure thy face to see,

Thy own dear self in our own quiet home;

There came an elfish laugh, and wakened me:

'Twas Frederic, who behind my chair had clomb,

And with his bright eyes at my face was peeping.

I blessed him, tried to laugh, and fell a-weeping!

[1801-2]

 

 

Talleyrand to Lord Grenville

A Metrical Epistle

[As printed in Morning Post for January 10, 1800.]

 

To the Editor of The Morning Post.

Mr. Editor, – An unmetrical letter from Talleyrand to Lord Grenville has already appeared, and from an authority too high to be questioned: otherwise I could adduce some arguments for the exclusive authenticity of the following metrical epistle. The very epithet which the wise ancients used, ›aurea carmina,‹ might have been supposed likely to have determined the choice of the French minister in favour of verse; and the rather when we recollect that this phrase of ›golden verses‹ is applied emphatically to the works of that philosopher who imposed silence on all with whom he had to deal. Besides is it not somewhat improbable that Talleyrand should have preferred prose to rhyme, when the latter alone has got the chink? Is it not likewise curious that in our official answer no notice whatever is taken of the Chief Consul, Bonaparte, as if there had been no such person existing; notwithstanding that his existence is pretty generally admitted, nay that some have been so rash as to believe that he has created as great a sensation in the world as Lord Grenville, or even the Duke of Portland? But the Minister of Foreign Affairs, Talleyrand, is acknowledged, which, in our opinion, could not have happened had he written only that insignificant prose-letter, which seems to precede Bonaparte's, as in old romances a dwarf always ran before to proclaim the advent or arrival of knight or giant. That Talleyrand's character and practices more resemble those of some regular Governments than Bonaparte's I admit; but this of itself does not appear a satisfactory explanation. However, let the letter speak for itself. The second line is supererogative in syllables, whether from the oscitancy of the transcriber, or from the trepidation which might have overpowered the modest Frenchman, on finding himself in the act of writing to so great a man, I shall not dare to determine. A few Notes are added by

Your servant,

GNOME.

 

P.S. – As mottoes are now fashionable, especially if taken from out of the way books, you may prefix, if you please, the following lines from Sidonius Apollinaris:

 

»Saxa, et robora, corneaque fibras

Mollit dulciloquâ canorus arte!«

 





Talleyrand, Minister of Foreign Affairs at Paris, to Lord Grenville, Secretary of State in Great Britain for Foreign Affairs, Auditor of the Exchequer, a Lord of Trade, an Elder Brother of Trinity House, Etc.

 

My Lord! though your Lordship repel deviation

From forms long establish'd, yet with high consideration,

I plead for the honour to hope that no blame

Will attach, should this letter begin with my name.

I dar'd not presume on your Lordship to bounce,

But thought it more exquisite first to announce!

 

My Lord! I've the honour to be Talleyrand,

And the letter's from me! you'll not draw back your hand

Nor yet take it up by the rim in dismay,

As boys pick up ha'pence on April fool-day.

I'm no Jacobin foul, or red-hot Cordelier

That your Lordship's ungauntleted fingers need fear

An infection or burn! Believe me, 'tis true,

With a scorn like another I look down on the crew

That bawl and hold up to the mob's detestation

The most delicate wish for a silent persuasion.

A form long-establish'd these Terrorists call

Bribes, perjury, theft, and the devil and all!

And yet spite of all that the Moralist43 prates,

'Tis the keystone and cement of civilized States.

Those American Reps!44 And i' faith, they were serious!

It shock'd us at Paris, like something mysterious,

That men who've a Congress – But no more of 't! I'm proud

To have stood so distinct from the Jacobin crowd.

 

My Lord! though the vulgar in wonder be lost at

My transfigurations, and name me Apostate,

Such a meaningless nickname, which never incens'd me

Cannot prejudice you or your Cousin against me:

I'm Ex-bishop. What then? Burke himself would agree

That I left not the Church – 'twas the Church that left me.

My titles prelatic I lov'd and retain'd,

As long as what I meant by Prelate remain'd:

And tho' Mitres no longer will pass in our mart,

I'm episcopal still to the core of my heart.

No time from my name this my motto shall sever:

'Twill be Non sine pulvere palma45 for ever!

 

Your goodness, my Lord, I conceive as excessive,

Or I dar'd not present you a scroll so digressive;

And in truth with my pen thro' and thro' I should strike it;

But I hear that your Lordship's own style is just like it.

Dear my Lord, we are right: for what charms can be shew'd

In a thing that goes straight like an old Roman road?

The tortoise crawls straight, the hare doubles about;

And the true line of beauty still winds in and out.

It argues, my Lord! of fine thoughts such a brood in us

To split and divide into heads multitudinous,

While charms that surprise (it can ne'er be denied us)

Sprout forth from each head, like the ears from King Midas.

Were a genius of rank, like a commonplace dunce,

Compell'd to drive on to the main point at once,

What a plentiful vintage of initiations46

Would Noble Lords lose in your Lordship's orations.

My fancy transports me! As mute as a mouse,

And as fleet as a pigeon, I'm borne to the house

Where all those who are Lords, from father to son,

Discuss the affairs of all those who are none.

I behold you, my Lord! of your feelings quite full,

'Fore the woolsack arise, like a sack full of wool!

You rise on each Anti-Grenvillian Member,

Short, thick and blustrous, like a day in November!47

Short in person, I mean: for the length of your speeches

Fame herself, that most famous reporter, ne'er reaches.

Lo! Patience beholds you contemn her brief reign,

And Time, that all-panting toil'd after in vain,

(Like the Beldam who raced for a smock with her grandchild)

Drops and cries: »Were such lungs e'er assign'd to a man-child?«

Your strokes at her vitals pale Truth has confess'd,

And Zeal unresisted entempests your breast!48

Though some noble Lords may be wishing to sup,

Your merit self-conscious, my Lord, keeps you up,

Unextinguish'd and swoln, as a balloon of paper

Keeps aloft by the smoke of its own farthing taper.

Ye SIXTEENS49 of Scotland, your snuffs ye must trim;

Your Geminies, fix'd stars of England! grow dim,

And but for a form long-establish'd, no doubt

Twinkling faster and faster, ye all would go out.

 

Apropos, my dear Lord! a ridiculous blunder

Of some of our Journalists caused us some wonder:

It was said that in aspect malignant and sinister

In the Isle of Great Britain a great Foreign Minister

Turn'd as pale as a journeyman miller's frock coat is

On observing a star that appear'd in BOOTES!

When the whole truth was this (O those ignorant brutes!)

Your Lordship had made his appearance in boots.

You, my Lord, with your star, sat in boots, and the Spanish

Ambassador thereupon thought fit to vanish.

 

But perhaps, dear my Lord, among other worse crimes,

The whole was no more than a lie of The Times.

It is monstrous, my Lord! in a civilis'd state

That such Newspaper rogues should have license to prate.

Indeed printing in general – but for the taxes,

Is in theory false and pernicious in praxis!

You and I, and your Cousin, and Abbé Sieyes,

And all the great Statesmen that live in these days,

Are agreed that no nation secure is from vi'lence

Unless all who must think are maintain'd all in silence.

This printing, my Lord – but 'tis useless to mention

What we both of us think – 'twas a curséd invention,

And Germany might have been honestly prouder

Had she left it alone, and found out only powder.

My Lord! when I think of our labours and cares

Who rule the Department of foreign affairs,

And how with their libels these journalists bore us,

Though Rage I acknowledge than Scorn less decorous;

Yet their presses and types I could shiver in splinters,

Those Printers' black Devils! those Devils of Printers!

In case of a peace – but perhaps it were better

To proceed to the absolute point of my letter:

For the deep wounds of France, Bonaparte, my master,

Has found out a new sort of basilicon plaister.

But your time, my dear Lord! is your nation's best treasure,

I've intruded already too long on your leisure;

If so, I entreat you with penitent sorrow

To pause, and resume the remainder to-morrow.

[1800]

 

 

Westphalian Song

[The following is an almost literal translation of a very old and very favourite song among the Westphalian Boors. The turn at the end is the same with one of Mr. Dibdin's excellent songs, and the air to which it is sung by the Boors is remarkably sweet and lively.]

 

When thou to my true-love com'st

Greet her from me kindly;

When she asks thee how I fare?

Say, folks in Heaven fare finely.

 

When she asks, »What! Is he sick?«

Say, dead! – and when for sorrow

She begins to sob and cry,

Say, I come to-morrow.

[1799?]

 

 



The Alienated Mistress:

A Madrigal (from an Unfinished Melodrama)

Lady. If Love be dead –

Poet. And I aver it!

Lady. Tell me, Bard! where Love lies buried?

Poet. Love lies buried where 'twas born:

Oh, gentle dame! think it no scorn

If, in my fancy, I presume

To call thy bosom poor Love's Tomb.

And on that tomb to read the line: –

»Here lies a Love that once seem'd mine,

But caught a chill, as I divine,

And died at length of a Decline.«

[1828]

 

 

Song, Ex Improviso

On Hearing a Song in Praise of a Lady's Beauty

'Tis not the lily brow I prize,

Nor roseate cheeks, nor sunny eyes,

Enough of lilies and of roses!

A thousand-fold more dear to me

The gentle look that love discloses, –

The look that love alone can see!

[1830]

 

 

A Thought Suggested by a View

Of Saddleback in Cumberland

On stern Blencartha's perilous height

The winds are tyrannous and strong;

And flashing forth unsteady light

From stern Blencartha's skiey height,

As loud the torrents throng!

Beneath the moon, in gentle weather,

They bind the earth and sky together.

But oh! the sky and all its forms, how quiet!

The things that seek the earth, how full of noise and riot!

[1800]

 

 

To Miss A. T.

Verse, pictures, music, thoughts both grave and gay,

Remembrances of dear-loved friends away,

On spotless page of virgin white displayed,

Such should thine Album be, for such art thou, sweet maid!

[1829]

 

 

L'envoy to Love's Apparition and Evanishment

In vain we supplicate the Powers above;

There is no resurrection for the Love

That, nursed in tenderest care, yet fades away

In the chill'd heart by gradual self-decay.

[1824-33]

 

 

Hexameters

William, my teacher, my friend! dear William and dear Dorothea!

Smooth out the folds of my letter, and place it on desk or on table;

Place it on table or desk; and your right hands loosely half-closing,50

Gently sustain them in air, and extending the digit didactic,

Rest it a moment on each of the forks of the five-forkéd left hand,

Twice on the breadth of the thumb, and once on the tip of each finger;

Read with a nod of the head in a humouring recitativo;

And, as I live, you will see my hexameters hopping before you.

This is a galloping measure; a hop, and a trot, and a gallop!

 

All my hexameters fly, like stags pursued by the staghounds,

Breathless and panting, and ready to drop, yet flying still onwards,51

I would full fain pull in my hard-mouthed runaway hunter;

But our English Spondeans are clumsy yet impotent curbreins;

And so to make him go slowly, no way left have I but to lame him.

William, my head and my heart! dear Poet that feelest and thinkest!

Dorothy, eager of soul, my most affectionate sister!

Many a mile, O! many a wearisome mile are ye distant,

Long, long comfortless roads, with no one eye that doth know us.

O! it is all too far to send you mockeries idle:

Yea, and I feel it not right! But O! my friends, my beloved!

Feverish and wakeful I lie, – I am weary of feeling and thinking.

Every thought is worn down, I am weary yet cannot be vacant.

Five long hours have I tossed, rheumatic heats, dry and flushing,

Gnawing behind in my head, and wandering and throbbing about me,

Busy and tiresome, my friends, as the beat of the boding night-spider.52

I forget the beginning of the line:

 ... my eyes are a burthen,

Now unwillingly closed, now open and aching with darkness.

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.«

 

There was a great deal more, which I have forgotten. ...The last line which I wrote, I remember, and write if for the truth of the sentiment, scarcely less true in company than in pain and solitude: –

 

William, my head and my heart! dear William and dear Dorothea!

You have all in each other; but I am lonely, and want you!

[1799] 

 

 

Sonnet: to Pitt

Not always should the Tear's ambrosial dew

Roll its soft anguish down thy furrow'd cheek!

Not always heaven-breath'd tones of Suppliance meek

Beseem thee, Mercy! Yon dark Scowler view,

Who with proud words of dear-lov'd Freedom came –

More blasting than the mildew from the South!

And kiss'd his country with Iscariot mouth

(Ah! foul apostate from his Father's fame!)53

Then fix'd her on the Cross of deep distress,

And at safe distance marks the thirsty Lance

Pierce her big side! But O! if some strange trance

The eye-lids of thy stern-brow'd Sister54 press,

Seize, Mercy! thou more terrible the brand,

And hurl her thunderbolts with fiercer hand!

[December 23, 1794]

 

 

A Hymn

My Maker! of thy power the trace

In every creature's form and face

The wond'ring soul surveys:

Thy wisdom, infinite above

Seraphic thought, a Father's love

As infinite displays!

 

From all that meets or eye or ear,

There falls a genial holy fear

Which, like the heavy dew of morn,

Refreshes while it bows the heart forlorn!

 

Great God! thy works how wondrous fair!

Yet sinful man didst thou declare

The whole Earth's voice and mind!

Lord, ev'n as Thou all-present art,

O may we still with heedful heart

Thy presence know and find!

Then, come what will, of weal or woe,

Joy's bosom-spring shall steady flow;

For though 'tis Heaven THYSELF to see,

Where but thy Shadow falls, Grief cannot be! –

[1814]

 

 

Song

Though veiled in spires of myrtle-wreath,

Love is a sword which cuts its sheath,

And through the clefts itself has made,

We spy the flashes of the blade!

 

But through the clefts itself has made

We likewise see Love's flashing blade,

By rust consumed, or snapt in twain;

And only hilt and stump remain.

[1825?]

 

 

Sonnet: Pantisocracy

No more my visionary soul shall dwell

On joys that were; no more endure to weigh

The shame and anguish of the evil day,

Wisely forgetful! O'er the ocean swell

Sublime of Hope, I seek the cottag'd dell

Where Virtue calm with careless step may stray,

And dancing to the moonlight roundelay,

The wizard Passions weave an holy spell.

Eyes that have ach'd with Sorrow! Ye shall weep

Tears of doubt-mingled joy, like theirs who start

From Precipices of distemper'd sleep,

On which the fierce-eyed Fiends their revels keep,

And see the rising Sun, and feel it dart

New rays of pleasance trembling to the heart.

[1794]

 

 

To the Author of Poems

[Joseph Cottle]

Published anonymously at Bristol in September 1795

Unboastful Bard! whose verse concise yet clear

Tunes to smooth melody unconquer'd sense,

May your fame fadeless live, as ›never-sere‹

The Ivy wreathes yon Oak, whose broad defence

Embowers me from Noon's sultry influence!

For, like that nameless Rivulet stealing by,

Your modest verse to musing Quiet dear

Is rich with tints heaven-borrow'd: the charm'd eye

Shall gaze undazzled there, and love the soften'd sky.

 

Circling the base of the Poetic mount

A stream there is, which rolls in lazy flow

Its coal-black waters from Oblivion's fount:

The vapour-poison'd Birds, that fly too low,

Fall with dead swoop, and to the bottom go.

