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Timbuctoo

A Poem, which obtained The Chancellor's Medal at the Cambridge Commencement, M.DCCC.XXIX.

 Deep in that lion-haunted inland lies

 A mystic city, goal of high emprise.

– Chapman.

 

I stood upon the Mountain which o'erlooks

The narrow seas, whose rapid interval

Parts Afric from green Europe, when the Sun

Had fall'n below th' Atlantic, and above

The silent heavens were blench'd with faëry light,

Uncertain whether faëry light or cloud,

Flowing Southward, and the chasms of deep, deep blue

Slumber'd unfathomable, and the stars

Were flooded over with clear glory and pale.

I gazed upon the sheeny coast beyond,

There where the Giant of old Time infix'd

The limits of his prowess, pillars high

Long time erased from Earth: even as the Sea

When weary of wild inroad buildeth up

Huge mounds whereby to stay his yeasty waves.

And much I mused on legends quaint and old

Which whilom won the hearts of all on Earth

Toward their brightness, ev'n as flame draws air;

But had their being in the heart of man

As air is th' life of flame: and thou wert then

A center'd glory-circled memory,

Divinest Atalantis, whom the waves

Have buried deep, and thou of later name,

Imperial Eldorado, roof'd with gold:

Shadows to which, despite all shocks of Change,

All on-set of capricious Accident,

Men clung with yearning Hope which would not die.

As when in some great City where the walls

Shake, and the streets with ghastly faces throng'd,

Do utter forth a subterranean voice,

Among the inner columns far retired

At midnight, in the lone Acropolis,

Before the awful Genius of the place

Kneels the pale Priestess in deep faith, the while

Above her head the weak lamp dips and winks

Unto the fearful summoning without:

Nathless she ever clasps the marble knees,

Bathes the cold hand with tears, and gazeth on

Those eyes which wear no light but that wherewith

Her phantasy informs them.

 

Where are ye,

Thrones of the Western wave, fair Islands green?

Where are your moonlight halls, your cedarn glooms,

The blossoming abysses of your hills?

Your flowering Capes, and your gold-sanded bays

Blown round with happy airs of odorous winds?

Where are the infinite ways, which, Seraph-trod,

Wound thro' your great Elysian solitudes,

Whose lowest depths were, as with visible love,

Fill'd with Divine effulgence, circumfused,

Flowing between the clear and polish'd stems,

And ever circling round their emerald cones

In coronals and glories, such as gird

The unfading foreheads of the Saints in Heaven?

For nothing visible, they say, had birth

In that blest ground, but it was play'd about

With its peculiar glory. Then I raised

My voice and cried, »Wide Afric, doth thy Sun

Lighten, thy hills enfold a City as fair

As those which starr'd the night o' the elder World?

Or is the rumour of thy Timbuctoo

A dream as frail as those of ancient Time?«

 

A curve of whitening, flashing, ebbing light!

A rustling of white wings! the bright descent

Of a young Seraph! and he stood beside me

There on the ridge, and look'd into my face

With his unutterable, shining orbs.

So that with hasty motion I did veil

My vision with both hands, and saw before me

Such colour'd spots as dance athwart the eyes

Of those, that gaze upon the noonday Sun.

Girt with a zone of flashing gold beneath

His breast, and compass'd round about his brow

With triple arch of everchanging bows,

And circled with the glory of living light

And alternation of all hues, he stood.

»O child of man, why muse you here alone

Upon the Mountain, on the dreams of old

Which fill'd the earth with passing loveliness,

Which flung strange music on the howling winds,

And odours rapt from remote Paradise?

Thy sense is clogg'd with dull mortality;

Thy spirit fetter'd with the bond of clay:

Open thine eyes and see.«

 

I look'd, but not

Upon his face, for it was wonderful

With its exceeding brightness, and the light

Of the great Angel Mind which look'd from out

The starry glowing of his restless eyes.

I felt my soul grow mighty, and my spirit

With supernatural excitation bound

Within me, and my mental eye grew large

With such a vast circumference of thought,

That in my vanity I seem'd to stand

Upon the outward verge and bound alone

Of full beatitude. Each failing sense,

As with a momentary flash of light

Grew thrillingly distinct and keen. I saw

The smallest grain that dappled the dark Earth,

The indistinctest atom in deep air,

The Moon's white cities, and the opal width

Of her small glowing lakes, her silver heights

Unvisited with dew of vagrant cloud,

And the unsounded, undescended depth

Of her black hollows. The clear Galaxy

Shorn of its hoary lustre, wonderful,

Distinct and vivid with sharp points of light,

Blaze within blaze, an unimagin'd depth

And harmony of planet-girded suns

And moon-encircled planets, wheel in wheel,

Arch'd the wan sapphire. Nay – the hum of men,

Or other things talking in unknown tongues,

And notes of busy life in distant worlds

Beat like a far wave on my anxious ear.

 

A maze of piercing, trackless, thrilling thoughts,

Involving and embracing each with each,

Rapid as fire, inextricably link'd,

Expanding momently with every sight

And sound which struck the palpitating sense,

The issue of strong impulse, hurried through

The riv'n rapt brain; as when in some large lake

From pressure of descendant crags, which lapse

Disjointed, crumbling from their parent slope

At slender interval, the level calm

Is ridg'd with restless and increasing spheres

Which break upon each other, each th' effect

Of separate impulse, but more fleet and strong

Than its precursor, till the eye in vain

Amid the wild unrest of swimming shade

Dappled with hollow and alternate rise

Of interpenetrated arc, would scan

Definite round.

 

I know not if I shape

These things with accurate similitude

From visible objects, for but dimly now,

Less vivid than a half-forgotten dream,

The memory of that mental excellence

Comes o'er me, and it may be I entwine

The indecision of my present mind

With its past clearness, yet it seems to me

As even then the torrent of quick thought

Absorbed me from the nature of itself

With its own fleetness. Where is he, that borne

Adown the sloping of an arrowy stream,

Could link his shallop to the fleeting edge,

And muse midway with philosophic calm

Upon the wondrous laws, which regulate

The fierceness of the bounding Element?

My thoughts which long had grovell'd in the slime

Of this dull world, like dusky worms which house

Beneath unshaken waters, but at once

Upon some Earth-awakening day of Spring

Do pass from gloom to glory, and aloft

Winnow the purple, bearing on both sides

Double display of star-lit wings, which burn,

Fan-like and fibred with intensest bloom;

Ev'n so my thoughts, erewhile so low, now felt

Unutterable buoyancy and strength

To bear them upward through the trackless fields

Of undefin'd existence far and free.

 

Then first within the South methought I saw

A wilderness of spires, and chrystal pile

Of rampart upon rampart, dome on dome,

Illimitable range of battlement

On battlement, and the Imperial height

Of Canopy o'ercanopied.

Behind

In diamond light upsprung the dazzling peaks

Of Pyramids as far surpassing earth's

As heaven than earth is fairer. Each aloft

Upon his narrow'd eminence bore globes

Of wheeling Suns, or Stars, or semblances

Of either, showering circular abyss

Of radiance. But the glory of the place

Stood out a pillar'd front of burnish'd gold,

Interminably high, if gold it were

Or metal more etherial, and beneath

Two doors of blinding brilliance, where no gaze

Might rest, stood open, and the eye could scan,

Through length of porch and valve and boundless hall,

Part of a throne of fiery flame, wherefrom

The snowy skirting of a garment hung,

And glimpse of multitudes of multitudes

That minister'd around it – if I saw

These things distinctly, for my human brain

Stagger'd beneath the vision, and thick night

Came down upon my eyelids, and I fell.

 

With ministering hand he rais'd me up:

Then with a mournful and ineffable smile,

Which but to look on for a moment fill'd

My eyes with irresistible sweet tears,

In accents of majestic melody,

Like a swoln river's gushings in still night

Mingled with floating music, thus he spake:

 

»There is no mightier Spirit than I to sway

The heart of man: and teach him to attain

By shadowing forth the Unattainable;

And step by step to scale that mighty stair

Whose landing-place is wrapt about with clouds

Of glory, of Heaven.14 With earliest light of Spring,

And in the glow of sallow Summertide,

And in red Autumn when the winds are wild

With gambols, and when full-voiced Winter roofs

The headland with inviolate white snow,

I play about his heart a thousand ways,

Visit his eyes with visions, and his ears

With harmonies of wind and wave and wood,

– Of winds which tell of waters, and of waters

Betraying the close kisses of the wind –

And win him unto me: and few there be

So gross of heart who have not felt and known

A higher than they see: They with dim eyes

Behold me darkling. Lo! I have given thee

To understand my presence, and to feel

My fullness; I have fill'd thy lips with power.

