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Epitaphs

Translated from Chiabrera

 

I

Weep not, beloved Friends! nor let the air

For me with sighs be troubled. Not from life

Have I been taken; this is genuine life

And this alone – the life which now I live

In peace eternal; where desire and joy

Together move in fellowship without end. –

Francesco Ceni willed that, after death,

His tombstone thus should speak for him. And surely

Small cause there is for that fond wish of ours

Long to continue in this world; a world

That keeps not faith, nor yet can point a hope

To good, whereof itself is destitute.

 

II

Perhaps some needful service of the State

Drew TITUS from the depth of studious bowers,

And doomed him to contend in faithless courts,

Where gold determines between right and wrong.

Yet did at length his loyalty of heart

And his pure native genius, lead him back

To wait upon the bright and gracious Muses,

Whom he had early loved. And not in vain

Such course he held! Bologna's learned schools

Were gladdened by the Sage's voice, and hung

With fondness on those sweet Nestorian strains.

There pleasure crowned his days; and all his thoughts

A roseate fragrance breathed.1 – O human life,

That never art secure from dolorous change!

Behold a high injunction suddenly

To Arno's side hath brought him, and he charmed

A Tuscan audience: but full soon was called

To the perpetual silence of the grave.

Mourn, Italy, the loss of him who stood

A Champion stedfast and invincible,

To quell the rage of literary War!

 

1 Ivi vivea giocondo e i suoi pensieri

Erano tutti rose.

The Translator had not skill to come nearer to his original.

 

III

O thou who movest onward with a mind

Intent upon thy way, pause, though in haste!

'Twill be no fruitless moment. I was born

Within Savona's walls, of gentle blood.

On Tiber's banks my youth was dedicate

To sacred studies; and the Roman Shepherd

Gave to my charge Urbino's numerous flock.

Well did I watch, much laboured, nor had power

To escape from many and strange indignities;

Was smitten by the great ones of the world,

But did not fall; for Virtue braves all shocks,

Upon herself resting immoveably.

Me did a kindlier fortune then invite

To serve the glorious Henry, King of France,

And in his hands I saw a high reward

Stretched out for my acceptance, – but Death came.

Now, Reader, learn from this my fate, how false,

How treacherous to her promise, is the world;

And trust in God – to whose eternal doom

Must bend the sceptred Potentates of earth.

 

IV

There never breathed a man who, when his life

Was closing, might not of that life relate

Toils long and hard. – The warrior will report

Of wounds, and bright swords flashing in the field,

And blast of trumpets. He who hath been doomed

To bow his forehead in the courts of kings,

Will tell of fraud and never-ceasing hate,

Envy and heart-inquietude, derived

From intricate cabals of treacherous friends.

I, who on shipboard lived from earliest youth,

Could represent the countenance horrible

Of the vexed waters, and the indignant rage

Of Auster and Boötes. Fifty years

Over the well-steered galleys did I rule: –

From huge Pelorus to the Atlantic pillars,

Rises no mountain to mine eyes unknown;

And the broad gulfs I traversed oft and oft.

Of every cloud which in the heavens might stir

I knew the force; and hence the rough sea's pride

Availed not to my Vessel's overthrow.

What noble pomp and frequent have not I

On regal decks beheld! yet in the end

I learned that one poor moment can suffice

To equalise the lofty and the low.

We sail the sea of life – a Calm One finds,

And One a Tempest – and, the voyage o'er,

Death is the quiet haven of us all.

If more of my condition ye would know,

Savona was my birthplace, and I sprang

Of noble parents: seventy years and three

Lived I – then yielded to a slow disease.

 

V

True is it that Ambrosio Salinero

With an untoward fate was long involved

In odious litigation; and full long,

Fate harder still! had he to endure assaults

Of racking malady. And true it is

That not the less a frank courageous heart

And buoyant spirit triumphed over pain;

And he was strong to follow in the steps

Of the fair Muses. Not a covert path

Leads to the dear Parnassian forest's shade,

That might from him be hidden; not a track

Mounts to pellucid Hippocrene, but he

Had traced its windings. – This Savona knows,

Yet no sepulchral honors to her Son

She paid, for in our age the heart is ruled

Only by gold. And now a simple stone

Inscribed with this memorial here is raised

By his bereft, his lonely, Chiabrera.