Escaped that heavy stream on pinion fleet

Beneath the Mountain's lofty-frowning brow,

Ere aught of perilous ascent you meet,

A mead of mildest charm delays th' unlabouring feet.

 

Not there the cloud-climb'd rock, sublime and vast,

That like some giant king, o'er-glooms the hill;

Nor there the Pine-grove to the midnight blast

Makes solemn music! But th' unceasing rill

To the soft Wren or Lark's descending trill

Murmurs sweet undersong 'mid jasmin bowers.

In this same pleasant meadow, at your will

I ween, you wander'd – there collecting flowers

Of sober tint, and herbs of med'cinable powers!

 

There for the monarch-murder'd Soldier's tomb

You wove th' unfinish'd55 wreath of saddest hues;

And to that holier56 chaplet added bloom

Besprinkling it with Jordan's cleansing dews.

But lo your Henderson57 awakes the Muse ––

His Spirit beckon'd from the mountain's height!

You left the plain and soar'd mid richer views!

So Nature mourn'd when sunk the First Day's light,

With stars, unseen before, spangling her robe of night!

 

Still soar, my Friend, those richer views among,

Strong, rapid, fervent, flashing Fancy's beam!

Virtue and Truth shall love your gentler song;

But Poesy demands th' impassion'd theme:

Waked by Heaven's silent dews at Eve's mild gleam

What balmy sweets Pomona breathes around!

But if the vext air rush a stormy stream

Or Autumn's shrill gust moan in plaintive sound,

With fruits and flowers she loads the tempest-honor'd ground.

[1795]

 

 

The Silver Thimble

The Production of a Young Lady, Addressed to the Author of the Poems Alluded to in the Preceding Epistle

She had lost her Silver Thimble, and her complaint being accidentally overheard by him, her Friend, he immediately sent her four others to take her choice of.

 

As oft mine eye with careless glance

Has gallop'd thro' some old romance,

Of speaking Birds and Steeds with wings,

Giants and Dwarfs, and Fiends and Kings;

Beyond the rest with more attentive care

I've lov'd to read of elfin-favour'd Fair ––

How if she long'd for aught beneath the sky

And suffer'd to escape one votive sigh,

Wafted along on viewless pinions aery

It laid itself obsequious at her feet:

Such things, I thought, one might not hope to meet

Save in the dear delicious land of Faery!

But now (by proof I know it well)

There's still some peril in free wishing ––

Politeness is a licensed spell,

And you, dear Sir! the Arch-magician.

 

You much perplex'd me by the various set:

They were indeed an elegant quartette!

My mind went to and fro, and waver'd long;

At length I've chosen (Samuel thinks me wrong)

That, around whose azure rim

Silver figures seem to swim,

Like fleece-white clouds, that on the skiey Blue,

Waked by no breeze, the self-same shapes retain;

Or ocean-Nymphs with limbs of snowy hue

Slow-floating o'er the calm cerulean plain.

 

Just such a one, mon cher ami,

(The finger shield of industry)

Th' inventive Gods, I deem, to Pallas gave

What time the vain Arachne, madly brave,

Challeng'd the blue-eyed Virgin of the sky

A duel in embroider'd work to try.

And hence the thimbled Finger of grave Pallas

To th' erring Needle's point was more than callous.

But ah the poor Arachne! She unarm'd

Blundering thro' hasty eagerness, alarm'd

With all a Rival's hopes, a Mortal's fears,

Still miss'd the stitch, and stain'd the web with tears.

Unnumber'd punctures small yet sore

Full fretfully the maiden bore,

Till she her lily finger found

Crimson'd with many a tiny wound;

And to her eyes, suffus'd with watery woe,

Her flower-embroider'd web danc'd dim, I wist,

Like blossom'd shrubs in a quick-moving mist:

Till vanquish'd the despairing Maid sunk low.

 

O Bard! whom sure no common Muse inspires,

I heard your Verse that glows with vestal fires!

And I from unwatch'd needle's erring point

Had surely suffer'd on each finger-joint

Those wounds, which erst did poor Arachne meet;

While he, the much-lov'd Object of my choice

(My bosom thrilling with enthusiast heat),

Pour'd on mine ear with deep impressive voice,

How the great Prophet of the Desart stood

And preach'd of Penitence by Jordon's Flood;

On War; or else the legendary lays

In simplest measures hymn'd to Alla's praise;

Or what the Bard from his heart's inmost stores

O'er his Friend's grave in loftier numbers pours:

Yes, Bard polite! you but obey'd the laws

Of Justice, when the thimble you had sent;

What wounds your thought-bewildering Muse might cause

'Tis well your finger-shielding gifts prevent.

SARA.

[1795]

 

 

Written After a Walk Before Supper

Tho' much averse, dear Jack, to flicker,

To find a likeness for friend V–ker,

I've made thro' Earth, and Air, and Sea,

A Voyage of Discovery!

And let me add (to ward off strife)

For V–ker and for V–ker's Wife –

She large and round beyond belief,

A superfluity of beef!

Her mind and body of a piece,

And both composed of kitchen-grease.

In short, Dame Truth might safely dub her

Vulgarity enshrin'd in blubber!

He, meagre bit of littleness,

All snuff, and musk, and politesse;

So thin, that strip him of his clothing,

He'd totter on the edge of Nothing!

In case of foe, he well might hide

Snug in the collops of her side.

 

Ah then, what simile will suit?

Spindle-leg in great jack-boot?

Pismire crawling in a rut?

Or a spigot in a butt?

Thus I humm'd and ha'd awhile,

When Madam Memory with a smile

Thus twitch'd my ear – »Why sure, I ween,

In London streets thou oft hast seen

The very image of this pair:

A little Ape with huge She-Bear

Link'd by hapless chain together:

An unlick'd mass the one – the other

An antic small with nimble crupper ––«

But stop, my Muse! for here comes supper.

[1792]

 

 

Sonnet

[To Charles Lloyd]

The piteous sobs that choke the Virgin's breath

For him, the fair betrothéd Youth, who lies

Cold in the narrow dwelling, or the cries

With which a Mother wails her darling's death,

These from our nature's common impulse spring,

Unblam'd, unprais'd; but o'er the piléd earth

Which hides the sheeted corse of grey-hair'd Worth,

If droops the soaring Youth with slacken'd wing;

If he recall in saddest minstrelsy

Each tenderness bestow'd, each truth imprest,

Such grief is Reason, Virtue, Piety!

And from the Almighty Father shall descend

Comforts on his late evening, whose young breast

Mourns with no transient love the Agéd Friend.

[1796]

 

 

Sonnet to the Rev. W. L. Bowles

[First Version, Printed in »Morning Chronicle«, December 26, 1794]

My heart has thank'd thee, BOWLES! for those soft strains,

That, on the still air floating, tremblingly

Wak'd in me Fancy, Love, and Sympathy!

For hence, not callous to a Brother's pains

 

Thro' Youth's gay prime and thornless paths I went;

And, when the darker day of life began,

And I did roam, a thought-bewilder'd man!

Thy kindred Lays an healing solace lent,

 

Each lonely pang with dreamy joys combin'd,

And stole from vain REGRET her scorpion stings;

While shadowy PLEASURE, with mysterious wings.

Brooded the wavy and tumultuous mind,

 

Like that great Spirit, who with plastic sweep

Mov'd on the darkness of the formless Deep!

 

Sonnet to William Godwin

Author of »Political justice«

O Form'd t' illume a sunless world forlorn,

As o'er the chill and dusky brow of Night,

In Finland's wintry skies the Mimic Morn

Electric pours a stream of rosy light,

 

Pleas'd I have mark'd OPPRESSION, terror-pale,

Since, thro' the windings of her dark machine,

Thy steady eye has shot its glances keen –

And bade th' All-lovely ›scenes at distance hail‹.

 

Nor will I not thy holy guidance bless,

And hymn thee, GODWIN! with an ardent lay;

For that thy voice, in Passion's stormy day,

When wild I roam'd the bleak Heath of Distress,

 

Bade the bright form of Justice meet my way –

And told me that her name was HAPPINESS.

[January 10, 1795]

 

 

Sonnet to Robert Southey

Of Baliol College, Oxford, Author of the »Retrospect« and Other Poems

Southey! thy melodies steal o'er mine ear

Like far-off joyance, or the murmuring

Of wild bees in the sunny showers of Spring –

Sounds of such mingled import as may cheer

 

The lonely breast, yet rouse a mindful tear:

Wak'd by the Song doth Hope-born FANCY fling

Rich showers of dewy fragrance from her wing,

Till sickly PASSION'S drooping Myrtles sear

 

Blossom anew! But O! more thrill'd, I prize

Thy sadder strains, that bid in MEMORY'S Dream

The faded forms of past Delight arise;

Then soft, on Love's pale cheek, the tearful gleam

 

Of Pleasure smiles – as faint yet beauteous lies

The imag'd Rainbow on a willowy stream.

[January 14, 1795]

 

 

On a Late Connubial Rupture in High Life

I sigh, fair injur'd stranger! for thy fate;

But what shall sighs avail thee? thy poor heart,

'Mid all the ›pomp and circumstance‹ of state,

Shivers in nakedness. Unbidden, start

 

Sad recollections of Hope's garish dream,

That shaped a seraph form, and named it Love,

Its hues gay-varying, as the orient beam

Varies the neck of Cytherea's dove.

 

To one soft accent of domestic joy

Poor are the shouts that shake the high-arch'd dome;

Those plaudits that thy public path annoy,

Alas! they tell thee – Thou'rt a wretch at home!

 

O then retire, and weep! Their very woes

Solace the guiltless. Drop the pearly flood

On thy sweet infant, as the full-blown rose,

Surcharg'd with dew, bends o'er its neighbouring bud.

 

And ah! that Truth some holy spell might lend

To lure thy Wanderer from the Syren's power;

Then bid your souls inseparably blend

Like two bright dew-drops meeting in a flower.

[1796]

 

 

Sonnets Attempted in the Manner of

Contemporary Writers

[Signed »Nehemiah Higginbottom«]

I

Pensive at eve on the hard world I mus'd,

And my poor heart was sad: so at the Moon

I gaz'd – and sigh'd, and sigh'd! – for, ah! how soon

Eve darkens into night. Mine eye perus'd

With tearful vacancy the dampy grass

Which wept and glitter'd in the paly ray;

And I did pause me on my lonely way,

And mused me on those wretched ones who pass

O'er the black heath of Sorrow. But, alas!

Most of Myself I thought: when it befell

That the sooth Spirit of the breezy wood

Breath'd in mine ear – »All this is very well;

But much of one thing is for no thing good.«

Ah! my poor heart's INEXPLICABLE SWELL!

 

II



To Simplicity

O! I do love thee, meek Simplicity!

For of thy lays the lulling simpleness

Goes to my heart and soothes each small distress,

Distress though small, yet haply great to me!

'Tis true on Lady Fortune's gentlest pad

I amble on; yet, though I know not why,

So sad I am! – but should a friend and I

Grow cool and miff, O! I am very sad!

And then with sonnets and with sympathy

My dreamy bosom's mystic woes I pall;

Now of my false friend plaining plaintively,

Now raving at mankind in general;

But, whether sad or fierce, 'tis simple all,

All very simple, meek Simplicity!

 

III



On a Ruined House in a Romantic Country

And this reft house is that the which he built,

Lamented Jack! And here his malt he pil'd,

Cautious in vain! These rats that squeak so wild,

Squeak, not unconscious of their father's guilt.

Did ye not see her gleaming thro' the glade?

Belike, 'twas she, the maiden all forlorn.

What though she milk no cow with crumpled horn,

Yet aye she haunts the dale where erst she stray'd;

And aye beside her stalks her amorous knight!

Still on his thighs their wonted brogues are worn,

And thro' those brogues, still tatter'd and betorn,

His hindward charms gleam an unearthly white;

As when thro' broken clouds at night's high noon

Peeps in fair fragments forth the full-orb'd harvest-moon!

[1797]

 

 

A Stranger Minstrel

Written [to Mrs. Robinson,] a Few Weeks Before Her Death

As late on Skiddaw's mount I lay supine,

Midway th' ascent, in that repose divine

When the soul centred in the heart's recess

Hath quaff'd its fill of Nature's loveliness,

Yet still beside the fountain's marge will stay

And fain would thirst again, again to quaff;

Then when the tear, slow travelling on its way,

Fills up the wrinkles of a silent laugh –

In that sweet mood of sad and humorous thought

A form within me rose, within me wrought

With such strong magic, that I cried aloud,

»Thou ancient Skiddaw by thy helm of cloud,

And by thy many-colour'd chasms deep,

And by their shadows that for ever sleep,

By yon small flaky mists that love to creep

Along the edges of those spots of light,

Those sunny islands on thy smooth green height,

And by yon shepherds with their sheep,

And dogs and boys, a gladsome crowd,

That rush e'en now with clamour loud

Sudden from forth thy topmost cloud,

And by this laugh, and by this tear,

I would, old Skiddaw, she were here!

A lady of sweet song is she,

Her soft blue eye was made for thee!

O ancient Skiddaw, by this tear,

I would, I would that she were here!«

 

Then ancient Skiddaw, stern and proud,

In sullen majesty replying,

Thus spake from out his helm of cloud

(His voice was like an echo dying!): –

»She dwells belike in scenes more fair,

And scorns a mount so bleak and bare.«

I only sigh'd when this I heard,

Such mournful thoughts within me stirr'd

That all my heart was faint and weak,

So sorely was I troubled!

No laughter wrinkled on my cheek,

But O the tears were doubled!

But ancient Skiddaw green and high

Heard and understood my sigh;

And now, in tones less stern and rude,

As if he wish'd to end the feud,

Spake he, the proud response renewing

(His voice was like a monarch wooing): –

»Nay, but thou dost not know her might,

The pinions of her soul how strong!

But many a stranger in my height

Hath sung to me her magic song,

Sending forth his ecstasy

In her divinest melody,

And hence I know her soul is free,

She is where'er she wills to be,

Unfetter'd by mortality!

Now to the ›haunted beach‹ can fly,

Beside the threshold scourged with waves,

Now where the maniac wildly raves,

›Pale moon, thou spectre of the sky!‹

No wind that hurries o'er my height

Can travel with so swift a flight.

I too, methinks, might merit

The presence of her spirit!

To me too might belong

The honour of her song and witching melody,

Which most resembles me,

Soft, various, and sublime,

Exempt from wrongs of Time!«

Thus spake the mighty Mount, and I

Made answer, with a deep-drawn sigh: –

»Thou ancient Skiddaw, by this tear,

I would, I would that she were here!«

[November, 1800]

 


 

Water Ballad

(From the French)

»Come hither, gently rowing,

Come, bear me quickly o'er

This stream so brightly flowing

To yonder woodland shore.

But vain were my endeavour

To pay thee, courteous guide;

Row on, row on, for ever

I'd have thee by my side.

 

Good boatman, prithee haste thee,

I seek my father-land.« –

»Say, when I there have placed thee,

Dare I demand thy hand?«

»A maiden's head can never

So hard a point decide;

Row on, row on, for ever

I'd have thee by my side.«

 

The happy bridal over

The wanderer ceased to roam,

For, seated by her lover,

The boat became her home.