I have rais'd thee nigher to the spheres of Heaven

Man's first, last home: and thou with ravish'd sense

Listenest the lordly music flowing from

Th' illimitable years. I am the Spirit,

The permeating life which courseth through

All th' intricate and labyrinthine veins

Of the great vine of Fable, which, outspread

With growth of shadowing leaf and clusters rare,

Reacheth to every corner under Heaven,

Deep-rooted in the living soil of truth;

So that men's hopes and fears take refuge in

The fragrance of its complicated glooms,

And cool impleachèd twilights. Child of Man,

See'st thou yon river, whose translucent wave,

Forth issuing from the darkness, windeth through

The argent streets o' th' City, imaging

The soft inversion of her tremulous Domes,

Her gardens frequent with the stately Palm,

Her Pagods hung with music of sweet bells,

Her obelisks of rangèd Chrysolite,

Minarets and towers? Lo! how he passeth by,

And gulphs himself in sands, as not enduring

To carry through the world those waves, which bore

The reflex of my City in their depths.

Oh City! oh latest Throne! where I was rais'd

To be a mystery of loveliness

Unto all eyes, the time is well-nigh come

When I must render up this glorious home

To keen Discovery: soon yon brilliant towers

Shall darken with the waving of her wand;

Darken, and shrink and shiver into huts,

Black specks amid a waste of dreary sand,

Low-built, mud-wall'd, Barbarian settlements.

How chang'd from this fair City!«

 

Thus far the Spirit:

Then parted Heaven-ward on the wing: and I

Was left alone on Calpe, and the Moon

Had fallen from the night, and all was dark!

No More

 

Oh sad No More! Oh sweet No More!

Oh strange No More!

By a mossed brookbank on a stone

I smelt a wildweed-flower alone;

There was a ringing in my ears,

And both my eyes gushed out with tears.

Surely all pleasant things had gone before,

Lowburied fathomdeep beneath with thee, NO MORE!

 

Anacreontics

With roses muskybreathed,

And drooping daffodilly,

And silverleaved lily,

And ivy darkly-wreathed,

I wove a crown before her

For her I love so dearly,

A garland for Lenora.

With a silken cord I bound it.

Lenora, laughing clearly

A light and thrilling laughter,

About her forehead wound it,

And loved me ever after.

 

A Fragment

Where is the Giant of the Sun, which stood

In the midnoon the glory of old Rhodes,

A perfect Idol with profulgent brows

Farsheening down the purple seas to those

Who sailed from Mizraim underneath the star

Named of the dragon – and between whose limbs

Of brassy vastness broadblown Argosies

Drave into haven? Yet endure unscathed

Of changeful cycles the great Pyramids

Broadbased amid the fleeting sands, and sloped

Into the slumbrous summernoon; but where,

Mysterious Egypt, are thine obelisks

Graven with gorgeous emblems undiscerned?

Thy placid Sphinxes brooding o'er the Nile?

Thy shadowing Idols in the solitudes,

Awful Memnonian countenances calm

Looking athwart the burning flats, far off

Seen by the highnecked camel on the verge

Journeying southward? where thy monuments

Piled by the strong and sunborn Anakim

Over their crowned brethren ON and OPH?

Thy Memnon when his peaceful lips are kist

With earliest rays, that from his mother's eyes

Flow over the Arabian bay, no more

Breathes low into the charmed ears of morn

Clear melody flattering the crisped Nile

By columned Thebes. Old Memphis hath gone down:

The Pharaohs are no more: somewhere in death

They sleep with staring eyes and gilded lips,

Wrapped round with spiced cerements in old grots

Rockhewn and sealed for ever.

 

Sonnet

Check every outflash, every ruder sally

Of thought and speech; speak low, and give up wholly

Thy spirit to mild-minded Melancholy;

This is the place. Through yonder poplar alley,

Below, the blue-green river windeth slowly;

But in the middle of the sombre valley,

The crispèd waters whisper musically,

And all the haunted place is dark and holy.

The nightingale, with long and low preamble,

Warbled from yonder knoll of solemn larches,

And in and out the woodbine's flowery arches

The summer midges wove their wanton gambol,

And all the white stemmed pinewood slept above –

When in this valley first I told my love.

 

Sonnet

There are three things which fill my heart with sighs,

And steep my soul in laughter (when I view

Fair maiden-forms moving like melodies)

Dimples, roselips, and eyes of any hue.

There are three things beneath the blessed skies

For which I live, black eyes and brown and blue:

I hold them all most dear, but oh! black eyes,

I live and die, and only die for you.

Of late such eyes looked at me – while I mused,

At sunset, underneath a shadowy plane,

In old Bayona nigh the southern sea –

From an half-open lattice looked at me,

I saw no more – only those eyes – confused

And dazzled to the heart with glorious pain.

 

Sonnet

Me my own Fate to lasting sorrow doometh:

Thy woes are birds of passage, transitory:

Thy spirit, circled with a living glory,

In summer still a summer joy resumeth.

Alone my hopeless melancholy gloometh,

Like a lone cypress, through the twilight hoary,

From an old garden where no flower bloometh,

One cypress on an inland promontory.

But yet my lonely spirit follows thine,

As round the rolling earth night follows day:

But yet thy lights on my horizon shine

Into my night, when thou art far away.

I am so dark, alas! and thou so bright,

When we two meet there's never perfect light.

St. Agnes' Eve

 

Deep on the convent-roof the snows

Are sparkling to the moon:

My breath to heaven like vapour goes:

May my soul follow soon!

The shadows of the convent-towers

Slant down the snowy sward,

Still creeping with the creeping hours

That lead me to my Lord:

Make Thou my spirit pure and clear

As are the frosty skies,

Or this first snowdrop of the year

That in my bosom lies.

 

As these white robes are soil'd and dark,

To yonder shining ground;

As this pale taper's earthly spark,

To yonder argent round;

So shows my soul before the Lamb,

My spirit before Thee;

So in mine earthly house I am,

To that I hope to be.

Break up the heavens, O Lord! and far,

Thro' all yon starlight keen,

Draw me, thy bride, a glittering star,

In raiment white and clean.

 

He lifts me to the golden doors;

The flashes come and go;

All heaven bursts her starry floors,

And strows her lights below,

And deepens on and up! the gates

Roll back, and far within

For me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits,

To make me pure of sin.

The sabbaths of Eternity,

One sabbath deep and wide –

A light upon the shining sea –

The Bridegroom with his bride!

The Golden Year

 

Well, you shall have that song which Leonard wrote:

It was last summer on a tour in Wales:

Old James was with me: we that day had been

Up Snowdon; and I wish'd for Leonard there,

And found him in Llanberis: then we crost

Between the lakes, and clamber'd half way up

The counter side; and that same song of his

He told me; for I banter'd him, and swore

They said he lived shut up within himself,

A tongue-tied Poet in the feverous days,

That, setting the how much before the how,

Cry, like the daughters of the horseleech, »Give,

Cram us with all,« but count not me the herd!

To which »They call me what they will,« he said:

»But I was born too late: the fair new forms,

That float about the threshold of an age,

Like truths of Science waiting to be caught –

Catch me who can, and make the catcher crown'd –

Are taken by the forelock. Let it be.

But if you care indeed to listen, hear

These measured words, my work of yestermorn.

We sleep and wake and sleep, but all things move;

The Sun flies forward to his brother Sun;

The dark Earth follows wheel'd in her ellipse;

And human things returning on themselves

Move onward, leading up the golden year.

Ah, tho' the times, when some new thought can bud,

Are but as poets' seasons when they flower,

Yet seas, that daily gain upon the shore,

Have ebb and flow conditioning their march,

And slow and sure comes up the golden year.

When wealth no more shall rest in mounded heaps,

But smit with freër light shall slowly melt

In many streams to fatten lower lands,

And light shall spread, and man be liker man

Thro' all the season of the golden year.

Shall eagles not be eagles? wrens be wrens?

If all the world were falcons, what of that?

The wonder of the eagle were the less,

But he not less the eagle. Happy days

Roll onward, leading up the golden year.

Fly, happy happy sails and bear the Press;

Fly happy with the mission of the Cross;

Knit land to land, and blowing havenward

With silks, and fruits, and spices, clear of toll,

Enrich the markets of the golden year.

But we grow old. Ah! when shall all men's good

Be each man's rule, and universal Peace

Lie like a shaft of light across the land,

And like a lane of beams athwart the sea,

Thro' all the circle of the golden year?«

Thus far he flow'd, and ended; whereupon

»Ah, folly!« in mimic cadence answer'd James –

»Ah, folly! for it lies so far away,

Not in our time, nor in our children's time,

'Tis like the second world to us that live;

'Twere all as one to fix our hopes on Heaven

As on this vision of the golden year.«

With that he struck his staff against the rocks

And broke it, – James, – you know him, – old, but full

Of force and choler, and firm upon his feet,

And like an oaken stock in winter woods,

O'erflourish'd with the hoary clematis:

Then added, all in heat:

»What stuff is this!