Think not, O Passenger! who read'st the lines

That an exceeding love hath dazzled me;

No – he was One whose memory ought to spread

Where'er Permessus bears an honoured name,

And live as long as its pure stream shall flow.

 

VI

Destined to war from very infancy

Was I, Roberto Dati, and I took

In Malta the white symbol of the Cross:

Nor in life's vigorous season did I shun

Hazard or toil; among the sands was seen

Of Lybia; and not seldom, on the banks

Of wide Hungarian Danube, 'twas my lot

To hear the sanguinary trumpet sounded.

So lived I, and repined not at such fate:

This only grieves me, for it seems a wrong

That stripped of arms I to my end am brought

On the soft down of my paternal home.

Yet haply Arno shall be spared all cause

To blush for me. Thou, loiter not nor halt

In thy appointed way, and bear in mind

How fleeting and how frail is human life!

 

VII

O flower of all that springs from gentle blood,

And all that generous nurture breeds to make

Youth amiable; O friend so true of soul

To fair Aglaia; by what envy moved,

Lelius! has death cut short thy brilliant day

In its sweet opening? and what dire mishap

Has from Savona torn her best delight?

For thee she mourns, nor e'er will cease to mourn;

And, should the out-pourings of her eyes suffice not

For her heart's grief, she will entreat Sebeto

Not to withhold his bounteous aid, Sebeto

Who saw thee, on his margin, yield to death,

In the chaste arms of thy belovèd Love!

What profit riches? what does youth avail?

Dust are our hopes; – I, weeping bitterly,

Penned these sad lines, nor can forbear to pray

That every gentle Spirit hither led

May read them not without some bitter tears.

 

VIII

Not without heavy grief of heart did He

On whom the duty fell (for at that time

The father sojourned in a distant land)

Deposit in the hollow of this tomb

A brother's Child, most tenderly beloved!

FRANCESCO was the name the Youth had borne,

POZZOBONNELLI his illustrious house;

And, when beneath this stone the Corse was laid,

The eyes of all Savona streamed with tears.

Alas! the twentieth April of his life

Had scarcely flowered: and at this early time,

By genuine virtue he inspired a hope

That greatly cheered his country: to his kin

He promised comfort; and the flattering thoughts

His friends had in their fondness entertained,1

He suffered not to languish or decay.

Now is there not good reason to break forth

Into a passionate lament? – O Soul!

Short while a Pilgrim in our nether world,

Do thou enjoy the calm empyreal air;

And round this earthly tomb let roses rise,

An everlasting spring! in memory

Of that delightful fragrance which was once

From thy mild manners quietly exhaled.

 

1 In justice to the Author, I subjoin the original:

–– e degli amici

Non lasciava languire i bei pensieri.

 

IX

Pause, courteous Spirit! – Baldi supplicates

That Thou, with no reluctant voice, for him

Here laid in mortal darkness, wouldst prefer

A prayer to the Redeemer of the world.

This to the dead by sacred right belongs;

All else is nothing. – Did occasion suit

To tell his worth, the marble of this tomb

Would ill suffice: for Plato's lore sublime,

And all the wisdom of the Stagyrite,

Enriched and beautified his studious mind:

With Archimedes also he conversed

As with a chosen friend; nor did he leave

Those laureat wreaths ungathered which the Nymphs

Twine near their loved Permessus. – Finally,

Himself above each lower thought uplifting,

His ears he closed to listen to the songs

Which Sion's Kings did consecrate of old;

And his Permessus found on Lebanon.

A blessèd Man! who of protracted days

Made not, as thousands do, a vulgar sleep;

But truly did He live his life. Urbino,

Take pride in him! – O Passenger, farewell!

 

I

By a blest Husband guided, Mary came

By a blest Husband guided, Mary cameFrom nearest kindred, Vernon her new name;

She came, though meek of soul, in seemly pride

Of happiness and hope, a youthful Bride.