And still they sang together

As steering o'er the tide:

»Row on through wind and weather

For ever by my side.«

[1799?]

 

 

The Poet in His Lone Yet Genial Hour

The poet in his lone yet genial hour

Gives to his eyes a magnifying power:

Or rather he emancipates his eyes

From the black shapeless accidents of size –

In unctuous cones of kindling coal,

Or smoke upwreathing from the pipe's trim bole,

His gifted ken can see

Phantoms of sublimity.

[1800]

 

 

The Old Man of the Alps

Stranger! whose eyes a look of pity shew,

Say, will you listen to a tale of woe?

A tale in no unwonted horrors drest;

But sweet is pity to an agéd breast.

This voice did falter with old age before;

Sad recollections make it falter more.

Beside the torrent and beneath a wood,

High in these Alps my summer cottage stood;

One daughter still remain'd to cheer my way,

The evening-star of life's declining day:

Duly she hied to fill her milking-pail,

Ere shout of herdsmen rang from cliff or vale;

When she return'd, before the summer shiel,

On the fresh grass she spread the dairy meal;

Just as the snowy peaks began to lose

In glittering silver lights their rosy hues.

Singing in woods or bounding o'er the lawn,

No blither creature hail'd the early dawn;

And if I spoke of hearts by pain oppress'd,

When every friend is gone to them that rest;

Or of old men that leave, when they expire,

Daughters, that should have perish'd with their sire –

Leave them to toil all day through paths unknown,

And house at night behind some sheltering stone;

Impatient of the thought, with lively cheer

She broke half-closed the tasteless tale severe.

She play'd with fancies of a gayer hue,

Enamour'd of the scenes her wishes drew;

And oft she prattled with an eager tongue

Of promised joys that would not loiter long,

Till with her tearless eyes so bright and fair,

She seem'd to see them realis'd in air!

In fancy oft, within some sunny dell,

Where never wolf should howl or tempest yell,

She built a little home of joy and rest,

And fill'd it with the friends whom she lov'd best:

She named the inmates of her fancied cot,

And gave to each his own peculiar lot;

Which with our little herd abroad should roam,

And which should tend the dairy's toil at home,

And now the hour approach'd which should restore

Her lover from the wars, to part no more.

Her whole frame fluttered with uneasy joy;

I long'd myself to clasp the valiant boy;

And though I strove to calm her eager mood,

It was my own sole thought in solitude.

I told it to the Saints amid my hymns –

For O! you know not, on an old man's limbs

How thrillingly the pleasant sun-beams play,

That shine upon his daughter's wedding-day.

I hoped, that those fierce tempests, soon to rave

Unheard, unfelt, around my mountain grave,

Not undelightfully would break her rest,

While she lay pillow'd on her lover's breast;

Or join'd his pious prayer for pilgrims driven

Out to the mercy of the winds of heaven.

Yes! now the hour approach'd that should restore

Her lover from the wars to part no more.

Her thoughts were wild, her soul was in her eye,

She wept and laugh'd as if she knew not why;

And she had made a song about the wars,

And sang it to the sun and to the stars!

But while she look'd and listen'd, stood and ran,

And saw him plain in every distant man,

By treachery stabbed, on NANSY'S murderous day,

A senseless corse th' expected husband lay.

A wounded man, who met us in the wood,

Heavily ask'd her where my cottage stood,

And told us all: she cast her eyes around

As if his words had been but empty sound.

Then look'd to Heav'n, like one that would deny

That such a thing could be beneath the sky.

Again he ask'd her if she knew my name,

And instantly an anguish wrench'd her frame,

And left her mind imperfect. No delight

Thenceforth she found in any cheerful sight,

Not ev'n in those time-haunted wells and groves,

Scenes of past joy, and birth-place of her loves.

If to her spirit any sound was dear,

'Twas the deep moan that spoke the tempest near;

Or sighs which chasms of icy vales outbreathe,

Sent from the dark, imprison'd floods beneath.

She wander'd up the crag and down the slope,

But not, as in her happy days of hope,

To seek the churning-plant of sovereign power,

That grew in clefts and bore a scarlet flower!

She roam'd, without a purpose, all alone,

Thro' high grey vales unknowing and unknown.

 

Kind-hearted stranger! patiently you hear

A tedious tale: I thank you for that tear.

May never other tears o'ercloud your eye,

Than those which gentle Pity can supply!

Did you not mark a towering convent hang,

Where the huge rocks with sounds of torrents rang?

Ev'n yet, methinks, its spiry turrets swim

Amid yon purple gloom ascending dim!

For thither oft would my poor child repair,

To ease her soul by penitence and prayer.

I knew that peace at good men's prayers returns

Home to the contrite heart of him that mourns,

And check'd her not; and often there she found

A timely pallet when the evening frown'd.

And there I trusted that my child would light

On shelter and on food, one dreadful night,

When there was uproar in the element,

And she was absent. To my rest I went:

I thought her safe, yet often did I wake

And felt my very heart within me ache.

No daughter near me, at this very door,

Next morn I listen'd to the dying roar.

Above, below, the prowling vulture wail'd,

And down the cliffs the heavy vapour sail'd.

Up by the wide-spread waves in fury torn,

Homestalls and pines along the vale were borne.

The Dalesmen in thick crowds appear'd below

Clearing the road, o'erwhelmed with hills of snow.

At times to the proud gust's ascending swell,

A pack of blood-hounds flung their doleful yell:

For after nights of storm, that dismal train

The pious convent sends, with hope humane,

To find some out-stretch'd man – perchance to save,

Or give, at least, that last good gift, a grave!

But now a gathering crowd did I survey,

That slowly up the pasture bent their way;

Nor could I doubt but that their care had found

Some pilgrim in th' unchannel'd torrent drown'd.

And down the lawn I hasten'd to implore

That they would bring the body to my door;

But soon exclaim'd a boy, who ran before,

»Thrown by the last night's waters from their bed,

Your daughter has been found, and she is dead!«

 

The old man paused – May he who, sternly just,

Lays at his will his creatures in the dust;

Some ere the earliest buds of hope be blown,

And some, when every bloom of joy is flown;

May he the parent to his child restore

In that unchanging realm, where Love reigns evermore!

NICIAS ERYTHRAEUS.

[March 8, 1798]

 

 

Israel's Lament

Mourn, Israel! Sons of Israel, mourn!

Give utterance to the inward throe!

As wails, of her first love forlorn,

The Virgin clad in robes of woe.

 

Mourn the young Mother, snatch'd away

From Light and Life's ascending Sun!

Mourn for the Babe, Death's voiceless prey,

Earn'd by long pangs and lost ere won.

 

Mourn the bright Rose that bloom'd and went,

Ere half disclosed its vernal hue!

Mourn the green Bud, so rudely rent,

It brake the stem on which it grew.

 

Mourn for the universal woe

With solemn dirge and fault'ring tongue:

For England's Lady is laid low,

So dear, so lovely, and so young!

 

The blossoms on her Tree of Life

Shone with the dews of recent bliss:

Transplanted in that deadly strife,

She plucks its fruits in Paradise.

 

Mourn for the widow'd Lord in chief,

Who wails and will not solaced be!

Mourn for the childless Father's grief,

The wedded Lover's agony!

 

Mourn for the Prince, who rose at morn

To seek and bless the firstling bud

Of his own Rose, and found the thorn,

Its point bedew'd with tears of blood.

 

O press again that murmuring string!

Again bewail that princely Sire!

A destined Queen, a future King,

He mourns on one funereal pyre.

 

Mourn for Britannia's hopes decay'd,

Her daughters wail their dear defence;

Their fair example, prostrate laid,

Chaste Love and fervid Innocence.

 

While Grief in song shall seek repose,

We will take up a Mourning yearly:

To wail the blow that crush'd the Rose,

So dearly priz'd and lov'd so dearly.

 

Long as the fount of Song o'erflows

Will I the yearly dirge renew:

Mourn for the firstling of the Rose,

That snapt the stem on which it grew.

 

The proud shall pass, forgot; the chill,

Damp, trickling Vault their only mourner!

Not so the regal Rose, that still

Clung to the breast which first had worn her!

 

O thou, who mark'st the Mourner's path

To sad Jeshurun's Sons attend!

Amid the Light'nings of thy Wrath

The showers of Consolation send!

 

Jehovah frowns! the Islands bow!

And Prince and People kiss the Rod! –

Their dread chastising Judge wert thou!

Be thou their Comforter, O God!

[1817]

 

 

Reason

[»Finally, what is Reason? You have often asked me: and this is my answer«: –]

 

Whene'er the mist, that stands 'twixt God and thee,

Defecates to a pure transparency,

That intercepts no light and adds no stain –

There Reason is, and then begins her reign!

 

But alas!

–– »tu stesso, ti fai grosso

Col falso immaginar, sì che non vedi

Ciò che vedresti, se l'avessi scosso.«

Dante, Paradiso, Canto i.



[1830]

 

 

To the Evening Star

O meek attendant of Sol's setting blaze,

I hail, sweet star, thy chaste effulgent glow;

On thee full oft with fixéd eye I gaze

Till I, methinks, all spirit seem to grow.

O first and fairest of the starry choir,

O loveliest 'mid the daughters of the night,

Must not the maid I love like thee inspire

Pure joy and calm Delight?

Must she not be, as is thy placid sphere

Serenely brilliant? Whilst to gaze a while

Be all my wish 'mid Fancy's high career

E'en till she quit this scene of earthly toil;

Then Hope perchance might fondly sigh to join

Her spirit in thy kindred orb, O Star benign!

[1790?]

 

 

Anna and Harland

Within these wilds was Anna wont to rove

While Harland told his love in many a sigh,

But stern on Harland roll'd her brother's eye,

They fought, they fell – her brother and her love!

 

To Death's dark house did grief-worn Anna haste,

Yet here her pensive ghost delights to stay;

Oft pouring on the winds the broken lay –

And hark, I hear her – 'twas the passing blast.

 

I love to sit upon her tomb's dark grass,

Then Memory backward rolls Time's shadowy tide;

The tales of other days before me glide:

With eager thought I seize them as they pass;

For fair, tho' faint, the forms of Memory gleam,

Like Heaven's bright beauteous bow reflected in the stream.

[1790?]

 

 

Translation

Of Wrangham's »Hendecasyllabi ad Bruntonam e Granta Exituram« [Kal. Oct. MDCCXC]

Maid of unboastful charms! whom white-robed Truth

Right onward guiding through the maze of youth,

Forbade the Circe Praise to witch thy soul,

And dash'd to earth th' intoxicating bowl:

Thee meek-eyed Pity, eloquently fair,

Clasp'd to her bosom with a mother's care;

And, as she lov'd thy kindred form to trace,

The slow smile wander'd o'er her pallid face.

For never yet did mortal voice impart

Tones more congenial to the sadden'd heart:

Whether, to rouse the sympathetic glow,

Thou pourest lone Monimia's tale of woe;

Or haply clothest with funereal vest

The bridal loves that wept in Juliet's breast.

O'er our chill limbs the thrilling Terrors creep,

Th' entrancéd Passions their still vigil keep;

While the deep sighs, responsive to the song,

Sound through the silence of the trembling throng.

 

But purer raptures lighten'd from thy face,

And spread o'er all thy form an holier grace,

When from the daughter's breasts the father drew

The life he gave, and mix'd the big tear's dew.

Nor was it thine th' heroic strain to roll

With mimic feelings foreign from the soul:

Bright in thy parent's eye we mark'd the tear;

Methought he said, »Thou art no Actress here!

A semblance of thyself the Grecian dame,

And Brunton and Euphrasia still the same!«

 

O soon to seek the city's busier scene,

Pause thee awhile, thou chaste-eyed maid serene,

Till Granta's sons from all her sacred bowers

With grateful hand shall weave Pierian flowers

To twine a fragrant chaplet round thy brow,

Enchanting ministress of virtuous woe!

[1794]

 

 

To Miss Brunton

With the Preceding Translation

That darling of the Tragic Muse,

When Wrangham sung her praise,

Thalia lost her rosy hues,

And sicken'd at her lays:

 

But transient was th' unwonted sigh;

For soon the Goddess spied

A sister-form of mirthful eye,

And danc'd for joy and cried:

 

»Meek Pity's sweetest child, proud dame,

The fates have given to you!

Still bid your Poet boast her name;

I have my Brunton too.«

[1794]

 

 

The Mad Monk

I heard a voice from Etna's side;

Where o'er a cavern's mouth

That fronted to the south

A chestnut spread its umbrage wide:

A hermit or a monk the man might be;

But him I could not see:

And thus the music flow'd along,

In melody most like to old Sicilian song:

 

»There was a time when earth, and sea, and skies,

The bright green vale, and forest's dark recess,

With all things, lay before mine eyes

In steady loveliness:

But now I feel, on earth's uneasy scene,

Such sorrows as will never cease; –

I only ask for peace;

If I must live to know that such a time has been!«

 

A silence then ensued:

Till from the cavern came

A voice; – it was the same!

And thus, in mournful tone, its dreary plaint renew'd:

»Last night, as o'er the sloping turf I trod,

The smooth green turf, to me a vision gave

Beneath mine eyes, the sod –

The roof of Rosa's grave!

 

My heart has need with dreams like these to strive,

For, when I woke, beneath mine eyes I found

The plot of mossy ground,

On which we oft have sat when Rosa was alive. –

Why must the rock, and margin of the flood,

Why must the hills so many flow'rets bear,

Whose colours to a murder'd maiden's blood,

Such sad resemblance wear? –

 

I struck the wound, – this hand of mine!

For Oh, thou maid divine,

I lov'd to agony!

The youth whom thou call'd'st thine

Did never love like me!

 

Is it the stormy clouds above

That flash'd so red a gleam?

On yonder downward trickling stream? –

'Tis not the blood of her I love. –

The sun torments me from his western bed,

Oh, let him cease for ever to diffuse

Those crimson spectre hues!

Oh, let me lie in peace, and be for ever dead!«

 

Here ceas'd the voice. In deep dismay,

Down thro' the forest I pursu'd my way.

[1800]

 

 

Verses

Addressed to J. Horne Tooke and the Company Who Met on June 28th, 1796, to Celebrate His Poll at the Westminster Election

Britons! when last ye met, with distant streak

So faintly promis'd the pale Dawn to break;

So dim it stain'd the precincts of the Sky

E'en Expectation gaz'd with doubtful Eye.

But now such fair Varieties of Light

O'ertake the heavy sailing Clouds of Night;

Th' Horizon kindles with so rich a red,

That tho' the Sun still hides his glorious head

Th' impatient Matin-bird, assur'd of Day,

Leaves his low nest to meet its earliest ray;

Loud the sweet song of Gratulation sings,

And high in air claps his rejoicing wings!

Patriot and Sage! whose breeze-like Spirit first

The lazy mists of Pedantry dispers'd

(Mists in which Superstition's pigmy band

Seem'd Giant Forms, the Genii of the Land!),

Thy struggles soon shall wak'ning Britain bless,

And Truth and Freedom hail thy wish'd success.