Old writers push'd the happy season back,–

The more fools they, – we forward: dreamers both:

You most, that in an age, when every hour

Must sweat her sixty minutes to the death,

Live on, God love us, as if the seedsman, rapt

Upon the teeming harvest, should not plunge

His hand into the bag: but well I know

That unto him who works, and feels he works,

This same grand year is ever at the doors.«

He spoke; and, high above, I heard them blast

The steep slate-quarry, and the great echo flap

And buffet round the hills from bluff to bluff.

The New Timon, and the Poets

 

We know him, out of SHAKSPEARE'S art,

And those fine curses which he spoke;

The old TIMON, with his noble heart,

That, strongly loathing, greatly broke.

 

So died the Old: here comes the New.

Regard him: a familiar face:

I thought we knew him: What, it's you,

The padded man – that wears the stays –

 

Who kill'd the girls and thrill'd the boys,

With dandy pathos when you wrote,

A Lion, you, that made a noise,

And shook a mane en papillotes.

 

And once you tried the Muses too;

You fail'd, Sir: therefore now you turn,

You fall on those who are to you,

As Captain is to Subaltern.

 

But men of long-enduring hopes,

And careless what this hour may bring,

Can pardon little would-be POPES

And BRUMMELS, when they try to sting.

 

An artist, Sir, should rest in Art,

And waive a little of his claim;

To have the deep Poetic heart

Is more than all poetic fame.

 

But you, Sir, you are hard to please;

You never look but half content:

Nor like a gentleman at ease,

With moral breadth of temperament.

 

And what with spites and what with fears,

You cannot let a body be:

It's always ringing in your ears,

»They call this man as good as me.«

 

What profits now to understand

The merits of a spotless shirt –

A dapper boot – a little hand –

If half the little soul is dirt?

 

You talk of tinsel! why we see

The old mark of rouge upon your cheeks.

You prate of Nature! you are he

That spilt his life about the cliques.

 

A TIMON you! Nay, nay, for shame:

It looks too arrogant a jest –

The fierce old man – to take his name,

You bandbox. Off, and let him rest.

After-Thought

 

Ah, God! the petty fools of rhyme,

That shriek and sweat in pigmy wars

Before the stony face of Time,

And look'd at by the silent stars; –

 

That hate each other for a song,

And do their little best to bite,

That pinch their brothers in the throng,

And scratch the very dead for spite; –

 

And strain to make an inch of room

For their sweet selves, and cannot hear

The sullen Lethe rolling doom

On them and theirs, and all things here,

 

When one small touch of Charity

Could lift them nearer Godlike State,

Than if the crowded Orb should cry

Like those that cried Diana great:

 

And I too talk, and lose the touch

I talk of. Surely, after all,

The noblest answer unto such

Is kindly silence when they brawl.

To ––

 

After Reading a Life and Letters

 »Cursed be he that moves my bones.«

Shakespeare's Epitaph.

 

You might have won the Poet's name,

If such be worth the winning now,

And gain'd a laurel for your brow

Of sounder leaf than I can claim;

 

But you have made the wiser choice,

A life that moves to gracious ends

Thro' troops of unrecording friends,

A deedful life, a silent voice:

 

And you have miss'd the irreverent doom

Of those that wear the Poet's crown:

Hereafter, neither knave nor clown

Shall hold their orgies at your tomb.

 

For now the Poet cannot die,

Nor leave his music as of old,

But round him ere he scarce be cold

Begins the scandal and the cry:

 

»Proclaim the faults he would not show:

Break lock and seal: betray the trust:

Keep nothing sacred: 'tis but just

The many-headed beast should know.«

 

Ah shameless! for he did but sing

A song that pleased us from its worth;

No public life was his on earth,

No blazon'd statesman he, nor king.

 

He gave the people of his best:

His worst he kept, his best he gave.

My Shakespeare's curse on clown and knave

Who will not let his ashes rest!

 

Who make it seem more sweet to be

The little life of bank and brier,

The bird that pipes his lone desire

And dies unheard within his tree,

 

Than he that warbles long and loud

And drops at Glory's temple-gates,

For whom the carrion-vulture waits

To tear his heart before the crowd!

Lines

 

Here often, when a child, I lay reclined,

I took delight in this locality.

Here stood the infant Ilion of the mind,

And here the Grecian ships did seem to be.

And here again I come, and only find

The drain-cut levels of the marshy lea, –

Grey sandbanks, and pale sunsets, – dreary wind,

Dim shores, dense rains, and heavy-clouded sea!

 

Stanzas

What time I wasted youthful hours,

One of the shining wingèd powers

Show'd me vast cliffs, with crowns of towers.

 

As towards that gracious light I bow'd,

They seem'd high palaces and proud,

Hid now and then with sliding cloud.

 

He said, »The labour is not small;

Yet winds the pathway free to all: –

Take care thou dost not fear to fall!«

Come Not, When I Am Dead

 

Come not, when I am dead,

To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave,

To trample round my fallen head,

And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save.

There let the wind sweep and the plover cry;

But thou, go by.

 

Child, if it were thine error or thy crime

I care no longer, being all unblest:

Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of Time,

And I desire to rest.

Pass on, weak heart, and leave me where I lie:

Go by, go by.

Sonnet to W. C. Macready

 

Farewell, Macready, since to-night we part;

Full-handed thunders often have confessed

Thy power, well-used to move the public breast.

We thank thee with our voice, and from the heart.

Farewell, Macready, since this night we part.

Go, take thine honours home; rank with the best,

Garrick and statelier Kemble, and the rest

Who made a nation purer through their art.

Thine is it that our drama did not die,

Nor flicker down to brainless pantomime,

And those gilt gauds men-children swarm to see.

Farewell, Macready; moral, grave, sublime;

Our Shakespeare's bland and universal eye

Dwells pleased, through twice a hundred years, on thee.

To the Queen

 

Revered, beloved – O you that hold

A nobler office upon earth

Than arms, or power of brain, or birth

Could give the warrior kings of old,

 

Victoria, – since your Royal grace

To one of less desert allows

This laurel greener from the brows

Of him that utter'd nothing base;

 

And should your greatness, and the care

That yokes with empire, yield you time

To make demand of modern rhyme

If aught of ancient worth be there;

 

Then – while a sweeter music wakes,

And thro' wild March the throstle calls,

Where all about your palace-walls

The sun-lit almond-blossom shakes –

 

Take, Madam, this poor book of song,

For tho' the faults were thick as dust

In vacant chambers, I could trust

Your kindness. May you rule us long,

 

And leave us rulers of your blood

As noble till the latest day!

May children of our children say,

»She wrought her people lasting good;

 

Her court was pure; her life serene;

God gave her peace; her land reposed;

A thousand claims to reverence closed

In her as Mother, Wife and Queen;

 

And statesmen at her council met

Who knew the seasons when to take

Occasion by the hand, and make

The bounds of freedom wider yet

 

By shaping some august decree,

Which kept her throne unshaken still,

Broad-based upon her people's will,

And compass'd by the inviolate sea.«

 

MARCH, 1851.

 

Edwin Morris; or, the Lake

 

O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake,

My sweet, wild, fresh three quarters of a year

My one Oasis in the dust and drouth

Of city life! I was a sketcher then:

See here, my doing: curves of mountain, bridge,

Boat, island, ruins of a castle, built

When men knew how to build, upon a rock,

With turrets lichen-gilded like a rock:

And here, new-comers in an ancient hold,

New-comers from the Mersey, millionaires,

Here lived the Hills – a Tudor-chimnied bulk

Of mellow brickwork on an isle of bowers.

 

O me, my pleasant rambles by the lake

With Edwin Morris and with Edward Bull

The curate; he was fatter than his cure.

 

But Edwin Morris, he that knew the names,

Long learned names of agaric, moss and fern,

Who forged a thousand theories of the rocks,

Who taught me how to skate, to row, to swim,

Who read me rhymes elaborately good,

His own – I call'd him Crichton, for he seem'd

All-perfect, finish'd to the finger nail.

 

And once I ask'd him of his early life,

And his first passion; and he answer'd me;

And well his words became him: was he not

A full-cell'd honeycomb of eloquence

Stored from all flowers? Poet-like he spoke.

 

»My love for Nature is as old as I;

But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that,

And three rich sennights more, my love for her.

My love for Nature and my love for her,

Of different ages, like twin-sisters grew,

Twin-sisters differently beautiful.

To some full music rose and sank the sun,

And some full music seem'd to move and change

With all the varied changes of the dark,

And either twilight and the day between;

For daily hope fulfill'd, to rise again

Revolving toward fulfilment, made it sweet

To walk, to sit, to sleep, to wake, to breathe.«

 

Or this or something like to this he spoke.

Then said the fat-faced curate Edward Bull,

»I take it, God made the woman for the man,

And for the good and increase of the world.