O dread reverse! if aught be so, which proves

That God will chasten whom he dearly loves.

Faith bore her up through pains in mercy given,

And troubles that were each a step to Heaven:

Two Babes were laid in earth before she died;

A third now slumbers at the Mother's side;

Its Sister-twin survives, whose smiles afford

A trembling solace to her widowed Lord.

 

Reader! if to thy bosom cling the pain

Of recent sorrow combated in vain;

Or if thy cherished grief have failed to thwart

Time still intent on his insidious part,

Lulling the mourner's best good thoughts asleep,

Pilfering regrets we would, but cannot, keep;

Bear with Him – judge Him gently who makes known

His bitter loss by this memorial Stone;

And pray that in his faithful breast the grace

Of resignation find a hallowed place.

 

II

Six months to six years added he remained

Six months to six years added he remained

Upon this sinful earth, by sin unstained:

O blessèd Lord! whose mercy then removed

A Child whom every eye that looked on loved;

Support us, teach us calmly to resign

What we possessed, and now is wholly thine!

 

III

Cenotaph

In affectionate remembrance of Frances Fermor, whose remains are deposited in the church of Claines, near Worcester, this stone is erected by her sister, Dame Margaret, wife of Sir George Beaumont, Bart., who, feeling not less than the love of a brother for the deceased, commends this memorial to the care of his heirs and successors in the possession of this place.

 

By vain affections unenthralled,

Though resolute when duty called

To meet the world's broad eye,

Pure as the holiest cloistered nun

That ever feared the tempting sun,

Did Fermor live and die.

 

This Tablet, hallowed by her name,

One heart-relieving tear may claim;

But if the pensive gloom

Of fond regret be still thy choice,

Exalt thy spirit, hear the voice

Of Jesus from her tomb!

 

»I AM THE WAY, THE TRUTH, AND THE LIFE.«

 

IV

Epitaph

In the Chapel-Yard of Langdale, Westmoreland

 

By playful smiles, (alas! too oft

A sad heart's sunshine) by a soft

And gentle nature, and a free

Yet modest hand of charity,

Through life was OWEN LLOYD endeared

To young and old; and how revered

Had been that pious spirit, a tide

Of humble mourners testified,

When, after pains dispensed to prove

The measure of God's chastening love,

Here, brought from far, his corse found rest, –

Fulfilment of his own request; –

Urged less for this Yew's shade, though he

Planted with such fond hope the tree;

Less for the love of stream and rock,

Dear as they were, than that his Flock,

When they no more their Pastor's voice

Could hear to guide them in their choice

Through good and evil, help might have,

Admonished, from his silent grave,

Of righteousness, of sins forgiven,

For peace on earth and bliss in heaven.

 

V

Address to the Scholars of the Village School of –– 1798

I come, ye little noisy Crew,

Not long your pastime to prevent;

I heard the blessing which to you

Our common Friend and Father sent.

I kissed his cheek before he died;

And when his breath was fled,

I raised, while kneeling by his side,

His hand: – it dropped like lead.

Your hands, dear Little-ones, do all

That can be done, will never fall

Like his till they are dead.

By night or day, blow foul or fair,

Ne'er will the best of all your train

Play with the locks of his white hair,

Or stand between his knees again.

 

Here did he sit confined for hours;

But he could see the woods and plains,

Could hear the wind and mark the showers

Come streaming down the streaming panes.

Now stretched beneath his grass-green mound

He rests a prisoner of the ground.

He loved the breathing air,

 

He loved the sun, but if it rise

Or set, to him where now he lies,

Brings not a moment's care.

Alas! what idle words; but take

The Dirge which for our Master's sake

And yours, love prompted me to make.

The rhymes so homely in attire

With learnèd ears may ill agree,

But chanted by your Orphan Quire

Will make a touching melody.

 

Dirge

 

Mourn, Shepherd, near thy old grey stone;

Thou Angler, by the silent flood;

And mourn when thou art all alone,

Thou Woodman, in the distant wood!

 

Thou one blind Sailor, rich in joy

Though blind, thy tunes in sadness hum;

And mourn, thou poor half-witted Boy!

Born deaf, and living deaf and dumb.