Yes Tooke! tho' foul Corruption's wolfish throng

Outmalice Calumny's imposthum'd Tongue,

Thy Country's noblest and determin'd Choice,

Soon shalt thou thrill the Senate with thy voice;

With gradual Dawn bid Error's phantoms flit,

Or wither with the lightning's flash of Wit;

Or with sublimer mien and tones more deep,

Charm sworded Justice from mysterious Sleep,

»By violated Freedom's loud Lament,

Her Lamps extinguish'd and her Temple rent;

By the forc'd tears her captive Martyrs shed;

By each pale Orphan's feeble cry for bread;

By ravag'd Belgium's corse-impeded Flood,

And Vendee steaming still with brothers' blood!«

And if amid the strong impassion'd Tale,

Thy Tongue should falter and thy Lips turn pale;

If transient Darkness film thy aweful Eye,

And thy tir'd Bosom struggle with a sigh:

Science and Freedom shall demand to hear

Who practis'd on a Life so doubly dear;

Infus'd the unwholesome anguish drop by drop,

Pois'ning the sacred stream they could not stop!

Shall bid thee with recover'd strength relate

How dark and deadly is a Coward's Hate:

What seeds of death by wan Confinement sown.

When Prison-echoes mock'd Disease's groan!

Shall bid th' indignant Father flash dismay,

And drag the unnatural Villain into Day

Who58 to the sports of his flesh'd Ruffians left

Two lovely Mourners of their Sire bereft!

'Twas wrong, like this, which Rome's first Consul bore,

So by th' insulted Female's name he swore

Ruin (and rais'd her reeking dagger high)

Not to the Tyrants but the Tyranny!

[1796]

 

 

The Tears of a Grateful People

A Hebrew Dirge and Hymn, Chaunted in the Great Synagogue, St. James' Pl. Aldgate, on the Day of the Funeral of King George III. of Blessed Memory. By Hyman Hurwitz of Highgate, Translated by a Friend.

 

Dirge

 

Oppress'd, confused, with grief and pain,

And inly shrinking from the blow,

In vain I seek the dirgeful strain,

The wonted words refuse to flow.

 

A fear in every face I find,

Each voice is that of one who grieves;

And all my Soul, to grief resigned,

Reflects the sorrow it receives.

 

The Day-Star of our glory sets!

Our King has breathed his latest breath!

Each heart its wonted pulse forgets,

As if it own'd the pow'r of death.

 

Our Crown, our heart's Desire is fled!

Britannia's glory moults its wing!

Let us with ashes on our head,

Raise up a mourning for our King.

 

Lo! of his beams the Day-Star shorn,59

Sad gleams the Moon through cloudy veil!

The Stars are dim! Our Nobles mourn;

The Matrons weep, their Children wail.

 

No age records a King so just,

His virtues numerous as his days;

The Lord Jehovah was his trust,

And truth with mercy ruled his ways.

 

His Love was bounded by no Clime;

Each diverse Race, each distant Clan

He govern'd by this truth sublime,

»God only knows the heart – not man.«

 

His word appall'd the sons of pride,

Iniquity far wing'd her way;

Deceit and fraud were scatter'd wide,

And truth resum'd her sacred sway.

 

He sooth'd the wretched, and the prey

From impious tyranny he tore;

He stay'd th' Usurper's iron sway,

And bade the Spoiler waste no more.

 

Thou too, Jeshurun's Daughter! thou,

Th' oppress'd of nations and the scorn!

Didst hail on his benignant brow

A safety dawning like the morn.

 

The scoff of each unfeeling mind,

Thy doom was hard, and keen thy grief;

Beneath his throne, peace thou didst find,

And blest the hand that gave relief.

 

E'en when a fatal cloud o'erspread

The moonlight splendour of his sway,

Yet still the light remain'd, and shed

Mild radiance on the traveller's way.

 

But he is gone – the Just! the Good!

Nor could a Nation's pray'r delay

The heavenly meed, that long had stood

His portion in the realms of day.

 

Beyond the mighty Isle's extent

The mightier Nation mourns her Chief:

Him Judah's Daughter shall lament,

In tears of fervour, love and grief.

 

Britannia mourns in silent grief;

Her heart a prey to inward woe.

In vain she strives to find relief,

Her pang so great, so great the blow.

 

Britannia! Sister! woe is me!

Full fain would I console thy woe.

But, ah! how shall I comfort thee,

Who need the balm I would bestow?

 

United then let us repair,

As round our common Parent's grave;

And pouring out our heart in prayer,

Our heav'nly Father's mercy crave.

 

Until Jehovah from his throne

Shall heed his suffering people's fears;

Shall turn to song the Mourner's groan,

To smiles of joy the Nation's tears.

 

Praise to the Lord! Loud praises sing!

And bless Jehovah's righteous hand!

Again he bids a George, our King,

Dispense his blessings to the Land.

 

Hymn

 

O thron'd in Heav'n! Sole King of kings,

Jehovah! hear thy Children's prayers and sighs!

Thou Binder of the broken heart! with wings

Of healing on thy people rise!

Thy mercies, Lord, are sweet;

And Peace and Mercy meet

Before thy Judgment seat;

Lord, hear us! we entreat!

 

When angry clouds thy throne surround,

E'en from the cloud thou bid'st thy mercy shine:

And ere thy righteous vengeance strikes the wound,

Thy grace prepares the balm divine!

Thy mercies, Lord, are sweet;

etc.

 

The Parent tree thy hand did spare –

It fell not till the ripen'd fruit was won:

Beneath its shade the Scion flourish'd fair,

And for the Sire thou gav'st the Son.

etc.

 

This thy own Vine, which thou didst rear,

And train up for us from the royal root,

Protect, O Lord! and to the Nations near

Long let it shelter yield, and fruit.

etc.

 

Lord, comfort thou the royal line:

Let Peace and Joy watch round us hand and hand.

Our Nobles visit with thy grace divine,

And banish sorrow from the land!

Thy mercies, Lord, are sweet;

And Peace and Mercy meet

Before thy Judgment seat;

Lord, hear us! we entreat!

[1820]

 

 

Lines

Written in Commonplace Book of Miss Barbour, Daughter of the Minister of the U. S. A. to England

Child of my muse! in Barbour's gentle hand

Go cross the main: thou seek'st no foreign land:

'Tis not the clod beneath our feet we name

Our country. Each heaven-sanctioned tie the same,

Laws, manners, language, faith, ancestral blood,

Domestic honour, awe of womanhood: –

With kindling pride thou wilt rejoice to see

Britain with elbow-room and doubly free!

Go seek thy countrymen! and if one scar

 

Still linger of that fratricidal war,

Look to the maid who brings thee from afar;

Be thou the olive-leaf and she the dove,

And say, I greet thee with a brother's love!

S. T. COLERIDGE.

[GROVE, HIGHGATE, August 1829]

 

 

Alcaeus to Sappho

How sweet, when crimson colours dart

Across a breast of snow,

To see that you are in the heart

That beats and throbs below.

 

All Heaven is in a maiden's blush,

In which the soul doth speak,

That it was you who sent the flush

Into the maiden's cheek.

 

Large steadfast eyes! eyes gently rolled

In shades of changing blue,

How sweet are they, if they behold

No dearer sight than you.

 

And, can a lip more richly glow,

Or be more fair than this?

The world will surely answer, No!

I, SAPPHO, answer, Yes!

 

Then grant one smile, tho' it should mean

A thing of doubtful birth;

That I may say these eyes have seen

The fairest face on earth!

[1800]

 

 

Dura Navis

To tempt the dangerous deep, too venturous youth,

Why does thy breast with fondest wishes glow?

No tender parent there thy cares shall sooth,

No much-lov'd Friend shall share thy every woe.

Why does thy mind with hopes delusive burn?

Vain are thy Schemes by heated Fancy plann'd:

Thy promis'd joy thou'lt see to Sorrow turn

Exil'd from Bliss, and from thy native land.

 

Hast thou foreseen the Storm's impending rage,

When to the Clouds the Waves ambitious rise,

And seem with Heaven a doubtful war to wage,

Whilst total darkness overspreads the skies;

Save when the lightnings darting wingéd Fate

Quick bursting from the pitchy clouds between

In forkéd Terror, and destructive state60

Shall shew with double gloom the horrid scene?

 

Shalt thou be at this hour from danger free?

Perhaps with fearful force some falling Wave

Shall wash thee in the wild tempestuous Sea,

And in some monster's belly fix thy grave;

Or (woful hap!) against some wave-worn rock

Which long a Terror to each Bark had stood

Shall dash thy mangled limbs with furious shock

And stain its craggy sides with human blood.

 

Yet not the Tempest, or the Whirlwind's roar

Equal the horrors of a Naval Fight,

When thundering Cannons spread a sea of Gore

And varied deaths now fire and now affright:

The impatient shout, that longs for closer war,

Reaches from either side the distant shores;

Whilst frighten'd at His streams ensanguin'd far

Loud on his troubled bed huge Ocean roars.61

 

What dreadful scenes appear before my eyes!

Ah! see how each with frequent slaughter red,

Regardless of his dying fellows' cries

O'er their fresh wounds with impious order tread!

From the dread place does soft Compassion fly!

The Furies fell each alter'd breast command;

Whilst Vengeance drunk with human blood stands by

And smiling fires each heart and arms each hand.

 

Should'st thou escape the fury of that day

A fate more cruel still, unhappy, view.

Opposing winds may stop thy luckless way,

And spread fell famine through the suffering crew,

Canst thou endure th' extreme of raging Thirst

Which soon may scorch thy throat, ah! thoughtless Youth!

Or ravening hunger canst thou bear which erst

On its own flesh hath fix'd the deadly tooth?

 

Dubious and fluttering 'twixt hope and fear

With trembling hands the lot I see thee draw,

Which shall, or sentence thee a victim drear,

To that ghaunt Plague which savage knows no law:

Or, deep thy dagger in the friendly heart,

Whilst each strong passion agitates thy breast,

Though oft with Horror back I see thee start,

Lo! Hunger drives thee to th' inhuman feast.

 

These are the ills, that may the course attend –

Then with the joys of home contented rest –

Here, meek-eyed Peace with humble Plenty lend

Their aid united still, to make thee blest.

To ease each pain, and to increase each joy –

Here mutual Love shall fix thy tender wife,

Whose offspring shall thy youthful care employ

And gild with brightest rays the evening of thy Life.

[1787]

 

 

Nil Pejus est Caelibe Vitâ

[In Christ's Hospital Book]

I

 

What pleasures shall he ever find?

What joys shall ever glad his heart?

Or who shall heal his wounded mind,

If tortur'd by Misfortune's smart?

Who Hymeneal bliss will never prove,

That more than friendship, friendship mix'd with love.

 

II

 

Then without child or tender wife,

To drive away each care, each sigh,

Lonely he treads the paths of life

A stranger to Affection's tye:

And when from Death he meets his final doom

No mourning wife with tears of love shall wet his tomb.

 

III

 

Tho' Fortune, Riches, Honours, Pow'r,

Had giv'n with every other toy,

Those gilded trifles of the hour,

Those painted nothings sure to cloy:

He dies forgot, his name no son shall bear

To shew the man so blest once breath'd the vital air.

[1787]

 

 

Quae Nocent Docent

[In Christ's Hospital Book]

O! mihi praeteritos referat si Jupiter annos!

 

Oh! might my ill-past hours return again!

No more, as then, should Sloth around me throw

Her soul-enslaving, leaden chain!

No more the precious time would I employ

In giddy revels, or in thoughtless joy,

A present joy producing future woe.

 

But o'er the midnight Lamp I'd love to pore,

I'd seek with care fair Learning's depths to sound,

And gather scientific Lore:

Or to mature the embryo thoughts inclin'd,

That half-conceiv'd lay struggling in my mind,

The cloisters' solitary gloom I'd round.

 

'Tis vain to wish, for Time has ta'en his flight –

For follies past be ceas'd the fruitless tears:

Let follies past to future care incite.

Averse maturer judgements to obey

Youth owns, with pleasure owns, the Passions' sway,

But sage Experience only comes with years.

[1789]

 

 

Monody on the Death of Chatterton

[First Version, in Christ's Hospital Book – 1790]

 Cold penury repress'd his noble rage,

 And froze the genial current of his soul.

 

Now prompts the Muse poetic lays,

And high my bosom beats with love of Praise!

But, Chatterton! methinks I hear thy name,

For cold my Fancy grows, and dead each Hope of Fame.

When Want and cold Neglect had chill'd thy soul,

Athirst for Death I see thee drench the bowl!

Thy corpse of many a livid hue

On the bare ground I view,

Whilst various passions all my mind engage;

Now is my breast distended with a sigh,

And now a flash of Rage

Darts through the tear, that glistens in my eye.

 

Is this the land of liberal Hearts!

Is this the land, where Genius ne'er in vain

Pour'd forth her soul-enchanting strain?

Ah me! yet Butler 'gainst the bigot foe

Well-skill'd to aim keen Humour's dart,

Yet Butler felt Want's poignant sting;

And Otway, Master of the Tragic art,

Whom Pity's self had taught to sing,

Sank beneath a load of Woe;

This ever can the generous Briton hear,

And starts not in his eye th' indignant Tear?

 

Elate of Heart and confident of Fame,

From vales where Avon sports, the Minstrel came,

Gay as the Poet hastes along

He meditates the future song,

How Ælla battled with his country's foes,

And whilst Fancy in the air

Paints him many a vision fair

His eyes dance rapture and his bosom glows.

With generous joy he views th' ideal gold:

He listens to many a Widow's prayers,

And many an Orphan's thanks he hears;

He soothes to peace the care-worn breast,

He bids the Debtor's eyes know rest,

And Liberty and Bliss behold:

And now he punishes the heart of steel,

And her own iron rod he makes Oppression feel.

 

Fated to heave sad Disappointment's sigh,

To feel the Hope now rais'd, and now deprest,

To feel the burnings of an injur'd breast,

From all thy Fate's deep sorrow keen

In vain, O Youth, I turn th' affrighted eye;

For powerful Fancy evernigh

The hateful picture forces on my sight.

There, Death of every dear delight,

Frowns Poverty of Giant mien!

In vain I seek the charms of youthful grace,

Thy sunken eye, thy haggard cheeks it shews,

The quick emotions struggling in the Face

Faint index of thy mental Throes,

When each strong Passion spurn'd controll,

And not a Friend was nigh to calm thy stormy soul.

 

Such was the sad and gloomy hour

When anguish'd Care of sullen brow

Prepared the Poison's death-cold power.

Already to thy lips was rais'd the bowl,

When filial Pity stood thee by,

Thy fixéd eyes she bade thee roll

On scenes that well might melt thy soul –

Thy native cot she held to view,

Thy native cot, where Peace ere long

Had listen'd to thy evening song;

Thy sister's shrieks she bade thee hear,

And mark thy mother's thrilling tear,

She made thee feel her deep-drawn sigh,

And all her silent agony of Woe.

 

And from thy Fate shall such distress ensue?

Ah! dash the poison'd chalice from thy hand!

And thou had'st dash'd it at her soft command;

But that Despair and Indignation rose,

And told again the story of thy Woes,

Told the keen insult of th' unfeeling Heart,

The dread dependence on the low-born mind,

Told every Woe, for which thy breast might smart,

Neglect and grinning scorn and Want combin'd –

Recoiling back, thou sent'st the friend of Pain

To roll a tide of Death thro' every freezing vein.

 

O Spirit blest!