A pretty face is well, and this is well,

To have a dame indoors, that trims us up,

And keeps us tight; but these unreal ways

Seem but the theme of writers, and indeed

Worn threadbare. Man is made of solid stuff.

I say, God made the woman for the man,

And for the good and increase of the world.«

 

»Parson,« said I, »you pitch the pipe too low:

But I have sudden touches, and can run

My faith beyond my practice into his:

Tho' if, in dancing after Letty Hill,

I do not hear the bells upon my cap,

I scarce hear other music: yet say on.

What should one give to light on such a dream?«

I ask'd him half-sardonically.

»Give?

Give all thou art,« he answer'd, and a light

Of laughter dimpled in his swarthy cheek;

»I would have hid her needle in my heart,

To save her little finger from a scratch

No deeper than the skin: my ears could hear

Her lightest breaths: her least remark was worth

The experience of the wise. I went and came;

Her voice fled always thro' the summer land;

I spoke her name alone. Thrice-happy days!

The flower of each, those moments when we met,

The crown of all, we met to part no more.«

 

Were not his words delicious, I a beast

To take them as I did? but something jarr'd;

Whether he spoke too largely; that there seem'd

A touch of something false, some self-conceit,

Or over-smoothness: howsoe'er it was,

He scarcely hit my humour, and I said:

 

»Friend Edwin, do not think yourself alone

Of all men happy. Shall not Love to me,

As in the Latin song I learnt at school,

Sneeze out a full God-bless-you right and left?

But you can talk: yours is a kindly vein:

I have, I think, – Heaven knows – as much within;

Have, or should have, but for a thought or two,

That like a purple beech among the greens

Looks out of place: 'tis from no want in her:

It is my shyness, or my self-distrust,

Or something of a wayward modern mind

Dissecting passion. Time will set me right.«

 

So spoke I knowing not the things that were.

Then said the fat-faced curate, Edward Bull:

»God made the woman for the use of man,

And for the good and increase of the world.«

And I and Edwin laugh'd; and now we paused

About the windings of the marge to hear

The soft wind blowing over meadowy holms

And alders, garden-isles; and now we left

The clerk behind us, I and he, and ran

By ripply shallows of the lisping lake,

Delighted with the freshness and the sound.

 

But, when the bracken rusted on their crags,

My suit had wither'd, nipt to death by him

That was a God, and is a lawyer's clerk,

The rentroll Cupid of our rainy isles.

'Tis true, we met; one hour I had, no more:

She sent a note, the seal an Elle vous suit,

The close »Your Letty, only yours«; and this

Thrice underscored. The friendly mist of morn

Clung to the lake. I boated over, ran

My craft aground, and heard with beating heart

The Sweet-Gale rustle round the shelving keel;

And out I stept, and up I crept: she moved,

Like Proserpine in Enna, gathering flowers:

Then low and sweet I whistled thrice; and she,

She turn'd, we closed, we kiss'd, swore faith, I breathed

In some new planet: a silent cousin stole

Upon us and departed: »Leave,« she cried,

»O leave me!« »Never, dearest, never: here

I brave the worst:« And while we stood like fools

Embracing, all at once a score of pugs

And poodles yell'd within, and out they came

Trustees and Aunts and Uncles. »What, with him!

Go!« (shrill'd the cotton-spinning chorus) »him!«

I choked. Again they shriek'd the burthen »Him!«

Again with hands of wild rejection »Go! –

Girl, get you in!« She went – and in one month

They wedded her to sixty thousand pounds,

To lands in Kent and messuages in York,

And slight Sir Robert with his watery smile

And educated whisker. But for me,

They set an ancient creditor to work:

It seems I broke a close with force and arms:

There came a mystic token from the king

To greet the sheriff, needless courtesy!

I read, and fled by night, and flying turn'd:

Her taper glimmer'd in the lake below:

I turn'd once more, close-button'd to the storm;

So left the place, left Edwin, nor have seen

Him since, nor heard of her, nor cared to hear.

 

Nor cared to hear? perhaps: yet long ago

I have pardon'd little Letty; not indeed,

It may be, for her own dear sake but this,

She seems a part of those fresh days to me;

For in the dust and drouth of London life

She moves among my visions of the lake,

While the prime swallow dips his wing, or then

While the gold-lily blows, and overhead

The light cloud smoulders on the summer crag.

The Eagle

 

Fragment

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.

 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.

Britons, Guard Your Own

 

Rise, Britons, rise, if manhood be not dead;

The world's last tempest darkens overhead;

The Pope has bless'd him;

The Church caress'd him;

He triumphs: may be, we shall stand alone:

Britons, guard your own.

 

His ruthless host is bought with plunder'd gold,

By lying priests the peasant's vote controll'd;

All freedom vanish'd,

The true men banish'd,

He triumphs; may be, we shall stand alone:

Britons, guard your own.

 

Peace-lovers we – sweet Peace we all desire –

Peace-lovers we – but who can trust a liar? –

Peace-lovers, haters

Of shameless traitors,

We hate not France, but this man's heart of stone.

Britons, guard your own.

 

We hate not France, but France has lost her voice,

This man is France, the man they call her choice.

By tricks and spying,

And craft and lying,

And murder, was her freedom overthrown.

Britons, guard your own.

 

»Vive l'Empereur« may follow by and bye;

»God save the Queen« is here a truer cry,

God save the nation,

The toleration,

And the free speech that makes a Briton known.

Britons, guard your own.

 

Rome's dearest daughter now is captive France,

The Jesuit laughs, and reckoning on his chance

Would unrelenting

Kill all dissenting,

Till we were left to fight for truth alone.

Britons, guard your own.

 

Call home your ships across Biscayan tides,

To blow the battle from their oaken sides.

Why waste they yonder

Their idle thunder?

Why stay they there to guard a foreign throne?

Seamen, guard your own.

 

We were the best of marksmen long ago,

We won old battles with our strength, the bow.

Now practise, yeomen,

Like those bowmen,

Till your balls fly as their true shafts have flown.

Yeomen, guard your own.

 

His soldier-ridden Highness might incline

To shake Sardinia, Belgium, or the Rhine:

Shall we stand idle,

Nor seek to bridle

His vile aggressions till we stand alone? –

Make their cause your own!

 

Should he land here, and for one hour prevail,

There must no man go back to bear the tale:

No man to bear it, –

Swear it! We swear it!

Although we fought the banded world alone,

We swear to guard our own.

 

For the Penny-Wise

We used to fight the French,

And beat them, says the story;

But now the cry »retrench«

Has a little dock'd our glory.

 

We meant to beat the Kaffirs,

We had the best intentions;

But the Kaffirs knock'd us over,

With the last inventions.

 

Poor little people, we,

And in the world belated!

Our musket, as it seems,

Is superannuated.

 

Friends! the soldier still

Is worthy of his calling,

But who are they that want

A little over-hauling?

The Third of February, 185215

 

My Lords, we heard you speak: you told us all

That England's honest censure went too far;

That our free press should cease to brawl,

Not sting the fiery Frenchman into war.

It was our ancient privilege, my Lords,

To fling whate'er we felt, not fearing, into words.

 

We love not this French God, the child of Hell,

Wild War, who breaks the converse of the wise;

But though we love kind Peace so well,

We dare not ev'n by silence sanction lies.

It might be safe our censures to withdraw;

And yet, my Lords, not well: there is a higher law.

 

As long as we remain, we must speak free,

Tho' all the storm of Europe on us break;

No little German state are we,

But the one voice in Europe: we must speak;

That if to-night our greatness were struck dead,

There might be left some record of the things we said.

 

If you be fearful, then must we be bold.

Our Britain cannot salve a tyrant o'er.

Better the waste Atlantic roll'd

On her and us and ours for evermore.

What! have we fought for Freedom from our prime,

At last to dodge and palter with a public crime?

 

Shall we fear him? our own we never fear'd.

From our first Charles by force we wrung our claims.

Prick'd by the Papal spur, we rear'd,

We flung the burthen of the second James.

I say, we never fear'd! and as for these,

We broke them on the land, we drove them on the seas.

 

And you, my Lords, you make the people muse

In doubt if you be of our Barons' breed –

Were those your sires who fought at Lewes?

Is this the manly strain of Runnymede?

O fall'n nobility, that, overawed,

Would lisp in honey'd whispers of this monstrous fraud!

 

We feel, at least, that silence here were sin,

Not ours the fault if we have feeble hosts –

If easy patrons of their kin

Have left the last free race with naked coasts!

They knew the precious things they had to guard:

For us, we will not spare the tyrant one hard word.

 

Tho' niggard throats of Manchester may bawl,

What England was, shall her true sons forget?

We are not cotton-spinners all,

But some love England and her honour yet.

And these in our Thermopylae shall stand,

And hold against the world this honour of the land.

 

Hands All Round

First drink a health, this solemn night,

A health to England, every guest;

That man 's the best cosmopolite

Who loves his native country best.