 

Thou drooping sick Man, bless the Guide

Who checked or turned thy headstrong youth,

As he before had sanctified

Thy infancy with heavenly truth.

 

Ye Striplings, light of heart and gay,

Bold settlers on some foreign shore,

Give, when your thoughts are turned this way,

A sigh to him whom we deplore.

 

For us who here in funeral strain

With one accord our voices raise,

Let sorrow overcharged with pain

Be lost in thankfulness and praise.

 

And when our hearts shall feel a sting

From ill we meet or good we miss,

May touches of his memory bring

Fond healing, like a mother's kiss.

 

BY THE SIDE OF THE GRAVE SOME YEARS AFTER

 

LONG time his pulse hath ceased to beat;

But benefits, his gift, we trace –

Expressed in every eye we meet

Round this dear Vale, his native place.

 

To stately Hall and Cottage rude

Flowed from his life what still they hold,

Light pleasures, every day renewed;

And blessings half a century old.

 

Oh true of heart, of spirit gay,

Thy faults, where not already gone

From memory, prolong their stay

For charity's sweet sake alone.

 

Such solace find we for our loss;

And what beyond this thought we crave

Comes in the promise from the Cross,

Shining upon thy happy grave.1

 

1 [See upon the subject of the three foregoing pieces The Fountain, etc., pp. 68–73].

 

VI

Elegiac Stanzas

Suggested by a Picture of Peele Castle, in a Storm, Painted by Sir George Beaumont

 

I was thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile!

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee:

I saw thee every day; and all the while

Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea.

 

So pure the sky, so quiet was the air!

So like, so very like, was day to day!

Whene'er I looked, thy Image still was there;

It trembled, but it never passed away.

 

How perfect was the calm! it seemed no sleep;

No mood, which season takes away, or brings:

I could have fancied that the mighty Deep

Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things.

 

Ah! THEN, if mine had been the Painter's hand,

To express what then I saw; and add the gleam,

The light that never was, on sea or land,

The consecration, and the Poet's dream;

 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary Pile

Amid a world how different from this!

Beside a sea that could not cease to smile;

On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss.

 

Thou shouldst have seemed a treasure-house divine

Of peaceful years; a chronicle of heaven; –

Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine

The very sweetest had to thee been given.

 

A Picture had it been of lasting ease,

Elysian quiet, without toil or strife;

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,

Or merely silent Nature's breathing life.

 

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,

Such Picture would I at that time have made:

And seen the soul of truth in every part,

A stedfast peace that might not be betrayed.

 

So once it would have been, – 'tis so no more;

I have submitted to a new control;

A power is gone, which nothing can restore;

A deep distress hath humanised my Soul.

 

Not for a moment could I now behold

A smiling sea, and be what I have been:

The feeling of my loss will ne'er be old;

This, which I know, I speak with mind serene.

 

Then, Beaumont, Friend! who would have been the Friend,

If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore,

This work of thine I blame not, but commend;

This sea in anger, and that dismal shore.

 

O 'tis a passionate Work! – yet wise and well,

Well chosen is the spirit that is here;

That Hulk which labours in the deadly swell,

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear!

 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,

I love to see the look with which it braves,

Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time,

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.

 

Farewell, farewell the heart that lives alone,

Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind!

Such happiness, wherever it be known,

Is to be pitied; for 'tis surely blind.

 

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer,

And frequent sights of what is to be borne!

Such sights, or worse, as are before me here. –

Not without hope we suffer and we mourn.

 

VII

To the Daisy

Sweet Flower! belike one day to have

A place upon thy Poet's grave,

I welcome thee once more:

But He, who was on land, at sea,

My Brother, too, in loving thee,

Although he loved more silently,

Sleeps by his native shore.

 

Ah! hopeful, hopeful was the day

When to that Ship he bent his way,

To govern and to guide:

His wish was gained: a little time

Would bring him back in manhood's prime

And free for life, these hills to climb,

With all his wants supplied.

 

And full of hope day followed day

While that stout Ship at anchor lay

Beside the shores of Wight;

The May had then made all things green;

And, floating there, in pomp serene,

That Ship was goodly to be seen,

His pride and his delight!