Whether th' eternal Throne around,

Amidst the blaze of Cherubim,

Thou pourest forth the grateful hymn,

Or, soaring through the blest Domain,

Enraptur'st Angels with thy strain, –

Grant me, like thee, the lyre to sound,

Like thee, with fire divine to glow –

But ah! when rage the Waves of Woe,

Grant me with firmer breast t'oppose their hate,

And soar beyond the storms with upright eye elate!

 

An Invocation

Sweet Muse! companion of my every hour!

Voice of my Joy! Sure soother of the sigh!

Now plume thy pinions, now exert each power,

And fly to him who owns the candid eye.

 

And if a smile of Praise thy labour hail

(Well shall thy labours then my mind employ)

Fly fleetly back, sweet Muse! and with the tale

O'erspread my Features with a flush of Joy!

[1790]

 

 

On a Lady Weeping

Imitation from the Latin of Nicolaus Archius

Lovely gems of radiance meek

Trembling down my Laura's cheek,

As the streamlets silent glide

Thro' the Mead's enamell'd pride,

Pledges sweet of pious woe,

Tears which Friendship taught to flow,

Sparkling in yon humid light

Love embathes his pinions bright:

There amid the glitt'ring show'r

Smiling sits th' insidious Power;

As some wingéd Warbler oft

When Spring-clouds shed their treasures soft

Joyous tricks his plumes anew,

And flutters in the fost'ring dew.

[1790?]

 

 

A Wish

Written in Jesus Wood, Feb. 10, 1792

Lo! through the dusky silence of the groves,

Thro' vales irriguous, and thro' green retreats,

With languid murmur creeps the placid stream

And works its secret way.

 

Awhile meand'ring round its native fields

It rolls the playful wave and winds its flight:

Then downward flowing with awaken'd speed

Embosoms in the Deep!

 

Thus thro' its silent tenor may my Life

Smooth its meek stream by sordid wealth unclogg'd,

Alike unconscious of forensic storms,

And Glory's blood-stain'd palm!

 

And when dark Age shall close Life's little day,

Satiate of sport, and weary of its toils,

E'en thus may slumbrous Death my decent limbs

Compose with icy hand!

[1792]

 

 

An Ode in the Manner of Anacreon

As late, in wreaths, gay flowers I bound,

Beneath some roses Love I found;

And by his little frolic pinion

As quick as thought I seiz'd the minion,

Then in my cup the prisoner threw,

And drank him in its sparkling dew:

And sure I feel my angry guest

Fluttering his wings within my breast!

[1792]

 

 

A Lover's Complaint to His Mistress

Who Deserted Him in Quest of a More Wealthy Husband in the East Indies

The dubious light sad glimmers o'er the sky:

'Tis silence all. By lonely anguish torn,

With wandering feet to gloomy groves I fly,

And wakeful Love still tracks my course forlorn.

 

And will you, cruel Julia! will you go?

And trust you to the Ocean's dark dismay?

Shall the wide wat'ry world between us flow?

And winds unpitying snatch my Hopes away?

 

Thus could you sport with my too easy heart?

Yet tremble, lest not unaveng'd I grieve!

The winds may learn your own delusive art,

And faithless Ocean smile – but to deceive!

[1792]

 

 

To Fortune

To the Editor of the »Morning Chronicle«

 

Sir, – The following poem you may perhaps deem admissible into your journal – if not, you will commit it eis ieron menos Hpaistoio. – I am, with more respect and gratitude than I ordinarily feel for Editors of Papers, your obliged, etc.,

Cantab. – S. T. C.

 

On Buying a Ticket in the Irish Lottery

Composed during a walk to and from the Queen's Head, Gray's Inn Lane, Holborn, and Hornsby's and Co., Cornhill.

 

Promptress of unnumber'd sighs,

O snatch that circling bandage from thine eyes!

O look, and smile! No common prayer

Solicits, Fortune! thy propitious care!

For, not a silken son of dress,

I clink the gilded chains of politesse,

Nor ask thy boon what time I scheme

Unholy Pleasure's frail and feverish dream;

Nor yet my view life's dazzle blinds –

Pomp! – Grandeur! Power! – I give you to the winds!

Let the little bosom cold

Melt only at the sunbeam ray of gold –

My pale cheeks glow – the big drops start –

The rebel Feeling riots at my heart!

And if in lonely durance pent,

Thy poor mite mourn a brief imprisonment –

That mite at Sorrow's faintest sound

Leaps from its scrip with an elastic bound!

But oh! if ever song thine ear

Might soothe, O haste with fost'ring hand to rear

One Flower of Hope! At Love's behest,

Trembling, I plac'd it in my secret breast:

And thrice I've viewed the vernal gleam,

Since oft mine eye, with Joy's electric beam,

Illum'd it – and its sadder hue

Oft moisten'd with the Tear's ambrosial dew!

Poor wither'd floweret! on its head

Has dark Despair his sickly mildew shed!

But thou, O Fortune! canst relume

Its deaden'd tints – and thou with hardier bloom

May'st haply tinge its beauties pale,

And yield the unsunn'd stranger to the western gale!

[1793]

 

 

The Faded Flower

Ungrateful he, who pluck'd thee from thy stalk,

Poor faded flow'ret! on his careless way;

Inhal'd awhile thy odours on his walk,

Then onward pass'd and left thee to decay.

Ah! melancholy emblem! had I seen

Thy modest beauties dew'd with Evening's gem,

I had not rudely cropp'd thy parent stem,

But left thee, blushing, 'mid the enliven'd green

And now I bend me o'er thy wither'd bloom,

And drop the tear – as Fancy, at my side,

Deep-sighing, points the fair frail Abra's tomb –

»Like thine, sad Flower, was that poor wanderer's pride!

Oh! lost to Love and Truth, whose selfish joy

Tasted her vernal sweets, but tasted to destroy!«

[1794]

 

 

Sonnet to Lord Stanhope

On Reading His Late Protest in the House of Lords [»Morning Chronicle,« Jan. 31, 1795].

Stanhope! I hail, with ardent Hymn, thy name!

Thou shalt be bless'd and lov'd, when in the dust

Thy corse shall moulder – Patriot pure and just!

And o'er thy tomb the grateful hand of FAME

 

Shall grave: – »Here sleeps the Friend of Humankind!«

For thou, untainted by CORRUPTION'S bowl,

Or foul AMBITION, with undaunted soul

Hast spoke the language of a Free-born mind

 

Pleading the cause of Nature! Still pursue

Thy path of Honour! – To thy Country true,

 

Still watch th' expiring flame of Liberty!

O Patriot! still pursue thy virtuous way,

As holds his course the splendid Orb of Day,

Or thro' the stormy or the tranquil sky!

ONE OF THE PEOPLE.

[1795]

 

 

The Three Graves

[Part I – From MS.]

Beneath this thorn when I was young,

This thorn that blooms so sweet,

We loved to stretch our lazy limbs

In summer's noon-tide heat.

 

And hither too the old man came,

The maiden and her feer,

»Then tell me, Sexton, tell me why

The toad has harbour here.

 

The Thorn is neither dry nor dead,

But still it blossoms sweet;

Then tell me why all round its roots

The dock and nettle meet.

 

Why here the hemlock, etc. [sic in MS.]

Why these three graves all side by side,

Beneath the flow'ry thorn,

Stretch out so green and dark a length,

By any foot unworn.«

 

There, there a ruthless mother lies

Beneath the flowery thorn;

And there a barren wife is laid,

And there a maid forlorn.

 

The barren wife and maid forlorn

Did love each other dear;

The ruthless mother wrought the woe,

And cost them many a tear.

 

Fair Ellen was of serious mind,

Her temper mild and even,

And Mary, graceful as the fir

That points the spire to heaven.

 

Young Edward he to Mary said,

»I would you were my bride,«

And she was scarlet as he spoke,

And turned her face to hide.

 

»You know my mother she is rich,

And you have little gear;

And go and if she say not Nay,

Then I will be your fere.«

 

Young Edward to the mother went,

To him the mother said:

»In truth you are a comely man;

You shall my daughter wed.«

 

[In Mary's joy fair Eleanor

Did bear a sister's part;

For why, though not akin in blood,

They sisters were in heart.]

 

Small need to tell to any man

That ever shed a tear

What passed within the lover's heart

The happy day so near.

 

The mother, more than mothers use,

Rejoiced when they were by;

And all the ›course of wooing‹ passed,

Beneath the mother's eye.

 

And here within the flowering thorn

How deep they drank of joy:

The mother fed upon the sight,

Nor ... [sic in MS.]

 

[Part II – From MS.]

And now the wedding day was fix'd,

The wedding-ring was bought;

The wedding-cake with her own hand

The ruthless mother brought.

 

»And when to-morrow's sun shines forth

The maid shall be a bride«;

Thus Edward to the mother spake

While she sate by his side.

 

Alone they sate within the bower:

The mother's colour fled,

For Mary's foot was heard above –

She decked the bridal bed.

 

And when her foot was on the stairs

To meet her at the door,

With steady step the mother rose,

And silent left the bower.

 

She stood, her back against the door,

And when her child drew near –

»Away! away!« the mother cried,

»Ye shall not enter here.«

 

»Would ye come here, ye maiden vile,

And rob me of my mate?«

And on her child the mother scowled

A deadly leer of hate.

 

Fast rooted to the spot, you guess,

The wretched maiden stood,

As pale as any ghost of night

That wanteth flesh and blood.

 

She did not groan, she did not fall,

She did not shed a tear,

Nor did she cry, »Oh! mother, why

May I not enter here?«

 

But wildly up the stairs she ran,

As if her sense was fled,

And then her trembling limbs she threw

Upon the bridal bed.

 

The mother she to Edward went

Where he sate in the bower,

And said, »That woman is not fit

To be your paramour.

 

She is my child – it makes my heart

With grief and trouble swell;

I rue the hour that gave her birth,

For never worse befel.

 

For she is fierce and she is proud,

And of an envious mind;

A wily hypocrite she is,

And giddy as the wind.

 

And if you go to church with her,

You'll rue the bitter smart;

For she will wrong your marriage-bed,

And she will break your heart.

 

Oh God, to think that I have shared

Her deadly sin so long;

She is my child, and therefore I

As mother held my tongue.

 

She is my child, I've risked for her

My living soul's estate:

I cannot say my daily prayers,

The burthen is so great.

 

And she would scatter gold about

Until her back was bare;

And should you swing for lust of hers

In truth she'd little care.«

 

Then in a softer tone she said,

And took him by the hand:

»Sweet Edward, for one kiss of your's

I'd give my house and land.

 

And if you'll go to church with me,

And take me for your bride,

I'll make you heir of all I have –

Nothing shall be denied.«

 

Then Edward started from his seat,

And he laughed loud and long –

»In truth, good mother, you are mad,

Or drunk with liquor strong.«

 

To him no word the mother said,

But on her knees she fell,

And fetched her breath while thrice your hand

Might toll the passing-bell.

 

»Thou daughter now above my head,

Whom in my womb I bore,

May every drop of thy heart's blood

Be curst for ever more.

 

And curséd be the hour when first

I heard thee wawl and cry;

And in the Church-yard curséd be

The grave where thou shalt lie!«

 

And Mary on the bridal-bed

Her mother's curse had heard;

And while the cruel mother spake

The bed beneath her stirred.

 

In wrath young Edward left the hall,

And turning round he sees

The mother looking up to God

And still upon her knees.

 

Young Edward he to Mary went

When on the bed she lay:

»Sweet love, this is a wicked house –

Sweet love, we must away.«

 

He raised her from the bridal-bed,

All pale and wan with fear;

»No Dog,« quoth he, »if he were mine,

No Dog would kennel here.«

 

He led her from the bridal-bed,

He led her from the stairs.

[Had sense been hers she had not dar'd

To venture on her prayers. Ms. erased.]

 

The mother still was in the bower,

And with a greedy heart

She drank perdition on her knees,

Which never may depart.

 

But when their steps were heard below

On God she did not call;

She did forget the God of Heaven,

For they were in the hall.

 

She started up – the servant maid

Did see her when she rose;

And she has oft declared to me

The blood within her froze.

 

As Edward led his bride away

And hurried to the door,

The ruthless mother springing forth

Stopped midway on the floor.

 

What did she mean? What did she mean?

For with a smile she cried:

»Unblest ye shall not pass my door,

The bride-groom and his bride.

 

Be blithe as lambs in April are,

As flies when fruits are red;

May God forbid that thought of me

Should haunt your marriage-bed.

 

And let the night be given to bliss,

The day be given to glee:

I am a woman weak and old,

Why turn a thought on me?

 

What can an agéd mother do,

And what have ye to dread?

A curse is wind, it hath no shape

To haunt your marriage-bed.«

 

When they were gone and out of sight

She rent her hoary hair,

And foamed like any Dog of June

When sultry sun-beams glare.

 

* * * * *

 

Now ask you why the barren wife,

And why the maid forlorn,

And why the ruthless mother lies

Beneath the flowery thorn?

 

Three times, three times this spade of mine,

In spite of bolt or bar,

Did from beneath the belfry come,

When spirits wandering are.

 

And when the mother's soul to Hell

By howling fiends was borne,

This spade was seen to mark her grave

Beneath the flowery thorn.

 

And when the death-knock at the door

Called home the maid forlorn,

This spade was seen to mark her grave

Beneath the flowery thorn.

 

And 'tis a fearful, fearful tree;

The ghosts that round it meet,

'Tis they that cut the rind at night,

Yet still it blossoms sweet.

 

* * * * *

 

[End of Ms.]

[1798]

 

 

The Snow-Drop

1

 

Fear no more, thou timid Flower!

Fear thou no more the winter's night,

The whelming thaw, the ponderous shower,

The silence of the freezing night!

Since Laura murmur'd o'er thy leaves

The potent sorceries of song,

To thee, meek Flowret! gentler gales

And cloudless skies belong.

 

2

 

Her eye with tearful meanings fraught,

She gaz'd till all the body mov'd

Interpreting the Spirit's thought –

The Spirit's eager sympathy

Now trembled with thy trembling stem,

And while thou droopedst o'er thy bed,

With sweet unconscious sympathy

Inclin'd the drooping head.

 

3

 

She droop'd her head, she stretch'd her arm,

She whisper'd low her witching rhymes,

Fame unreluctant heard the charm,

And bore thee to Pierian climes!

Fear thou no more the Matin Frost

That sparkled on thy bed of snow;

For there, mid laurels ever green,

Immortal thou shalt blow.

 

4

 

Thy petals boast a white more soft,

The spell hath so perfuméd thee,

That careless Love shall deem thee oft

A blossom from his Myrtle tree.

Then, laughing at the fair deceit,

Shall race with some Etesian wind

To seek the woven arboret

Where Laura lies reclin'd.

 

5

 

All them whom Love and Fancy grace,

When grosser eyes are clos'd in sleep,

The gentle spirits of the place

Waft up the insuperable steep,

On whose vast summit broad and smooth

Her nest the Phœnix Bird conceals,

And where by cypresses o'erhung

The heavenly Lethe steals.

 

6

 

A sea-like sound the branches breathe,

Stirr'd by the Breeze that loiters there;

And all that stretch their limbs beneath,

Forget the coil of mortal care.