May Freedom's oak for ever live

With stronger life from day to day;

That man 's the true Conservative,

Who lops the moulder'd branch away.

Hands all round!

God the tyrant's hope confound!

To this great cause of freedom drink, my friends,

And the great name of England round and round.

 

A health to Europe's honest men!

Heaven guard them from her tyrants' jails!

From wrong'd Poerio's noisome den,

From iron'd limbs and tortured nails!

We curse the crimes of southern kings,

The Russian whips and Austrian rods –

We, likewise, have our evil things;

Too much we make our Ledgers, Gods,

Yet hands all round!

God the tyrant's cause confound!

To Europe's better health we drink, my friends,

And the great name of England round and round.

 

What health to France, if France be she,

Whom martial prowess only charms?

Yet tell her – Better to be free

Than vanquish all the world in arms.

Her frantic city's flashing heats

But fire, to blast, the hopes of men.

Why change the titles of your streets?

You fools, you'll want them all again.

Yet hands all round!

God their tyrant's cause confound!

To France, the wiser France, we drink, my friends,

And the great name of England round and round.

 

Gigantic daughter of the West,

We drink to thee across the flood,

We know thee most, we love thee best,

For art thou not of British blood?

Should war's mad blast again be blown,

Permit not thou the tyrant powers

To fight thy mother here alone,

But let thy broadsides roar with ours,

Hands all round!

God the tyrant's cause confound!

To our great kinsmen of the West, my friends,

And the great name of England round and round.

 

O rise, our strong Atlantic sons,

When war against our freedom springs!

O speak to Europe thro' your guns!

They can be understood by kings.

You must not mix our Queen with those

That wish to keep their people fools;

Our freedom's foemen are her foes,

She comprehends the race she rules.

Hands all round!

God the tyrant's cause confound!

To our dear kinsmen of the West, my friends,

And the great cause of freedom round and round.

Suggested by Reading an Article in a Newspaper

 

Sir, – I have read with much interest the poems by MERLIN. The enclosed is longer than either of those, and certainly not so good; yet as I flatter myself that it has a smack of Merlin's style in it, and as I feel that it expresses forcibly enough some of the feelings of our time, perhaps you may be induced to admit it.

TALIESSIN.

 

How much I love this writer's manly style!

By such men led, our press had ever been

The public conscience of our noble isle,

Severe and quick to feel a civic sin,

To raise the people and chastise the times

With such a heat as lives in great creative rhymes.

 

O you, the Press! what good from you might spring!

What power is yours to blast a cause or bless!

I fear for you, as for some youthful king,

Lest you go wrong from power in excess.

Take heed of your wide privileges! we,

The thinking men of England, loathe a tyranny.

 

A freeman is, I doubt not, freest here;

The single voice may speak his mind aloud;

An honest isolation need not fear

The court, the church, the Parliament, the crowd,

No, nor the Press! and look you well to that –

We must not dread in you the nameless Autocrat.

 

And you, dark Senate of the public pen,

You may not, like yon tyrant, deal in spies.

Yours are the public acts of public men,

But yours are not their household privacies.

I grant you one of the Great Powers on earth,

But be not you the blatant traitors of the hearth.

 

You hide the hand that writes: it must be so,

For better so you fight for public ends;

But some you strike can scarce return the blow;

You should be all the nobler, O my friends.

Be noble, you! nor work with faction's tools

To charm a lower sphere of fulminating fools.

 

But, knowing all your power to heat or cool,

To soothe a civic wound or keep it raw,

Be loyal, if you wish for wholesome rule:

Our ancient boast is this – we reverence law.

We still were loyal in our wildest fights,

Or, loyally disloyal, battled for our rights.

 

O Grief and Shame if while I preach of laws

Whereby to guard our freedom from offence –

And trust an ancient manhood and the cause

Of England and her health of common sense –

There hang within the heavens a dark disgrace,

Some vast Assyrian doom to burst upon our race.

 

I feel the thousand cankers of our state,

I fain would shake their triple-folded ease,

The hogs, who can believe in nothing great,

Sneering bedridden in the down of Peace,

Over their scrips and shares, their meats and wine,

With stony smirks at all things human and divine!

 

I honour much, I say, this man's appeal.

We drag so deep in our commercial mire,

We move so far from greatness that I feel

Exception to be character'd in fire.

Who looks for Godlike Greatness here shall see

The British Goddess, sleek Respectability.

 

Alas for her and all her small delights!

She feels not how the social frame is rack'd.

She loves a little scandal which excites;

A little feeling is a want of tact.

For her there lie in wait millions of foes,

And yet the ›Not too much‹ is all the rule she knows.

 

Poor soul! behold her: what decorous calm! –

She, with her weekday worldliness sufficed,

Stands in her pew and hums her decent psalm,

With decent dippings at the name of Christ!

And she has moved on that smooth way so long,

She hardly can believe that she shall suffer wrong.

 

Alas, our Church! alas, her growing ills,

And those who tolerate not her tolerance,

But needs must sell the burthen of their wills

To that half-pagan harlot kept by France!

Free subjects of the kindliest of all thrones,

Headlong they plunge their doubts among old rags and bones.

 

Alas, church-writers, altercating tribes –

The vessel of your church may sink in storms;

Christ cried, Woe, woe to Pharisees and scribes;

Like them, you bicker less for truth than forms.

I sorrow when I read the things you write,

What unheroic pertness! what unchristian spite!

 

Alas, our youth, so clever yet so small,

Thin dilettanti deep in nature's plan,

Who make the emphatic One, by whom is all,

An essence less concentred than a man! –

Better wild Mahmoud's war-cry once again!

O fools, we want a manlike God and Godlike men.

 

Go, frightful omens. Yet once more I turn

To you that mould men's thoughts, I call on you

To make opinion warlike, lest we learn

A sharper lesson than we ever knew.

I hear a thunder though the skies are fair,

But shrill you, loud and long, the warning note – Prepare.

To E. L., on His Travels in Greece

 

Illyrian woodlands, echoing falls

Of water, sheets of summer glass,

The long divine Peneïan pass,

The vast Akrokeraunian walls,

 

Tomohrit, Athos, all things fair,

With such a pencil, such a pen,

You shadow forth to distant men,

I read and felt that I was there:

 

And trust me while I turn'd the page,

And track'd you still on classic ground,

I grew in gladness till I found

My spirits in the golden age.

 

For me the torrent ever pour'd

And glisten'd – here and there alone

The broad-limb'd Gods at random thrown

By fountain-urns; – and Naiads oar'd

 

A glimmering shoulder under gloom

Of cavern pillars; on the swell

The silver lily heaved and fell;

And many a slope was rich in bloom

 

From him that on the mountain lea

By dancing rivulets fed his flocks,

To him who sat upon the rocks,

And fluted to the morning sea.

Stanzas on the Marriage of the Princess Royal

 

God bless our Prince and Bride!

God keep their lands allied,

God save the Queen!

Clothe them with righteousness,

Crown them with happiness,

Them with all blessings bless,

God save the Queen!

 

Fair fall this hallow'd hour,

Farewell our England's flower,

God save the Queen.

Farewell, fair rose of May!

Let both the peoples say,

God bless thy marriage day,

God bless the Queen!

The War

 

There is a sound of thunder afar,

Storm in the South that darkens the day,

Storm of battle and thunder of war,

Well, if it do not roll our way.

Storm! storm! Riflemen form!

Ready, be ready to meet the storm!

Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form!

 

Be not deaf to the sound that warns!

Be not gull'd by a despot's plea!

Are figs of thistles, or grapes of thorns?

How should a despot set men free?

Form! form! Riflemen form!

Ready, be ready to meet the storm!

Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form!

 

Let your reforms for a moment go,

Look to your butts and take good aims.

Better a rotten borough or so,

Than a rotten fleet or a city in flames!

Form! form! Riflemen form!

Ready, be ready to meet the storm!

Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form!

 

Form, be ready to do or die!

Form in Freedom's name and the Queen's!

True, that we have a faithful ally,

But only the Devil knows what he means.

Form! form! Riflemen form!

Ready, be ready to meet the storm!

Riflemen, riflemen, riflemen form!

Ode for the Opening of the International Exhibition, 1862

 

Uplift a thousand voices full and sweet,

In this wide hall with earth's invention stored,

And praise th' invisible universal Lord,

Who lets once more in peace the nations meet,

Where Science, Art, and Labour have outpour'd

Their myriad horns of plenty at our feet.

 

O silent father of our Kings to be,

Mourn'd in this golden hour of jubilee,

For this, for all, we weep our thanks to thee!

 

The world-compelling plan was thine,

And, lo! the long laborious miles

Of Palace; lo! the giant aisles,

Rich in model and design;

Harvest-tool and husbandry,

Loom, and wheel, and engin'ry,

Secrets of the sullen mine,

Steel and gold, and corn and wine,

Fabric rough, or fairy-fine,

Sunny tokens of the Line,

Polar marvels, and a feast

Of wonder, out of West and East,

And shapes and hues of Art divine!