 

Yet then, when called ashore, he sought

The tender peace of rural thought:

In more than happy mood

To your abodes, bright daisy Flowers!

He then would steal at leisure hours,

And loved you glittering in your bowers,

A starry multitude.

 

But hark the word! – the ship is gone; –

Returns from her long course: – anon

Sets sail: – in season due,

Once more on English earth they stand:

But, when a third time from the land

They parted, sorrow was at hand

For Him and for his crew.

 

Ill-fated Vessel! – ghastly shock!

– At length delivered from the rock,

The deep she hath regained;

And through the stormy night they steer;

Labouring for life, in hope and fear,

To reach a safer shore – how near,

Yet not to be attained!

 

»Silence!« the brave Commander cried;

To that calm word a shriek replied,

It was the last death-shriek.

– A few (my soul oft sees that sight)

Survive upon the tall mast's height;

But one dear remnant of the night –

For Him in vain I seek.

 

Six weeks beneath the moving sea

He lay in slumber quietly;

Unforced by wind or wave

To quit the Ship for which he died,

(All claims of duty satisfied);

And there they found him at her side;

And bore him to the grave.

 

Vain service! yet not vainly done

For this, if other end were none,

That He, who had been cast

Upon a way of life unmeet

For such a gentle Soul and sweet,

Should find an undisturbed retreat

Near what he loved, at last –

 

That neighbourhood of grove and field

To Him a resting-place should yield,

A meek man and a brave!

The birds shall sing and ocean make

A mournful murmur for his sake;

And Thou, sweet Flower, shalt sleep and wake

Upon his senseless grave.

 

VIII

Elegiac Verses

In Memory of My Brother, John Wordsworth

 

Commander of the E. I. Company's ship, the Earl of Abergavenny, in which he perished by calamitous shipwreck, Feb. 6th, 1805. Composed near the Mountain track, that leads from Grasmere through Grisdale Hawes, where it descends towards Patterdale.

 

I

 

The Sheep-boy whistled loud, and lo!

That instant, startled by the shock,

The Buzzard mounted from the rock

Deliberate and slow:

Lord of the air, he took his flight;

Oh! could he on that woeful night

Have lent his wing, my Brother dear,

For one poor moment's space to Thee,

And all who struggled with the Sea,

When safety was so near.

 

II

 

Thus in the weakness of my heart

I spoke (but let that pang be still)

When rising from the rock at will,

I saw the Bird depart.

And let me calmly bless the Power

That meets me in this unknown Flower,

Affecting type of him I mourn!

With calmness suffer and believe,

And grieve, and know that I must grieve,

Not cheerless, though forlorn.

 

III

 

Here did we stop; and here looked round

While each into himself descends,

For that last thought of parting Friends

That is not to be found.

Hidden was Grasmere Vale from sight,

Our home and his, his heart's delight,

His quiet heart's selected home.

But time before him melts away,

And he hath feeling of a day

Of blessedness to come.

 

IV

 

Full soon in sorrow did I weep,

Taught that the mutual hope was dust,

In sorrow, but for higher trust,

How miserably deep!

All vanished in a single word,

A breath, a sound, and scarcely heard.

Sea – Ship – drowned – Shipwreck – so it came,

The meek, the brave, the good, was gone;

He who had been our living John

Was nothing but a name.

 

V

 

That was indeed a parting! oh,

Glad am I, glad that it is past;

For there were some on whom it cast

Unutterable woe.

But they as well as I have gains; –

From many a humble source, to pains

Like these, there comes a mild release;

Even here I feel it, even this Plant

Is in its beauty ministrant

To comfort and to peace.

 

VI

 

He would have loved thy modest grace,

Meek Flower! To Him I would have said,

»It grows upon its native bed

Beside our Parting-place;

There, cleaving to the ground, it lies

With multitude of purple eyes,

Spangling a cushion green like moss;

But we will see it, joyful tide!