Strange mists along the margins rise,

To heal the guests who thither come,

And fit the soul to re-endure

Its earthly martyrdom.

 

7

 

The margin dear to moonlight elves

Where Zephyr-trembling Lilies grow,

And bend to kiss their softer selves

That tremble in the stream below: –

There nightly borne does Laura lie

A magic Slumber heaves her breast:

Her arm, white wanderer of the Harp,

Beneath her cheek is prest.

 

8

 

The Harp uphung by golden chains

Of that low wind which whispers round,

With coy reproachfulness complains,

In snatches of reluctant sound:

The music hovers half-perceiv'd,

And only moulds the slumberer's dreams;

Remember'd LOVES relume her cheek

With Youth's returning gleams.

[1800]

 

 

To Asra

Are there two things, of all which men possess,

That are so like each other and so near,

As mutual Love seems like to Happiness?

Dear Asra, woman beyond utterance dear!

This Love which ever welling at my heart,

Now in its living fount doth heave and fall,

Now overflowing pours thro' every part

Of all my frame, and fills and changes all,

Like vernal waters springing up through snow,

This Love that seeming great beyond the power

Of growth, yet seemeth ever more to grow,

Could I transmute the whole to one rich Dower

Of Happy Life, and give it all to Thee,

Thy lot, methinks, were Heaven, thy age, Eternity!

[1801]

 

 

Love's Sanctuary

This yearning heart (Love! witness what I say)

Enshrines thy form as purely as it may,

Round which, as to some spirit uttering bliss,

My thoughts all stand ministrant night and day

Like saintly Priests, that dare not think amiss.

[1801?]

 

 

To Matilda Betham from a Stranger

Matilda! I have heard a sweet tune played

On a sweet instrument – thy Poesie –

Sent to my soul by Boughton's pleading voice,

Where friendship's zealous wish inspirited,

Deepened and filled the subtle tones of taste:

(So have I heard a Nightingale's fine notes

Blend with the murmur of a hidden stream!)

And now the fair, wild offspring of thy genius,

Those wanderers whom thy fancy had sent forth

To seek their fortune in this motley world,

Have found a little home within my heart,

And brought me, as the quit-rent of their lodging,

Rose-buds, and fruit-blossoms, and pretty weeds,

And timorous laurel leaflets half-disclosed,

Engarlanded with gadding woodbine tendrils!

A coronal, which, with undoubting hand,

I twine around the brows of patriot HOPE!

 

The Almighty, having first composed a Man,

Set him to music, framing Woman for him,

And fitted each to each, and made them one!

And 'tis my faith, that there's a natural bond

Between the female mind and measured sounds,

Nor do I know a sweeter Hope than this,

That this sweet Hope, by judgment unreproved,

That our own Britain, our dear mother Isle,

May boast one Maid, a poetess indeed,

Great as th' impassioned Lesbian, in sweet song,

And O! of holier mind, and happier fate.

 

Matilda! I dare twine thy vernal wreath

Around the brows of patriot Hope! But thou

Be wise! be bold! fulfil my auspices!

Tho' sweet thy measures, stern must be thy thought,

Patient thy study, watchful thy mild eye!

Poetic feelings, like the stretching boughs

Of mighty oaks, pay homage to the gales,

Toss in the strong winds, drive before the gust,

Themselves one giddy storm of fluttering leaves;

Yet, all the while self-limited, remain

Equally near the fixed and solid trunk

Of Truth and Nature in the howling storm,

As in the calm that stills the aspen grove.

Be bold, meek Woman! but be wisely bold!

Fly, ostrich-like, firm land beneath thy feet,

Yet hurried onward by thy wings of fancy

Swift as the whirlwind, singing in their quills.

Look round thee! look within thee! think and feel!

What nobler meed, Matilda! canst thou win,

 

Than tears of gladness in a BOUGHTON'S eyes,

And exultation even in strangers' hearts?

[1802]

 

 

Ad Vilmum Axiologum

[To William Wordsworth]

This be the meed, that thy song creates a thousand-fold echo!

Sweet as the warble of woods, that awakes at the gale of the morning!

List! the Hearts of the Pure, like caves in the ancient mountains

Deep, deep in the Bosom, and from the Bosom resound it,

Each with a different tone, complete or in musical fragments –

All have welcomed thy Voice, and receive and retain and prolong it!

 

This is the word of the Lord! it is spoken, and Beings Eternal

Live and are borne as an Infant; the Eternal begets the Immortal:

Love is the Spirit of Life, and Music the Life of the Spirit!

[1805?]

 

 

An Exile

Friend, Lover, Husband, Sister, Brother!

Dear names close in upon each other!

Alas! poor Fancy's bitter-sweet –

Our names, and but our names can meet.

[1805]

 

 

Sonnet

[Translated from Marini]

Lady, to Death we're doom'd, our crime the same!

Thou, that in me thou kindled'st such fierce heat;

I, that my heart did of a Sun so sweet

The rays concentre to so hot a flame.

I, fascinated by an Adder's eye –

Deaf as an Adder thou to all my pain;

Thou obstinate in Scorn, in Passion I –

I lov'd too much, too much didst thou disdain.

Hear then our doom in Hell as just as stern,

Our sentence equal as our crimes conspire –

Who living bask'd at Beauty's earthly fire,

In living flames eternal these must burn –

Hell for us both fit places too supplies –

In my heart thou wilt burn, I roast before thine eyes.

[1805?]

 

 

A Sunset

Upon the mountain's edge with light touch resting,

There a brief while the globe of splendour sits

And seems a creature of the earth; but soon

More changeful than the Moon,

To wane fantastic his great orb submits,

Or cone or mow of fire: till sinking slowly

Even to a star at length he lessens wholly.

 

Abrupt, as Spirits vanish, he is sunk!

A soul-like breeze possesses all the wood.

The boughs, the sprays have stood

As motionless as stands the ancient trunk!

But every leaf through all the forest flutters,

And deep the cavern of the fountain mutters.

[1805]

 

 

Limbo

The sole true Something – This! In Limbo's Den

It frightens Ghosts, as here Ghosts frighten men.

Thence cross'd unseiz'd – and shall some fated hour

Be pulveris'd by Demogorgon's power,

And given as poison to annihilate souls –

Even now it shrinks them – they shrink in as Moles

(Nature's mute monks, live mandrakes of the ground)

Creep back from Light – then listen for its sound; –

See but to dread, and dread they know not why –

The natural alien of their negative eye.

 

'Tis a strange place, this Limbo! – not a Place,

Yet name it so; – where Time and weary Space

Fettered from flight, with night-mare sense of fleeing,

Strive for their last crepuscular half-being; –

Lank Space, and scytheless Time with branny hands

Barren and soundless as the measuring sands,

Not mark'd by flit of Shades, – unmeaning they

As moonlight on the dial of the day!

But that is lovely – looks like Human Time, –

An Old Man with a steady look sublime,

That stops his earthly task to watch the skies;

But he is blind – a Statue hath such eyes; –

Yet having moonward turn'd his face by chance,

Gazes the orb with moon-like countenance,

With scant white hairs, with foretop bald and high,

He gazes still, – his eyeless face all eye; –

As 'twere an organ full of silent sight,

His whole face seemeth to rejoice in light!

Lip touching lip, all moveless, bust and limb –

He seems to gaze at that which seems to gaze on him!

No such sweet sights doth Limbo den immure,

Wall'd round, and made a spirit-jail secure,

By the mere horror of blank Naught-at-all,

Whose circumambience does these ghosts enthral.

A lurid thought is growthless, dull Privation,

Yet that is but a Purgatory curse;

Hell knows a fear far worse,

A fear – a future state; – 'tis positive Negation!

[1817]

 

 

An Impromptu on Christmas Day

»O! Christmas Day, Oh! happy day!

A foretaste from above,

To him who hath a happy home

And love returned from love!«

 

O! Christmas Day, O gloomy day,

The barb in Memory's dart,

To him who walks alone through Life,

The desolate in heart.

[1826]

 

 

To Mary Pridham

[Afterwards Mrs. Derwent Coleridge]

Dear tho' unseen! tho' I have left behind

Life's gayer views and all that stirs the mind,

Now I revive, Hope making a new start,

Since I have heard with most believing heart,

That all my glad eyes would grow bright to see,

My Derwent hath found realiz'd in thee,

The boon prefigur'd in his earliest wish

Crown of his cup and garnish of his dish!

The fair fulfilment of his poesy,

When his young heart first yearn'd for sympathy!

Dear tho' unseen! unseen, yet long portray'd!

A Father's blessing on thee, gentle Maid!

S. T. COLERIDGE.

[16th October 1827]

 

 

To Disappointment

Hence! thou fiend of gloomy sway,

That lov'st on withering blast to ride

O'er fond Illusion's air-built pride.

Sullen Spirit! Hence! Away!

 

Where Avarice lurks in sordid cell,

Or mad Ambition builds the dream,

Or Pleasure plots th' unholy scheme

There with Guilt and Folly dwell!

 

But oh! when Hope on Wisdom's wing

Prophetic whispers pure delight,

Be distant far thy cank'rous blight,

Demon of envenom'd sting.

 

Then haste thee, Nymph of balmy gales!

Thy poet's prayer, sweet May! attend!

Oh! place my parent and my friend

'Mid her lovely native vales.

 

Peace, that lists the woodlark's strains,

Health, that breathes divinest treasures,

Laughing Hours, and Social Pleasures

Wait my friend in Cambria's plains.

 

Affection there with mingled ray

Shall pour at once the raptures high

Of filial and maternal Joy;

Haste thee then, delightful May!

 

And oh! may Spring's fair flowerets fade,

May Summer cease her limbs to lave

In cooling stream, may Autumn grave

Yellow o'er the corn-cloath'd glade;

 

Ere, from sweet retirement torn,

She seek again the crowded mart:

Nor thou, my selfish, selfish heart

Dare her slow return to mourn!

[1792]

 

 

A Fragment Found in a Lecture-Room

Where deep in mud Cam rolls his slumbrous stream,

And bog and desolation reign supreme;

Where all Boeotia clouds the misty brain,

The owl Mathesis pipes her loathsome strain.

Far, far aloof the frighted Muses fly,

Indignant Genius scowls and passes by:

The frolic Pleasures start amid their dance,

And Wit congeal'd stands fix'd in wintry trance.

But to the sounds with duteous haste repair

Cold Industry, and wary-footed Care;

And Dulness, dosing on a couch of lead,

Pleas'd with the song uplifts her heavy head,

The sympathetic numbers lists awhile,

Then yawns propitiously a frosty smile. ...

[Caetera desunt.]

[1792]

 

 

Perspiration: a Travelling Eclogue

The dust flies smothering, as on clatt'ring wheel

Loath'd Aristocracy careers along;

The distant track quick vibrates to the eye,

And white and dazzling undulates with heat,

Where scorching to the unwary traveller's touch,

The stone fence flings its narrow slip of shade;

Or, where the worn sides of the chalky road

Yield their scant excavations (sultry grots!),

Emblem of languid patience, we behold

The fleecy files faint-ruminating lie.

[1794]

 

 

Easter Holidays

Verse 1st

 

Hail! festal Easter that dost bring

Approach of sweetly-smiling spring,

When Nature's clad in green:

When feather'd songsters through the grove

With beasts confess the power of love

And brighten all the scene.

 

Verse 2nd

 

Now youths the breaking stages load

That swiftly rattling o'er the road

To Greenwich haste away:

While some with sounding oars divide

Of smoothly-flowing Thames the tide

All sing the festive lay.

 

Verse 3rd

 

With mirthful dance they beat the ground,

Their shouts of joy the hills resound

And catch the jocund noise:

Without a tear, without a sigh

Their moments all in transports fly

Till evening ends their joys.

 

Verse 4th

 

But little think their joyous hearts

Of dire Misfortune's varied smarts

Which youthful years conceal:

Thoughtless of bitter-smiling Woe

Which all mankind are born to know

And they themselves must feel.

 

Verse 5th

 

Yet he who Wisdom's paths shall keep

And Virtue firm that scorns to weep

At ills in Fortune's power,

Through this life's variegated scene

In raging storms or calm serene

Shall cheerful spend the hour.

 

Verse 6th

 

While steady Virtue guides his mind

Heav'n-born Content he still shall find

That never sheds a tear:

Without respect to any tide

His hours away in bliss shall glide

Like Easter all the year.

[1787]

 

 

A Morning Effusion

Ye Gales, that of the Lark's repose

The impatient Silence break,

To yon poor Pilgrim's wearying Woes

Your gentle Comfort speak!

He heard the midnight whirlwind die,

He saw the sun-awaken'd Sky

Resume its slowly-purpling Blue:

And ah! he sigh'd – that I might find

The cloudless Azure of the Mind

And Fortune's brightning Hue!

Where'er in waving Foliage hid

The Bird's gay Charm ascends,

Or by the fretful current chid

Some giant Rock impends –

There let the lonely Cares respire

As small airs thrill the mourning Lyre

And teach the Soul her native Calm;

While Passion with a languid Eye

Hangs o'er the fall of Harmony

And drinks the sacred Balm.

 

Slow as the fragrant whisper creeps

Along the lilied Vale,

The alter'd Eye of Conquest weeps,

 

And ruthless War grows pale

Relenting that his Heart forsook

Soft Concord of auspicious Look,

And Love, and social Poverty;

The Family of tender Fears,

The Sigh, that saddens and endears,

And Cares, that sweeten Joy.

 

Then cease, thy frantic Tumults cease,

Ambition, Sire of War!

Nor o'er the mangled Corse of Peace

Urge on thy scythéd Car.

And oh! that Reason's voice might swell

With whisper'd Airs and holy Spell

To rouse thy gentler Sense,

As bending o'er the chilly bloom

The Morning wakes its soft Perfume

With breezy Influence.

[1792]

 

 

An Effusion at Evening

Written in August, 1792

(First Draft)

 

Imagination, Mistress of my Love!

Where shall mine Eye thy elfin haunt explore?

Dost thou on yon rich Cloud thy pinions bright

Embathe in amber-glowing Floods of Light?

Or, wild of speed, pursue the track of Day

In other worlds to hail the morning Ray?

'Tis time to bid the faded shadowy Pleasures move

On shadowy Memory's wings across the Soul of Love;

And thine o'er Winter's icy plains to fling

Each flower, that binds the breathing Locks of Spring,

When blushing, like a bride, from primrose Bower

She starts, awaken'd by the pattering Shower!

 

Now sheds the setting Sun a purple gleam,

Aid, lovely Sorc'ress! aid the Poet's dream.

With faery wand O bid my Love arise,

The dewy brilliance dancing in her Eyes;

As erst she woke with soul-entrancing Mien

The thrill of Joy extatic yet serene,

When link'd with Peace I bounded o'er the Plain

And Hope itself was all I knew of Pain!

 

Propitious Fancy hears the votive sigh –

The absent Maiden flashes on mine Eye!

When first the matin Bird with startling Song

Salutes the Sun his veiling Clouds among.

I trace her footsteps on the (accustom'd) the steaming Lawn,

I view her glancing in the gleams of Dawn!

When the bent Flower beneath the night-dew weeps

And on the Lake the silver Lustre sleeps,

Amid the paly Radiance soft and sad

She meets my lonely path in moonbeams clad.