All of beauty, all of use,

That one fair planet can produce,

Brought from under every star,

Blown from over every main,

And mixt, as life is mixt with pain,

The works of peace with works of war.16

 

Is the goal so far away?

Far, how far no tongue can say,

Let us dream our dream to-day.

 

O ye, the wise who think, the wise who reign,

From growing commerce loose her latest chain,

And let the fair white-winged peacemaker fly

To happy havens under all the sky,

And mix the seasons and the golden hours,

Till each man find his own in all men's good,

And all men work in noble brotherhood,

Breaking their mailed fleets and armed towers,

And ruling by obeying nature's powers,

And gathering all the fruits of earth and crown'd with all her flowers.

Epitaph on the Duchess of Kent

 

»Her children rise up and call her blessed.«

 

Long as the heart beats life within her breast,

Thy child will bless thee, guardian, mother mild,

And far away thy memory will be blest,

By children of the children of thy child.

Song

 

Lady, let the rolling drums

Beat to battle where thy warrior stands:

Now thy face across his fancy comes,

And gives the battle to his hands.

 

Lady, let the trumpets blow,

Clasp thy little babes about thy knee:

Now their warrior father meets the foe,

And strikes him dead for thine and thee.

 

Song

Home they brought him slain with spears.

They brought him home at even-fall:

All alone she sits and hears

Echoes in his empty hall,

Sounding on the morrow.

 

The Sun peep'd in from open field,

The boy began to leap and prance,

Rode upon his father's lance,

Beat upon his father's shield –

»O hush, my joy, my sorrow.«

The Captain

 

A Legend of the Navy

He that only rules by terror

Doeth grievous wrong.

Deep as Hell I count his error.

Let him hear my song.

Brave the Captain was: the seamen

Made a gallant crew,

Gallant sons of English freemen,

Sailors bold and true.

But they hated his oppression,

Stern he was and rash;

So for every light transgression

Doom'd them to the lash.

Day by day more harsh and cruel

Seem'd the Captain's mood.

Secret wrath like smother'd fuel

Burnt in each man's blood.

Yet he hoped to purchase glory,

Hoped to make the name

Of his vessel great in story,

Wheresoe'er he came.

So they past by capes and islands,

Many a harbour-mouth,

Sailing under palmy highlands

Far within the South.

On a day when they were going

O'er the lone expanse,

In the north, her canvas flowing,

Rose a ship of France.

Then the Captain's colour heighten'd,

Joyful came his speech:

But a cloudy gladness lighten'd

In the eyes of each.

»Chase,« he said: the ship flew forward,

And the wind did blow;

Stately, lightly, went she Norward,

Till she near'd the foe.

Then they look'd at him they hated,

Had what they desired:

Mute with folded arms they waited –

Not a gun was fired.

But they heard the foeman's thunder

Roaring out their doom;

All the air was torn in sunder,

Crashing went the boom,

Spars were splinter'd, decks were shatter'd,

Bullets fell like rain;

Over mast and deck were scatter'd

Blood and brains of men.

Spars were splinter'd; decks were broken:

Every mother's son –

Down they dropt – no word was spoken –

Each beside his gun.

On the decks as they were lying,

Were their faces grim.

In their blood, as they lay dying,

Did they smile on him.

Those, in whom he had reliance

For his noble name,

With one smile of still defiance

Sold him unto shame.

Shame and wrath his heart confounded,

Pale he turn'd and red,

Till himself was deadly wounded

Falling on the dead.

Dismal error! fearful slaughter!

Years have wander'd by,

Side by side beneath the water

Crew and Captain lie;

There the sunlit ocean tosses

O'er them mouldering,

And the lonely seabird crosses

With one waft of the wing.

 

Three Sonnets to a Coquette

I

 

Caress'd or chidden by the dainty hand,

And singing airy trifles this or that,

Light Hope at Beauty's call would perch and stand,

And run thro' every change of sharp and flat;

And Fancy came and at her pillow sat,

When Sleep had bound her in his rosy band,

And chased away the still-recurring gnat,

And woke her with a lay from fairy land.

But now they live with Beauty less and less,

For Hope is other Hope and wanders far,

Nor cares to lisp in love's delicious creeds;

And Fancy watches in the wilderness,

Poor Fancy sadder than a single star,

That sets at twilight in a land of reeds.

 

II

 

The form, the form alone is eloquent!

A nobler yearning never broke her rest

Than but to dance and sing, be gaily drest,

And win all eyes with all accomplishment:

Yet in the waltzing-circle as we went,

My fancy made me for a moment blest

To find my heart so near the beauteous breast

That once had power to rob it of content.

A moment came the tenderness of tears,

The phantom of a wish that once could move,

A ghost of passion that no smiles restore –

For ah! the slight coquette, she cannot love,

And if you kissed her feet a thousand years,

She still would take the praise, and care no more.

 

III

 

Wan Sculptor, weepest thou to take the cast

Of those dead lineaments that near thee lie?

Or sorrowest thou, pale Painter, for the past,

In painting some dead friend from memory?

Weep on: beyond his object Love can last:

His object lives: more cause to weep have I:

My tears, no tears of love, are flowing fast,

No tears of love, but tears that Love can die.

I pledge her not in any cheerful cup,

Nor care to sit beside her where she sits –

Ah pity – hint it not in human tones,

But breathe it into earth and close it up

With secret death for ever, in the pits

Which some green Christmas crams with weary bones.

 

On a Mourner

I

 

Nature, so far as in her lies,

Imitates God, and turns her face

To every land beneath the skies,

Counts nothing that she meets with base,

But lives and loves in every place;

 

II

 

Fills out the homely quickset-screens,

And makes the purple lilac ripe,

Steps from her airy hill, and greens

The swamp, where hums the dropping snipe,

With moss and braided marish-pipe;

 

III

 

And on thy heart a finger lays,

Saying, »Beat quicker, for the time

Is pleasant, and the woods and ways

Are pleasant, and the beech and lime

Put forth and feel a gladder clime.«

 

IV

 

And murmurs of a deeper voice,

Going before to some far shrine,

Teach that sick heart the stronger choice,

Till all thy life one way incline

With one wide will that closes thine.

 

V

 

And when the zoning eve has died

Where yon dark valleys wind forlorn,

Come Hope and Memory, spouse and bride,

From out the borders of the morn,

With that fair child betwixt them born.

 

VI

 

And when no mortal motion jars

The blackness round the tombing sod,

Thro' silence and the trembling stars

Comes Faith from tracts no feet have trod,

And Virtue, like a household god

 

VII

 

Promising empire; such as those

That once at dead of night did greet

Troy's wandering prince, so that he rose

With sacrifice, while all the fleet

Had rest by stony hills of Crete.

 

The Victim

I

 

A plague upon the people fell,

A famine after laid them low,

Then thorpe and byre arose in fire,

For on them brake the sudden foe;

So thick they died the people cried

»The Gods are moved against the land.«

The Priest in horror about his altar

To Thor and Odin lifted a hand.

»Help us from famine

And plague and strife!

What would you have of us?

Human life?

Were it our nearest,

Were it our dearest,

(Answer, O answer)

We give you his life.«

 

II

 

But still the foeman spoil'd and burn'd,

And cattle died, and deer in wood,

And bird in air, and fishes turn'd

And whiten'd all the rolling flood;

And dead men lay all over the way,

Or down in a furrow scathed with flame:

And ever and ay the Priesthood moan'd

Till at last it seem'd that an answer came:

»The King is happy

In child and wife;

Take you his nearest,

Take you his dearest,

Give us a life.«

 

III

 

The Priest went out by heath and hill;

The King was hunting in the wild;

They found the mother sitting still;

She cast her arms about the child.

The child was only eight summers old,

His beauty still with his years increased,

His face was ruddy, his hair was gold,

He seem'd a victim due to the priest.

The Priest exulted,

And cried with joy,

»Here is his nearest,

Here is his dearest,

We take the boy.«

 

IV

 

The King returned from out the wild,

He bore but little game in hand;

The mother said »They have taken the child,

To spill his blood and heal the land:

The land is sick, the people diseased,

And blight and famine on all the lea:

The holy Gods, they must be appeased,

So I pray you tell the truth to me.

They have taken our son,

They will have his life.

Is he your nearest?

Is he your dearest?

(Answer, O answer)

Or I, the wife?«

 

V

 

The King bent low, with hand on brow,

He stay'd his arms upon his knee:

»O wife, what use to answer now?