Some day, to see it in its pride,

The mountain will we cross.«

 

VII

 

– Brother and friend, if verse of mine

Have power to make thy virtues known,

Here let a monumental Stone

Stand – sacred as a Shrine;

And to the few who pass this way,

Traveller or Shepherd, let it say,

Long as these mighty rocks endure, –

Oh do not Thou too fondly brood,

Although deserving of all good,

On any earthly hope, however pure!1

 

1 The plant alluded to is the Moss Campion (Silene acaulis, of Linnæus). See Note, p. 456. See among the Poems on the »Naming of Places«, No. VI.

 

IX

Sonnet

Why should we weep or mourn, Angelic boy,

For such thou wert ere from our sight removed,

Holy, and ever dutiful – beloved

From day to day with never-ceasing joy,

And hopes as dear as could the heart employ

In aught to earth pertaining? Death has proved

His might, nor less his mercy, as behoved –

Death conscious that he only could destroy

The bodily frame. That beauty is laid low

To moulder in a far-off field of Rome;

But Heaven is now, blest Child, thy Spirit's home:

When such divine communion, which we know,

Is felt, thy Roman burial-place will be

Surely a sweet remembrancer of Thee.

 

X

Lines

Composed at Grasmere, during a walk one Evening, after a stormy day, the Author having just read in a Newspaper that the dissolution of Mr. Fox was hourly expected.

 

Loud is the Vale! the Voice is up

With which she speaks when storms are gone,

A mighty unison of streams!

Of all her Voices, One!

 

Loud is the Vale; – this inland Depth

In peace is roaring like the Sea;

Yon star upon the mountain-top

Is listening quietly.

 

Sad was I, even to pain deprest,

Importunate and heavy load!1

The Comforter hath found me here,

Upon this lonely road;

 

And many thousands now are sad –

Wait the fulfilment of their fear;

For he must die who is their stay,

Their glory disappear.

 

A Power is passing from the earth

To breathless Nature's dark abyss;

But when the great and good depart

What is it more than this –

 

That Man, who is from God sent forth,

Doth yet again to God return? –

Such ebb and flow must ever be,

Then wherefore should we mourn?

 

1 Importuna e grave salma.

MICHAEL ANGELO. 

 

 

XI

Invocation to the Earth

February, 1816

 

I

 

»Rest, rest, perturbèd Earth!

O rest, thou doleful Mother of Mankind!«

A Spirit sang in tones more plaintive than the wind:

»From regions where no evil thing has birth

I come – thy stains to wash away,

Thy cherished fetters to unbind,

And open thy sad eyes upon a milder day.

The Heavens are thronged with martyrs that have risen

From out thy noisome prison;

The penal caverns groan

With tens of thousands rent from off the tree

Of hopeful life, – by battle's whirlwind blown

Into the deserts of Eternity.

Unpitied havoc! Victims unlamented!

But not on high, where madness is resented,

And murder causes some sad tears to flow,

Though, from the widely-sweeping blow,

The choirs of Angels spread, triumphantly augmented.

 

II

 

False Parent of Mankind!

Obdurate, proud, and blind,

I sprinkle thee with soft celestial dews,

Thy lost, maternal heart to re-infuse!

Scattering this far-fetched moisture from my wings,

Upon the act a blessing I implore,

Of which the rivers in their secret springs,

The rivers stained so oft with human gore,

Are conscious; – may the like return no more!

May Discord – for a Seraph's care

Shall be attended with a bolder prayer –

May she, who once disturbed the seats of bliss

These mortal spheres above,

Be chained for ever to the black abyss!

And thou, O rescued Earth, by peace and love,

And merciful desires, thy sanctity approve!«

The Spirit ended his mysterious rite,

And the pure vision closed in darkness infinite.

 

XII

Lines

Written on a Blank Leaf in a Copy of the Author's Poem »the Excursion«, upon Hearing of the Death of the Late Vicar of Kendal

 

To public notice, with reluctance strong,

Did I deliver this unfinished Song;

Yet for one happy issue; – and I look

With self-congratulation on the Book

Which pious, learned, MURFITT saw and read; –

Upon my thoughts his saintly Spirit fed;

He conned the new-born Lay with grateful heart –

Foreboding not how soon he must depart;

Unweeting that to him the joy was given

Which good men take with them from earth to heaven.