With her along the streamlet's brink I rove;

With her I list the warblings of the Grove;

And seems in each low wind her voice to float,

Lone-whispering Pity in each soothing Note!

 

As oft in climes beyond the western Main

Where boundless spreads the wildly-silent Plain,

The savage Hunter, who his drowsy frame

Had bask'd beneath the Sun's unclouded Flame,

Awakes amid the tempest-troubled air,

The Thunder's Peal and Lightning's lurid glare –

Aghast he hears the rushing Whirlwind's Sweep,

And sad recalls the sunny hour of Sleep!

So lost by storms along Life's wild'ring Way

Mine Eye reverted views that cloudless Day,

When, ––! on thy banks I joy'd to rove

While Hope with kisses nurs'd the infant Love!

 

Sweet ––! where Pleasure's streamlet glides

Fann'd by soft winds to curl in mimic tides;

Where Mirth and Peace beguile the blameless Day;

And where Friendship's fixt star beams a mellow'd Ray;

Where Love a crown of thornless Roses wears;

Where soften'd Sorrow smiles within her tears;

And Memory, with a Vestal's meek employ,

Unceasing feeds the lambent flame of Joy!

No more thy Sky Larks less'ning from my sight

Shall thrill th' attunéd Heartstring with delight;

No more shall deck thy pensive Pleasures sweet

With wreaths of sober hue my evening seat!

Yet dear to [My] Fancy's Eye thy varied scene

Of Wood, Hill, Dale and sparkling Brook between:

Yet sweet to [My] Fancy's Ear the warbled song,

That soars on Morning's wing thy fields among!

 

Scenes of my Hope! the aching Eye ye leave,

Like those rich Hues that paint the clouds of Eve!

Tearful and saddening with the sadden'd Blaze

Mine Eye the gleam pursues with wistful Gaze –

Sees Shades on Shades with deeper tint impend,

Till chill and damp the moonless Night descend!

[1792]

 

 

Hexameters

Paraphrase of Psalm XLVI

God is our Strength and our Refuge: therefore will we not tremble,

Tho the Earth be removed and tho' the perpetual Mountains

Sink in the Swell of the Ocean! God is our Strength and our Refuge.

There is a River the Flowing whereof shall gladden the City,

Hallelujah! the City of God! Jehova shall help her.

The Idolaters raged, the kingdoms were moving in fury;

But he uttered his Voice: Earth melted away from beneath them.

Halleluja! th' Eternal is with us, Almighty Jehova!

Fearful the works of the Lord, yea fearful his Desolations;

But He maketh the Battle to cease, he burneth the Spear and the Chariot.

Halleluja! th' Eternal is with us, the God of our Fathers!

[1799]

 

 

Inscription for a Seat by the Road Side Half-Way Up a Steep Hill Facing South

Thou who in youthful vigour rich, and light

With youthful thoughts dost need no rest! O thou,

To whom alike the valley and the hill

Present a path of ease! Should e'er thine eye

Glance on this sod, and this rude tablet, stop!

'Tis a rude spot, yet here, with thankful hearts,

The foot-worn soldier and his family

Have rested, wife and babe, and boy, perchance

Some eight years old or less, and scantly fed,

Garbed like his father, and already bound

To his poor father's trade. Or think of him

Who, laden with his implements of toil,

Returns at night to some far distant home,

And having plodded on through rain and mire

With limbs o'erlaboured, weak from feverish heat,

And chafed and fretted by December blasts,

Here pauses, thankful he hath reached so far,

And 'mid the sheltering warmth of these bleak trees

Finds restoration – or reflect on those

Who in the spring to meet the warmer sun

Crawl up this steep hill-side, that needlessly

Bends double their weak frames, already bowed

By age or malady, and when, at last,

They gain this wished-for turf, this seat of sods,

Repose – and, well-admonished, ponder here

On final rest. And if a serious thought

Should come uncalled-how soon thy motions high,

Thy balmy spirits and thy fervid blood

Must change to feeble, withered, cold and dry,

Cherish the wholesome sadness! And where'er

The tide of Life impel thee, O be prompt

To make thy present strength the staff of all,

Their staff and resting-place – so shalt thou give

To Youth the sweetest joy that Youth can know;

And for thy future self thou shalt provide

Through every change of various life, a seat,

Not built by hands, on which thy inner part,

Imperishable, many a grievous hour,

Or bleak or sultry may repose – yea, sleep

The sleep of Death, and dream of blissful worlds,

Then wake in Heaven, and find the dream all true.

[1800]

 

 

The Rash Conjurer

Strong spirit-bidding sounds!

With deep and hollow voice,

'Twixt Hope and Dread,

Seven Times I said

Iohva Mitzoveh

Vohoeen!

And up came an imp in the shape of a

Pea-hen!

I saw, I doubted,

And seven times spouted

Johva Mitzoveh

Yahóevohaen!

When Anti-Christ starting up, butting

and baing,

In the shape of a mischievous curly

black Lamb –

With a vast flock of Devils behind

and beside,

And before 'em their Shepherdess

Lucifer's Dam,

Riding astride

On an old black Ram,

With Tartary stirrups, knees up to her chin,

And a sleek chrysom imp to her Dugs muzzled in, –

»Gee-up, my old Belzy! (she cried,

As she sung to her suckling cub)

Trit-a-trot, trot! we'll go far and wide

Trot, Ram-Devil! Trot! Belzebub!«

Her petticoat fine was of scarlet Brocade,

And soft in her lap her Baby she lay'd

With his pretty Nubs of Horns a-

sprouting,

And his pretty little Tail all curly-twirly –

St. Dunstan! and this comes of spouting –

Of Devils what a Hurly-Burly!

»Behold we are up! what want'st thou then?«

»Sirs! only that« – »Say when and what« –

»You'd be so good« – »Say what and when«

»This moment to get down again!«

»We do it! we do it! we all get down!

But we take you with us to swim

or drown!

Down a down to the grim Engulpher!«

»O me! I am floundering in Fire and Sulphur!

That the Dragon had scrounched you, squeal

and squall –

Cabbalists! Conjurers! great and small,

Johva Mitzoveh Evohaen and all!

Had I never uttered your jaw-breaking words,

I might now have been sloshing down Junket and Curds,

Like a Devonshire Christian:

But now a Philistine!

 

Ye Earthmen! be warned by a judgement so tragic,

And wipe yourselves cleanly with all books of magic –

Hark! hark! it is Dives! »Hold your Bother, you Booby!

I am burnt ashy white, and you yet are but ruby.«

 

Epilogue

We ask and urge (here ends the story)

All Christian Papishes to pray

That this unhappy Conjurer may

Instead of Hell, be but in Purgatory –

For then there's Hope, –

Long live the Pope!

Catholicus.

[1805?,1814?]

 


 

The Madman and the Lethargist

An Example

Quoth Dick to me, as once at College

We argued on the use of knowledge; –

»In old King Olim's reign, I've read,

There lay two patients in one bed.

The one in fat lethargic trance,

Lay wan and motionless as lead:

The other, (like the Folks in France),

Possess'd a different disposition –

In short, the plain truth to confess,

The man was madder than Mad Bess!

But both diseases, none disputed,

Were unmedicinably rooted;

Yet, so it chanc'd, by Heaven's permission,

Each prov'd the other's true physician.

 

Fighting with a ghostly stare

Troops of Despots in the air,

Obstreperously Jacobinical,

The madman froth'd, and foam'd, and roar'd:

The other, snoring octaves cynical,

Like good John Bull, in posture clinical,

Seem'd living only when he snor'd.

The Citizen enraged to see

This fat Insensibility,

Or, tir'd with solitary labour,

Determin'd to convert his neighbour;

So up he sprang and to 't he fell,

Like devil piping hot from hell,

With indefatigable fist

Belabr'ing the poor Lethargist;

Till his own limbs were stiff and sore,

And sweat-drops roll'd from every pore: –

Yet, still, with flying fingers fleet,

Duly accompanied by feet,

With some short intervals of biting,

He executes the self-same strain,

Till the Slumberer woke for pain,

And half-prepared himself for fighting –

That moment that his mad Colleague

Sunk down and slept thro' pure fatigue.

So both were cur'd – and this example

Gives demonstration full and ample –

That Chance may bring a thing to bear,

Where Art sits down in blank despair.«

 

»That's true enough, Dick,« answer'd I,

»But as for the Example, 'tis a lie.«

[1799-1801]

 

 

Faith, Hope, and Charity

From the Italian of Guarini

Faith

Let those whose low delights to Earth are given

Chaunt forth their earthly Loves! but we

Must make an holier minstrelsy,

And, heavenly-born, will sing the Things of Heaven.

 

Charity

But who for us the listening Heart shall gain?

Inaudible as of the sphere

Our music dies upon the ear,

Enchanted with the mortal Syren's strain.

 

Hope

Yet let our choral songs abound!

Th' inspiring Power, its living Source,

May flow with them and give them force,

If, elsewhere all unheard, in Heaven they sound.

 

All

Aid thou our voice, Great Spirit! thou whose flame

Kindled the Songster sweet of Israel,

Who made so high to swell

Beyond a mortal strain thy glorious Name.

 

Charity and faith

Though rapt to Heaven, our mission and our care

Is still to sojourn on the Earth,

To shape, to soothe, Man's second Birth,

And re-ascend to Heaven, Heaven's prodigal Heir!

 

Charity

What is Man's soul of Love deprived?

 

Hope. Faith

It like a Harp untunéd is,

That sounds, indeed, but sounds amiss.

 

Charity. Hope

From holy Love all good gifts are derived.

 

Faith

But 'tis time that every nation

Should hear how loftily we sing.

 

Faith. Hope. Charity

See, O World, see thy salvation!

Let the Heavens with praises ring.

Who would have a Throne above,

Let him hope, believe and love;

And whoso loves no earthly song,

But does for heavenly music long,

Faith, Hope, and Charity for him,

Shall sing like wingéd Cherubim.

[1815]

 

 

The Delinquent Travellers

Some are home-sick – some two or three,

Their third year on the Arctic Sea –

Brave Captain Lyon tells us so –

Spite of those charming Esquimaux.

But O, what scores are sick of Home,

Agog for Paris or for Rome!

Nay! tho' contented to abide,

You should prefer your own fireside;

Yet since grim War has ceas'd its madding,

And Peace has set John Bull agadding,

'Twould such a vulgar taste betray,

For very shame you must away!

»What? not yet seen the coast of France!

The folks will swear, for lack of bail,

You've spent your last five years in jail!«

 

Keep moving! Steam, or Gas, or Stage,

Hold, cabin, steerage, hencoop's cage –

Tour, Journey, Voyage, Lounge, Ride, Walk,

Skim, Sketch, Excursion, Travel-talk –

For move you must! 'Tis now the rage,

The law and fashion of the Age.

If you but perch, where Dover tallies,

So strangely with the coast of Calais,

With a good glass and knowing look,

You'll soon get matter for a book!

Or else, in Gas-car, take your chance

Like that adventurous king of France,

Who, once, with twenty thousand men

Went up – and then came down again;

At least, he moved if nothing more:

And if there's nought left to explore,

Yet while your well-greased wheels keep spinning,

The traveller's honoured name you're winning,

 

And, snug as Jonas in the Whale,

You may loll back and dream a tale.

Move, or be moved – there's no protection,

Our Mother Earth has ta'en the infection –

(That rogue Copernicus, 'tis said

First put the whirring in her head,)

A planet She, and can't endure

T'exist without her annual Tour:

The name were else a mere misnomer,

Since Planet is but Greek for Roamer.

The atmosphere, too, can do no less

Than ventilate her emptiness,

Bilks turn-pike gates, for no one cares,

And gives herself a thousand airs –

While streams and shopkeepers, we see,

Will have their run toward the sea –

And if, meantime, like old King Log,

Or ass with tether and a clog,

Must graze at home! to yawn and bray

»I guess we shall have rain to-day!«

Nor clog nor tether can be worse

Than the dead palsy of the purse.

Money, I've heard a wise man say,

Makes herself wings and flys away:

Ah! would She take it in her head

To make a pair for me instead!

At all events, the Fancy's free,

No traveller so bold as she.

From Fear and Poverty released

I'll saddle Pegasus, at least,

And when she's seated to her mind,

I within I can mount behind:

And since this outward I, you know,

Must stay because he cannot go,

My fellow-travellers shall be they

Who go because they cannot stay –

Rogues, rascals, sharpers, blanks and prizes,

Delinquents of all sorts and sizes,

Fraudulent bankrupts, Knights burglarious,

And demireps of means precarious –

All whom Law thwarted, Arms or Arts,

Compel to visit foreign parts,

All hail! No compliments, I pray,

I'll follow where you lead the way!

But ere we cross the main once more,

Methinks, along my native shore,

Dismounting from my steed I'll stray

Beneath the cliffs of Dumpton Bay,

Where, Ramsgate and Broadstairs between,

Rude caves and grated doors are seen:

And here I'll watch till break of day,

(For Fancy in her magic might

Can turn broad noon to starless night!)

When lo! methinks a sudden band

Of smock-clad smugglers round me stand.

Denials, oaths, in vain I try,

At once they gag me for a spy,

And stow me in the boat hard by.

Suppose us fairly now afloat,

Till Boulogne mouth receives our Boat.

But, bless us! what a numerous band

Of cockneys anglicise the strand!

Delinquent bankrupts, leg-bail'd debtors,

Some for the news, and some for letters –

With hungry look and tarnished dress,

French shrugs and British surliness.

Sick of the country for their sake

Of them and France French leave I take –

And lo! a transport comes in view

I hear the merry motley crew,

Well skill'd in pocket to make entry,

Of Dieman's Land the elected Gentry,

And founders of Australian Races. –

The Rogues! I see it in their faces!

Receive me, Lads! I'll go with you,

Hunt the black swan and kangaroo,

And that New Holland we'll presume

Old England with some elbow-room.

Across the mountains we will roam,

And each man make himself a home:

Or, if old hàbits ne'er forsaking,

Like clock-work of the Devil's making,

Ourselves inveterate rogues should be,

We'll have a virtuous progeny;

And on the dunghill of our vices

Raise human pine-apples and spices.

Of all the children of John Bull

With empty heads and bellies full,

Who ramble East, West, North and South,

With leaky purse and open mouth,

In search of varieties exotic

The usefullest and most patriotic,

And merriest, too, believe me, Sirs!

Are your Delinquent Travellers!

[1824]

 

 

[Coeli Enarrant]

The stars that wont to start, as on a chace,

Mid twinkling insult on Heaven's darken'd face,

Like a conven'd conspiracy of spies

Wink at each other with confiding eyes!

Turn from the portent – all is blank on high,

No constellations alphabet the sky:

The Heavens one large Black Letter only shew,

And as a child beneath its master's blow

Shrills out at once its task and its affright –

The groaning world now learns to read aright,

And with its Voice of Voices cries out, O!

[1830?]

 

 

To John Thelwall

Some, Thelwall! to the Patriot's meed aspire,

Who, in safe rage, without or rent or scar,

Round pictur'd strongholds sketching mimic war

Closet their valour – Thou mid thickest fire

Leapst on the wall: therefore shall Freedom choose

Ungaudy flowers that chastest odours breathe,

And weave for thy young locks a Mural wreath;

Nor there my song of grateful praise refuse.