For now the Priest has judged for me.«

The King was shaken with holy fear;

»The Gods,« he said, »would have chosen well;

Yet both are near, and both are dear,

And which the dearest I cannot tell!«

But the Priest was happy,

His victim won,

»We have his nearest,

We have his dearest,

His only son!«

 

VI

 

The rites prepared, the victim bared,

The knife uprising toward the blow,

To the altar-stone she sprang alone,

»Me, me, not him, my darling, no!«

He caught her away with a sudden cry;

Suddenly from him brake the wife,

And shrieking »I am his dearest, I –

I am his dearest!« rush'd on the knife.

And the Priest was happy,

»O, Father Odin,

We give you a life.

Which was his nearest?

Which was his dearest?

The Gods have answered:

We give them the wife!«

 

On a Spiteful Letter

Here, it is here – the close of the year,

And with it a spiteful letter.

My name in song has done him much wrong,

For himself has done much better.

 

O foolish bard, is your lot so hard,

If men neglect your pages?

I think not much of yours or of mine:

I hear the roll of the ages.

 

This fallen leaf, isn't fame as brief?

My rhymes may have been the stronger.

Yet hate me not, but abide your lot:

I last but a moment longer.

 

O faded leaf, isn't fame as brief?

What room is here for a hater?

Yet the yellow leaf hates the greener leaf,

For it hangs one moment later.

 

Greater than I – isn't that your cry?

And I shall live to see it.

Well, if it be so, so it is, you know;

And if it be so – so be it!

 

O summer leaf, isn't fame as brief?

But this is the time of hollies.

And my heart, my heart is an evergreen:

I hate the spites and the follies.

 

Wages

Glory of warrior, glory of orator, glory of song,

Paid with a voice flying by to be lost on an endless sea –

Glory of Virtue, to fight, to struggle, to right the wrong –

Nay, but she aim'd not at glory, no lover of glory she:

Give her the glory of going on, and still to be.

 

The wages of sin is death: if the wages of Virtue be dust,

Would she have heart to endure for the life of the worm and the fly?

She desires no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of the just,

To rest in a golden grove, or to bask in a summer sky:

Give her the wages of going on, and not to die.

1865-1866

 

I stood on a tower in the wet

And New Year and Old Year met,

And winds were roaring and blowing;

And I said, »O years, that meet in tears,

Have ye aught that is worth the knowing?

Science enough and exploring,

Wanderers coming and going,

Matter enough for deploring,

But aught that is worth the knowing?«

Seas at my feet were flowing,

Waves on the shingle pouring,

Old Year roaring and blowing,

And New Year blowing and roaring.

Lucretius

 

Lucilia, wedded to Lucretius, found

Her master cold; for when the morning flush

Of passion and the first embrace had died

Between them, tho' he loved her none the less,

Yet often when the woman heard his foot

Return from pacings in the field, and ran

To greet him with a kiss, the master took

Small notice, or austerely, for – his mind

Half buried in some weightier argument,

Or fancy-borne perhaps upon the rise

And long roll of the Hexameter – he past

To turn and ponder those three hundred scrolls

Left by the Teacher whom he held divine.

She brook'd it not; but wrathful, petulant,

Dreaming some rival, sought and found a witch

Who brew'd the philtre which had power, they said,

To lead an errant passion home again.

And this, at times, she mingled with his drink,

And this destroy'd him; for the wicked broth

Confused the chemic labour of the blood,

And tickling the brute brain within the man's

Made havock among those tender cells, and check'd

His power to shape: he loath'd himself; and once

After a tempest woke upon a morn

That mock'd him with returning calm, and cried,

 

»Storm in the night! for thrice I heard the rain

Rushing; and once the flash of a thunderbolt –

Methought I never saw so fierce a fork –

Struck out the streaming mountain-side, and show'd

A riotous confluence of watercourses

Blanching and billowing in a hollow of it,

Where all but yester-eve was dusty-dry.

 

Storm, and what dreams, ye holy Gods, what dreams!

For thrice I waken'd after dreams. Perchance

We do but recollect the dreams that come

Just ere the waking: terrible! for it seem'd

A void was made in Nature; all her bonds

Crack'd; and I saw the flaring atom-streams

And torrents of her myriad universe,

Ruining along the illimitable inane,

Fly on to clash together again, and make

Another and another frame of things

For ever: that was mine, my dream, I knew it –

Of and belonging to me, as the dog

With inward yelp and restless forefoot plies

His function of the woodland: but the next!

I thought that all the blood by Sylla shed

Came driving rainlike down again on earth,

And where it dash'd the reddening meadow, sprang

No dragon warriors from Cadmean teeth,

For these I thought my dream would show to me,

But girls, Hetairai, curious in their art,

Hired animalisms, vile as those that made

The mulberry-faced Dictator's orgies worse

Than aught they fable of the quiet Gods.

And hands they mixt, and yell'd and round me drove

In narrowing circles till I yell'd again

Half-suffocated, and sprang up, and saw –

Was it the first beam of my latest day?

 

Then, then, from utter gloom stood out the breasts,

The breasts of Helen, and hoveringly a sword

Now over and now under, now direct,

Pointed itself to pierce, but sank down shamed

At all that beauty; and as I stared, a fire,

The fire that left a roofless Ilion,

Shot out of them, and scorch'd me that I woke.

 

Is this thy vengeance, holy Venus, thine,

Because I would not one of thine own doves,

Not ev'n a rose, were offer'd to thee? thine,

Forgetful how my rich proœmion makes

Thy glory fly along the Italian field,

In lays that will outlast thy Deity?

 

Deity? nay, thy worshippers. My tongue

Trips, or I speak profanely. Which of these

Angers thee most, or angers thee at all?

Not if thou be'st of those who far aloof

From envy, hate and pity, and spite and scorn,

Live the great life which all our greatest fain

Would follow, center'd in eternal calm.

 

Nay, if thou can'st, O Goddess, like ourselves

Touch, and be touch'd, then would I cry to thee

To kiss thy Mavors, roll thy tender arms

Round him, and keep him from the lust of blood

That makes a steaming slaughter-house of Rome.

 

Aye, but I meant not thee; I meant not her,

Whom all the pines of Ida shook to see

Slide from that quiet heaven of hers, and tempt

The Trojan, while his neat-herds were abroad;

Nor her that o'er her wounded hunter wept

Her Deity false in human-amorous tears;

Nor whom her beardless apple-arbiter

Decided fairest. Rather, O ye Gods,

Poet-like, as the great Sicilian called

Calliope to grace his golden verse –

Aye, and this Kypris also – did I take

That popular name of thine to shadow forth

The all-generating powers and genial heat

Of Nature, when she strikes through the thick blood

Of cattle, and light is large and lambs are glad

Nosing the mother's udder, and the bird

Makes his heart voice amid the blaze of flowers:

Which things appear the work of mighty Gods.

 

The Gods! and if I go my work is left

Unfinish'd – if I go. The Gods, who haunt

The lucid interspace of world and world,

Where never creeps a cloud, or moves a wind,

Nor ever falls the least white star of snow,

Nor ever lowest roll of thunder moans,

Nor sound of human sorrow mounts to mar

Their sacred everlasting calm! and such,

Not all so fine, nor so divine a calm,

Not such, nor all unlike it, man may gain

Letting his own life go. The Gods, the Gods!

If all be atoms, how then should the Gods

Being atomic not be dissoluble,

Not follow the great law? My master held

That Gods there are, for all men so believe.

I prest my footsteps into his, and meant

Surely to lead my Memmius in a train

Of flowery clauses onward to the proof

That Gods there are, and deathless. Meant? I meant?

I have forgotten what I meant: my mind

Stumbles, and all my faculties are lamed.

 

Look where another of our Gods, the Sun,

Apollo, Delius, or of older use

All-seeing Hyperion – what you will –

Has mounted yonder; since he never sware,

Except his wrath were wreak'd on wretched man,

That he would only shine among the dead

Hereafter; tales! for never yet on earth

Could dead flesh creep, or bits of roasting ox

Moan round the spit – nor knows he what he sees;

King of the East altho' he seem, and girt

With song and flame and fragrance, slowly lifts

His golden feet on those empurpled stairs

That climb into the windy halls of heaven:

And here he glances on an eye new-born,

And gets for greeting but a wail of pain;

And here he stays upon a freezing orb

That fain would gaze upon him to the last:

And here upon a yellow eyelid fall'n

And closed by those who mourn a friend in vain,

Not thankful that his troubles are no more.

And me, altho' his fire is on my face

Blinding, he sees not, nor at all can tell

Whether I mean this day to end myself,

Or lend an ear to Plato where he says,

That men like soldiers may not quit the post

Allotted by the Gods: but he that holds

The Gods are careless, wherefore need he care

Greatly for them, nor rather plunge at once,

Being troubled, wholly out of sight, and sink

Past earthquake – aye, and gout and stone, that break

Body toward death, and palsy, death-in-life,

And wretched age – and worst disease of all.