 

XIII

Elegiac Stanzas

(Addressed to Sir G. H. B.

Upon the Death of His Sister-in-Law)

 

O for a dirge! But why complain?

Ask rather a triumphal strain

When FERMOR'S race is run;

A garland of immortal boughs

To twine around the Christian's brows,

Whose glorious work is done.

 

We pay a high and holy debt;

No tears of passionate regret

Shall stain this votive lay;

Ill-worthy, Beaumont! were the grief

That flings itself on wild relief

When Saints have passed away.

 

Sad doom, at Sorrow's shrine to kneel,

For ever covetous to feel,

And impotent to bear!

Such once was hers – to think and think

On severed love, and only sink

From anguish to despair!

 

But nature to its inmost part

Faith had refined; and to her heart

A peaceful cradle given:

Calm as the dew-drop's, free to rest

Within a breeze-fanned rose's breast

Till it exhales to Heaven.

 

Was ever Spirit that could bend

So graciously? – that could descend,

Another's need to suit,

So promptly from her lofty throne? –

In works of love, in these alone,

How restless, how minute!

 

Pale was her hue; yet mortal cheek

Ne'er kindled with a livelier streak

When aught had suffered wrong, –

When aught that breathes had felt a wound;

Such look the Oppressor might confound,

However proud and strong.

 

But hushed be every thought that springs

From out the bitterness of things;

Her quiet is secure;

No thorns can piece her tender feet,

Whose life was, like the violet, sweet,

As climbing jasmine, pure –

 

As snowdrop on an infant's grave,

Or lily heaving with the wave

That feeds it and defends;

As Vesper, ere the star hath kissed

The mountain top, or breathed the mist

That from the vale ascends.

 

Thou takest not away, O Death!

Thou strikest – absence perisheth,

Indifference is no more;

The future brightens on our sight;

For on the past hath fallen a light

That tempts us to adore.

 

XIV

Elegiac Musings

In the Grounds of Coleorton Hall, the Seat of the

Late Sir G. H. Beaumont, Bart.

 

In these grounds stands the Parish Church, wherein is a mural monument bearing an inscription which, in deference to the earnest request of the deceased, is confined to name, dates, and these words: – »Enter not into judgment with thy servant, O Lord!«

 

With copious eulogy in prose or rhyme

Graven on the tomb we struggle against Time,

Alas, how feebly! but our feelings rise

And still we struggle when a good man dies.

Such offering BEAUMONT dreaded and forbade,

A spirit meek in self-abasement clad.

Yet here at least, though few have numbered days

That shunned so modestly the light of praise,

His graceful manners, and the temperate ray

Of that arch fancy which would round him play,

Brightening a converse never known to swerve

From courtesy and delicate reserve;

That sense, the bland philosophy of life,

Which checked discussion ere it warmed to strife;

Those rare accomplishments, and varied powers,

Might have their record among sylvan bowers.

Oh, fled for ever! vanished like a blast

That shook the leaves in myriads as it passed; –

Gone from this world of earth, air, sea, and sky,

From all its spirit-moving imagery,

Intensely studied with a painter's eye,

A poet's heart; and, for congenial view,

Portrayed with happiest pencil, not untrue

To common recognitions while the line

Flowed in a course of sympathy divine; –

Oh! severed, too abruptly, from delights

That all the seasons shared with equal rights; –

Rapt in the grace of undismantled age,

From soul-felt music, and the treasured page

Lit by that evening lamp which loved to shed

Its mellow lustre round thy honoured head;

While Friends beheld thee give with eye, voice, mien,

More than theatric force to Shakspeare's scene; –

If thou hast heard me – if thy Spirit know

Aught of these bowers and whence their pleasures flow;

If things in our remembrance held so dear,

And thoughts and projects fondly cherished here,

To thy exalted nature only seem

Time's vanities, light fragments of earth's dream –

Rebuke us not! – The mandate is obeyed

That said, »Let praise be mute where I am laid;«

The holier deprecation, given in trust

To the cold marble, waits upon thy dust;

Yet have we found how slowly genuine grief

From silent admiration wins relief.