My ill-adventur'd youth by Cam's slow stream

Pin'd for a woman's love in slothful ease:

First by thy fair example [taught] to glow

With patriot zeal; from Passion's feverish dream

Starting I tore disdainful from my brow

A Myrtle Crown inwove with Cyprian bough –

Blest if to me in manhood's years belong

Thy stern simplicity and vigorous Song.

 

Notes

1 Avon, a river near Bristol; the birth-place of Chatterton.

 

2 Empress of Russia.

 

3 Lee Boo, the son of Abba Thule, Prince of the Pelew Islands, came over to England with Captain Wilson, died of the small-pox, and is buried in Greenwich church-yard. See Keate's Account.

 

4 Southey's Retrospect [1795].

 

5 The Holmes, in the Bristol Channel.

 

6 January 21st, 1794, in the debate on the address to his Majesty, on the speech from the Throne, the Earl of Guildford moved an amendment to the following effect: – »That the House hoped his Majesty would seize the earliest opportunity to conclude a peace with France,« etc. This motion was opposed by the Duke of Portland, who »considered the war to be merely grounded on one principle – the preservation of the Christian Religion.« May 30th, 1794, the Duke of Bedford moved a number of resolutions, with a view to the establishment of a peace with France. He was opposed (among others) by Lord Abingdon in these remarkable words: »The best road to Peace, my Lords, is War! and War carried on in the same manner in which we are taught to worship our Creator, namely, with all our souls, and with all our minds, and with all our hearts, and with all our strength.«

 

7 Art thou not from everlasting, O Lord, my God, mine Holy One? We shall not die. O Lord, thou hast ordained them for judgment, etc. Habakkuk.

 

8 Behemoth, in Hebrew, signifies wild beasts in general. Some believe it is the elephant, some the hippopotamus; some affirm it is the wild bull. Poetically, it designates any large quadruped.

 

9 Alluding to the French Revolution.

 

10 David Hartley.

 

11 Rev. chap. iv. v. 2 and 3. – And immediately I was in the Spirit: and behold, a Throne was set in Heaven and one sat on the Throne. And he that sat was to look upon like a jasper and a sardine stone, etc.

 

12 The final destruction impersonated.

 

13 Balda Zhiok; i.e. mons altitudinis, the highest mountain in Lapland.

 

14 Solfar Kapper; capitium Solfar, hic locus omnium quotquot veterum Lapponum superstitio sacrificiis religiosoque cultui dedicavit, celebratissimus erat, in parte sinus australis situs semimilliaris spatio a mari distans. Ipse locus, quem curiositatis gratia aliquando me invisisse memini, duabus prealtis lapidibus, sibi invicem oppositis, quorum alter musco circumdatus erat, constabat. – Leemius de Lapponibus.

 

15 The Lapland women carry their infants at their back in a piece of excavated wood, which serves them for a cradle. Opposite to the infant's mouth there is a hole for it to breathe through. – Mirandum prorsus est et vix credibile nisi cui vidisse contigit. Lappones hyeme iter facientes per vastos montes, perque horrida et invia tesqua, eo presertim tempore quo omnia perpetuis nivibus obtecta sunt et nives ventis agitantur et in gyros aguntur, viam ad destinata loca absque errore invenire posse, lactantem autem infantem si quem habeat, ipsa mater in dorso bajulat, in excavato ligno (Gieed'k ipsi vocant) quod pro cunis utuntur: in hoc infans pannis et pellibus convolutus colligatus jacet. – Leemius de Lapponibus.

 

16 Jaibme Aibmo.

 

17 They call the Good Spirit Torngarsuck. The other great but malignant spirit is a nameless Female; she dwells under the sea in a great house, where she can detain in captivity all the animals of the ocean by her magic power. When a dearth befalls the Greenlanders, an Angekok or magician must undertake a journey thither. He passes through the kingdom of souls, over a horrible abyss into the Palace of this phantom, and by his enchantments causes the captive creatures to ascend directly to the surface of the ocean. – See Crantz's History of Greenland, vol. i. 206.

 

18 Revelations, vi. 9, 11. And when he had opened the fifth seal, I saw under the altar the souls of them that were slain for the word of God, and for the testimony which they held. And white robes were given unto every one of them, and it was said unto them, that they should rest yet for a little season, until their fellow servants also and their brethren, that should be killed as they were, should be fulfilled.

 

19 The Slaves in the West-Indies consider death as a passport to their native country. This sentiment is thus expressed in the introduction to a Greek Prize-Ode on the Slave-Trade, of which the thoughts are better than the language in which they are conveyed.

 

O skotoy pylas tanate, proleipon

AEs genos speydois ypoxeyxten AAta

Oy xenisthsh genyon sparagmois,

 

Oy xenisthsh, genyon sparagmois,

Oyd olA olygmo,

 

AAlla kai kykloisi xoroitypoisi,

KA asmaton xara poteros men essi,

AAllA omos AEleyteria synoikeis,

Stygne Tyranne!

 

Daskiois epi pterygessi shsi

AA! talassion katorontes oidma

Aiteroplagktois ypo possA aneisi

IIatridA epA aian.

 

Enta man Erasai AEromenhsin

AAmpi phghsin kitrinon ypA alson,

OssA ypo brotois epaton brotoi, ta

Deina legonti.

 

Literal Translation.

 

Leaving the gates of darkness, O Death! hasten thou to a race yoked with misery! Thou wilt not be received with lacerations of cheeks, nor with funeral ululation – but with circling dances and the joy of songs. Thou art terrible indeed, yet thou dwellest with Liberty, stern Genius! Borne on thy dark pinions over the swelling of Ocean, they return to their native country. There, by the side of fountains beneath citron-groves, the lovers tell to their beloved what horrors, being men, they had endured from men.

 

20 See page 111.

 

21 See pages 286, 290.

 

22 The Friend, p. 54.

 

23 One of the names (and meriting to be the only one) of the Myosotis Scorpioides Palustris, a flower from six to twelve inches high, with blue blossom and bright yellow eye. It has the same name over the whole Empire of Germany (Vergissmein nicht) and, I believe, in Denmark and Sweden.

 

24 The highest mountain in the Hartz, and indeed in North Germany.

 

25 ...............When I have gazed

From some high eminence on goodly vales,

And cots and villages embowered below,

The thought would rise that all to me was strange

Amid the scenes so fair, nor one small spot

Where my tired mind might rest, and call it home.

Southey's Hymn to the Penates.

 

26 Chatterton.

 

27 Of long lank weeds. The asplenium scolopendrium, called in some countries the Adder's Tongue, in others the Hart's Tongue: but Withering gives the Adder's Tongue as the trivial name of the ophioglossum only.

 

28 Flew creeking. Some months after I had written this line, it gave me pleasure to find that Bartram had observed the same circumstance of the Savanna Crane. »When these Birds move their wings in flight, their strokes are slow, moderate and regular; and even when at a considerable distance or high above us, we plainly hear the quill-feathers; their shafts and webs upon one another creek as the joints or working of a vessel in a tempestuous sea.«

 

29 Pind. Olymp. ii. 1. 150.

 

30 Verbatim from Burns' dedication of his Poem to the Nobility and Gentry of the Caledonian Hunt.

 

31 »A beautiful white cloud of foam at momentary intervals coursed by the side of the vessel with a roar, and little stars of flame danced and sparkled and went out in it: and every now and then light detachments of this white cloud-like foam darted off from the vessel's side, each with its own small constellation, over the sea, and scoured out of sight like a Tartar troop over a wilderness.« – The Friend, p. 220.

 

32 »Most musical, most melancholy.« This passage in Milton possesses an excellence far superior to that of mere description. It is spoken in the character of the melancholy man, and has therefore a dramatic propriety. The author makes this remark, to rescue himself from the charge of having alluded with levity, to a line in Milton.

 

33 Tairn is a small lake, generally if not always applied to the lakes up in the mountains, and which are the feeders of those in the valleys. This address to the Storm-wind will not appear extravagant to those who have heard it at night, and in a mountainous country.

 

34 Hn poy hmon h pyxh prin en tode antropino eidei genestai. – Plat. in Phædon.

 

35 Faerie Queene, B. III. c. 2. s. 19.

 

36 For the last two lines of this stanza, I am indebted to Mr. Wordsworth. It was on a delightful walk from Nether Stowey to Dulverton, with him and his sister, in the autumn of 1797, that this poem was planned, and in part composed.

 

37 [See Notes, p. 622.]

 

38 And all amid them stood the tree of life

High, eminent, blooming ambrosial fruit

Of vegetable gold (query paper money:) and next to Life

Our Death, the tree of knowledge, grew fast by. –

* * * * * *

* * * * * *

So clomb this first grand thief ––

Thence up he flew, and on the tree of life

Sat like a cormorant.

Par. Lost. IV.

 

The allegory here is so apt, that in a catalogue of various readings obtained from collating the MSS. one might expect to find it noted, that for ›life‹ Cod. quid. habent, ›trade.‹ Though indeed the trade, i.e. the Bibliopolic, so called katA exoxhn, may be regarded as Life sensu eminentiori; a suggestion, which I owe to a young retailer in the hosiery line, who on hearing a description of the net profits, dinner parties, country houses, etc. of the trade, exclaimed, »Ay! that's what I call Life now!« – This »Life, our Death,« is thus happily contrasted with the fruits of authorship. – Sic nos non nobis mellificamus apes.

Of this poem, which with the Fire, Famine, and Slaughter, first appeared in the Morning Post, the 1st, 2nd, 3rd, 9th, and 16th stanzas were dictated by Mr. Southey. See Apologetic Preface.

If any one should ask who General –– meant, the Author begs leave to inform him, that he did once see a red-faced person in a dream whom by the dress he took for a General; but he might have been mistaken, and most certainly he did not hear any names mentioned. In simple verity, the author never meant any one, or indeed any thing but to put a concluding stanza to his doggerel.

 

39 This phenomenon, which the author has himself experienced, and of which the reader may find a description in one of the earlier volumes of the Manchester Philosophical Transactions, is applied figuratively in the following passage of the Aids to Reflection.

»Pindar's fine remark respecting the different effects of music, on different characters, holds equally true of Genius; as many as are not delighted by it are disturbed, perplexed, irritated. The beholder either recognises it as a projected form of his own being, that moves before him with a glory round its head, or recoils from it as a spectre.« – Aids to Reflection, p. 220.

 

40 Boccaccio claimed for himself the glory of having first introduced the works of Homer to his countrymen.

 

41 I know few more striking or more interesting proofs of the overwhelming influence which the study of the Greek and Roman classics exercised on the judgments, feelings, and imaginations of the literati of Europe at the commencement of the restoration of literature, than the passage in the Filocopo of Boccaccio: where the sage instructor, Racheo, as soon as the young prince and the beautiful girl Biancofiore had learned their letters, sets them to study the Holy Book, Ovid's Art of Love. »Incominciò Racheo a mettere il suo officio in esecuzione con intera sollecitudine. E loro, in breve tempo, insegnato a conoscer le lettere, fece leggere il santo libro d'Ovvidio, nel quale il sommo poeta mostra, come i santi fuochi di Venere si debbano ne' freddi cuori accendere.«

 

42 Gallic Liberty.

 

43 This sarcasm on the writings of moralists is, in general, extremely just; but had Talleyrand continued long enough in England, he might have found an honourable exception in the second volume of Dr. Paley's Moral Philosophy; in which both Secret Influence, and all the other Established Forms, are justified and placed in their true light.

 

44 A fashionable abbreviation in the higher circles for Republicans. Thus Mob was originally the Mobility.

 

45 Palma non sine pulvere. In plain English, an itching palm, not without the yellow dust.

 

46 The word Initiations is borrowed from the new Constitution, and can only mean, in plain English, introductory matter. If the manuscript would bear us out, we should propose to read the line thus – »What a plentiful Verbage, what Initiations!« inasmuch as Vintage must necessarily refer to wine, really or figuratively; and we cannot guess what species Lord Grenville's eloquence may be supposed to resemble, unless, indeed, it be Cowslip wine. A slashing critic to whom we read the manuscript, proposed to read, »What a plenty of Flowers – what initiations!« and supposes it may allude indiscriminately to Poppy Flowers, or Flour of Brimstone. The most modest emendation, perhaps, would be this – for Vintage read Ventage.

 

47 We cannot sufficiently admire the accuracy of this simile. For as Lord Grenville, though short, is certainly not the shortest man in the House, even so is it with the days in November.

 

48 An evident plagiarism of the Ex-Bishop's from Dr. Johnson: –

 

»Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign,

And panting Time toil'd after him in vain:

His pow'rful strokes presiding Truth confess'd,

And unresisting Passion storm'd the breast.«

 

49 This line and the following are involved in an almost Lycophrontic tenebricosity. On repeating them, however, to an Illuminant, whose confidence I possess, he informed me (and he ought to know, for he is a Tallow-chandler by trade) that certain candles go by the name of sixteens. This explains the whole, the Scotch Peers are destined to burn out – and so are candles! The English are perpetual, and are therefore styled Fixed Stars! The word Geminies is, we confess, still obscure to us; though we venture to suggest that it may perhaps be a metaphor (daringly sublime) for the two eyes which noble Lords do in general possess. It is certainly used by the poet Fletcher in this sense, in the 31st stanza of his Purple Island: –

 

»What! shall I then need seek a patron out,

Or beg a favour from a mistress' eyes,

To fence my song against the vulgar rout,

And shine upon me with her geminies?«

 

50 False metre. S. T. C.

 

51 ›Still flying onwards‹ were perhaps better. S. T. C.

 

52 False metre. S. T. C.

 

53 Earl of Chatham.

 

54 Justice.

 

55 »War,« a Fragment.

56 »John Baptist,« a poem.

 

57 »Monody on John Henderson.«

 

58 »Dundas left thief-takers in Horne Tooke's House for three days, with his two Daughters alone: for Horne Tooke keeps no servant.« – Coleridge's note in a letter of 4th July, 1796; Unpublished Letters, ed. Griggs, i 55

 

59 The author, in the spirit of Hebrew Poetry, here represents the Crown, the Peerage, and the Commonalty, by the figurative expression of the Sun, Moon, and Stars.

 

60 State, Grandeur. This school exercise, written in the 15th year of my age, does not contain a line that any clever schoolboy might not have written, and like most school poetry is a Putting of Thought into Verse; for such Verses as strivings of mind and struggles after the Intense and Vivid are a fair Promise of better things. – S. T. C. ætat. suae 51.

 

61 I well remember old Jemmy Bowyer, the plagose Orbilius of Christ's Hospital, but an admirable educer no less than Educator of the Intellect, bade me leave out as many epithets as would turn the whole into eight-syllable lines, and then ask myself if the exercise would not be greatly improved. How often have I thought of the proposal since then, and how many thousand bloated and puffing lines have I read, that, by this process, would have tripped over the tongue excellently. Likewise, I remember that he told me on the same occasion – »Coleridge! the connections of a Declamation are not the transitions of Poetry – bad, however, as they are, they are better than ›Apostrophes‹ and ›O thou's‹, for at the worst they are something like common sense. The others are the grimaces of Lunacy.« – S. T. Coleridge.
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