These prodigies of myriad nakednesses,

And twisted shapes of lust, unspeakable,

Abominable, strangers at my hearth

Not welcome, harpies miring every dish,

The phantom husks of something foully done,

And fleeting thro' the boundless universe,

And blasting the long quiet of my breast

With animal heat and dire insanity.

 

How should the mind, except it loved them, clasp

These idols to herself? or do they fly

Now thinner, and now thicker, like the flakes

In a fall of snow, and so press in, perforce

Of multitude, as crowds that in an hour

Of civic tumult jam the doors, and bear

The keepers down, and throng, their rags and they,

The basest, far into that council-hall

Where sit the best and stateliest of the land?

 

Can I not fling this horror off me again,

Seeing with how great ease Nature can smile,

Balmier and nobler from her bath of storm,

At random ravage? and how easily

The mountain there has cast his cloudy slough,

Now towering o'er him in serenest air,

A mountain o'er a mountain, aye, and within

All hollow as the hopes and fears of men.

 

But who was he, that in the garden snared

Picus and Faunus, rustic Gods? a tale

To laugh at – more to laugh at in myself –

For look! what is it? there? yon arbutus

Totters; a noiseless riot underneath

Strikes through the wood, sets all the tops quivering –

The mountain quickens into Nymph and Faun;

And here an Oread, and this way she runs

Before the rest – A satyr, a satyr, see –

Follows; but him I proved impossible;

Twy-natured is no nature: yet he draws

Nearer and nearer, and I scan him now

Beastlier than any phantom of his kind

That ever butted his rough brother-brute

For lust or lusty blood or provender:

I hate, abhor, spit, sicken at him; and she

Loathes him as well; such a precipitate heel,

Fledged as it were with Mercury's ankle-wing,

Whirls her to me: but will she fling herself,

Shameless upon me? Catch her, goatfoot: nay,

Hide, hide them, million-myrtled wilderness,

And cavern-shadowing laurels, hide! do I wish –

What? – that the bush were leafless? or to whelm

All of them in one massacre? O ye Gods,

I know you careless, yet, behold, to you

From childly wont and ancient use I call –

I thought I lived securely as yourselves –

No lewdness, narrowing envy, monkey-spite,

No madness of ambition, avarice, none:

No larger feast than under plane or pine

With neighbours laid along the grass, to take

Only such cups as left us friendly-warm,

Affirming each his own philosophy –

Nothing to mar the sober majesties

Of settled, sweet, Epicurean life.

But now it seems some unseen monster lays

His vast and filthy hands upon my will,

Wrenching it backward into his; and spoils

My bliss in being; and it was not great;

For save when shutting reasons up in rhythm,

Or Heliconian honey in living words,

To make a truth less harsh, I often grew

Tired of so much within our little life,

Or of so little in our little life –

Poor little life that toddles half an hour

Crown'd with a flower or two, and there an end –

And since the nobler pleasure seems to fade,

Why should I, beastlike as I find myself,

Not manlike end myself? – our privilege –

What beast has heart to do it? And what man,

What Roman would be dragg'd in triumph thus?

Not I; not he, who bears one name with her,

Whose death-blow struck the dateless doom of kings,

When, brooking not the Tarquin in her veins,

She made her blood in sight of Collatine

And all his peers, flushing the guiltless air,

Spout from the maiden fountain in her heart.

And from it sprang the Commonwealth, which breaks

As I am breaking now!

 

And therefore now

Let her, that is the womb and tomb of all,

Great Nature, take, and forcing far apart

Those blind beginnings that have made me man,

Dash them anew together at her will

Through all her cycles – into man once more,

Or beast or bird or fish, or opulent flower –

But till this cosmic order everywhere

Shatter'd into one earthquake in one day

Cracks all to pieces, – and that hour perhaps

Is not so far when momentary man

Shall seem no more a something to himself,

But he, his hopes and hates, his homes and fanes,

And even his bones long laid within the grave,

The very sides of the grave itself shall pass,

Vanishing, atom and void, atom and void,

Into the unseen for ever, – till that hour,

My golden work in which I told a truth

That stays the rolling Ixionian wheel,

And numbs the Fury's ringlet-snake, and plucks

The mortal soul from out immortal hell,

Shall stand: aye, surely: then it fails at last

And perishes as I must; for O Thou,

Passionless bride, divine Tranquillity,

Yearn'd after by the wisest of the wise,

Who fail to find thee, being as thou art

Without one pleasure and without one pain,

Howbeit I know thou surely must be mine

Or soon or late, yet out of season, thus

I woo thee roughly, for thou carest not

How roughly men may woo thee so they win –

Thus – thus: the soul flies out and dies in the air.«

 

With that he drove the knife into his side:

She heard him raging, heard him fall; ran in,

Beat breast, tore hair, cried out upon herself

As having fail'd in duty to him, shriek'd

That she but meant to win him back, fell on him,

Clasp'd, kiss'd him, wail'd: he answer'd, »Care not thou!

What matters? All is over: Fare thee well!«

 


 

Notes

1 The seventeen lines »A grief ... immortality« were omitted when the poem was incorporated with »Juvenilia« in later editions.

 

2 »His crispè hair in ringis was yronne.« – Chaucer, Knight's Tale.

 

3 In 1833 the poem began with the line »All good things have not kept aloof«.

 

4 Stanzas VI and VII were not reprinted by the author after 1833.

 

5 When I first conceived the plan of the Palace of Art, I intended to have introduced both sculptures and paintings into it; but it is the most difficult of all things to devise a statue in verse. Judge whether I have succeeded in the statues of Elijah and Olympias.

 

One was the Tishbite whom the raven fed,

As when he stood on Carmel-steeps,

With one arm stretched out bare, and mocked and said,

»Come cry aloud – he sleeps.«

 

Tall, eager, lean and strong, his cloak windborne

Behind, his forehead heavenly-bright

From the clear marble pouring glorious scorn,

Lit as with inner light.

 

One was Olympias: the floating snake

Rolled round her ankles, round her waist

Knotted, and folded once about her neck,

Her perfect lips to taste

 

Round by the shoulder moved: she seeming blithe

Declined her head: on every side

The dragon's curves melted and mingled with

The woman's youthful pride

Of rounded limbs.

 

6 If the Poem were not already too long, I should have inserted in the text the following stanzas, expressive of the joy wherewith the soul contemplated the results of astronomical experiment. In the centre of the four quadrangles rose an immense tower.

 

Hither, when all the deep unsounded skies

Shuddered with silent stars, she clomb,

And as with optic glasses her keen eyes

Pierced thro' the mystic dome,

 

Regions of lucid matter taking forms,

Brushes of fire, hazy gleams,

Clusters and beds of worlds, and bee-like swarms

Of suns, and starry streams.

 

She saw the snowy poles of moonless Mars,

That marvellous round of milky light

Below Orion, and those double stars

Whereof the one more bright

Is circled by the other, etc.

 

7 Tennyson, in a conversation with his son, regretted that he had done away with this poem from among his »Juvenilia« (Life, i. 61).

 

8 Perhaps the following lines may be allowed to stand as a separate poem; originally they made part of the text, where they were manifestly superfluous.

 

My Rosalind, my Rosalind,

Bold, subtle, careless Rosalind,

Is one of those who know no strife

Of inward woe or outward fear;

To whom the slope and stream of life,

The life before, the life behind,

In the ear, from far and near,

Chimeth musically clear.

My falconhearted Rosalind,

Fullsailed before a vigorous wind,

Is one of those, who cannot weep

For others' woes, but overleap

All the petty shocks and fears

That trouble life in early years,

With a flash of frolic scorn

And keen delight, that never falls

Away from freshness, self-upborne

With such gladness as, whenever

The freshflushing springtime calls

To the flooding waters cool,

Young fishes, on an April morn,

Up and down a rapid river,

Leap the little waterfalls

That sing into the pebbled pool.

My happy falcon, Rosalind,

Hath daring fancies of her own,

Fresh as the dawn before the day,

Fresh as the early seasmell blown

Through vineyards from an inland bay.

My Rosalind, my Rosalind,

Because no shadow on you falls

Think you hearts are tennisballs,

To play with, wanton Rosalind?

 

9 Lines 9 and 10 of section v appear in the Selections, 1865, only.

 

10 Cockchafer.

 

11 Bittern.

12 Anemones.

 

13 The fruit of the Spindle-tree (Euonymus Europaeus).

 

14 Parliament opened on this date. In the debate in the House of Lords on the Address several of the speakers deprecated the violent opposition to Napoleon and France which the coup d'état had aroused in the press and on the platform.

 

15 This poem was first published for distribution at the International Exhibition in May, 1862, and reprinted in Fraser's Magazine, June, 1862. In that version the following three lines appeared after »The works of peace with works of war«, but were afterwards cancelled: –

 

War himself must make alliance

With rough Labour and fine Science,

Else he would but strike in vain.

 

16 »Be ye perfect, even as your Father in Heaven is perfect.«
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