Too long abashed thy Name is like a rose

That doth ›within itself its sweetness close;‹

A drooping daisy changed into a cup

In which her bright-eyed beauty is shut up.

Within these groves, where still are flitting by

Shades of the Past, oft noticed with a sigh,

Shall stand a votive Tablet, haply free,

When towers and temples fall, to speak of Thee!

If sculptured emblems of our mortal doom

Recal not there the wisdom of the Tomb,

Green ivy risen from out the cheerful earth

Will fringe the lettered stone; and herbs spring forth,

Whose fragrance, by soft dews and rain unbound,

Shall penetrate the heart without a wound;

While truth and love their purposes fulfil,

Commemorating genius, talent, skill,

That could not lie concealed where Thou wert known;

Thy virtues He must judge, and He alone,

The God upon whose mercy they are thrown.

 

XV

Written after the Death of Charles Lamb

To a good Man of most dear memory

This Stone is sacred. Here he lies apart

From the great city where he first drew breath,

Was reared and taught; and humbly earned his bread,

To the strict labours of the merchant's desk

By duty chained. Not seldom did those tasks

Tease, and the thought of time so spent depress,

His spirit, but the recompence was high;

Firm Independence, Bounty's rightful sire;

Affections, warm as sunshine, free as air;

And when the precious hours of leisure came,

Knowledge and wisdom, gained from converse sweet

With books, or while he ranged the crowded streets

With a keen eye, and overflowing heart:

So genius triumphed over seeming wrong,

And poured out truth in works by thoughtful love

Inspired – works potent over smiles and tears.

And as round mountain-tops the lightning plays,

Thus innocently sported, breaking forth

As from a cloud of some grave sympathy,

Humour and wild instinctive wit, and all

The vivid flashes of his spoken words.

From the most gentle creature nursed in fields

Had been derived the name he bore – a name,

Wherever Christian altars have been raised,

Hallowed to meekness and to innocence;

And if in him meekness at times gave way,

Provoked out of herself by troubles strange,

Many and strange, that hung about his life;

Still, at the centre of his being, lodged

A soul by resignation sanctified:

And if too often, self-reproached, he felt

That innocence belongs not to our kind,

A power that never ceased to abide in him,

Charity, 'mid the multitude of sins

That she can cover, left not his exposed

To an unforgiving judgment from just Heaven.

O, he was good, if e'er a good Man lived!

. . . . . . .

 

From a reflecting mind and sorrowing heart

Those simple lines flowed with an earnest wish,

Though but a doubting hope, that they might serve

Fitly to guard the precious dust of him

Whose virtues called them forth. That aim is missed;

For much that truth most urgently required

Had from a faltering pen been asked in vain:

Yet, haply, on the printed page received,

The imperfect record, there, may stand unblamed

As long as verse of mine shall breathe the air

Of memory, or see the light of love.

Thou wert a scorner of the fields, my Friend,

But more in show than truth; and from the fields,

And from the mountains, to thy rural grave

Transported, my soothed spirit hovers o'er

Its green untrodden turf, and blowing flowers;

And taking up a voice shall speak (tho' still

Awed by the theme's peculiar sanctity

Which words less free presumed not even to touch)

Of that fraternal love, whose heaven-lit lamp

From infancy, through manhood, to the last

Of threescore years, and to thy latest hour,

Burnt on with ever-strengthening light, enshrined

Within thy bosom. 

›Wonderful‹ hath been

The love established between man and man,

›Passing the love of women;‹ and between

Man and his help-mate in fast wedlock joined

Through God, is raised a spirit and soul of love

Without whose blissful influence Paradise

Had been no Paradise; and earth were now

A waste where creatures bearing human form,

Direst of savage beasts, would roam in fear,

Joyless and comfortless. Our days glide on;

And let him grieve who cannot choose but grieve

That he hath been an Elm without his Vine,

And her bright dower of clustering charities,

That, round his trunk and branches, might have clung

Enriching and adorning. Unto thee,

Not so enriched, not so adorned, to thee

Was given (say rather thou of later birth

Wert given to her) a Sister – 'tis a word

Timidly uttered, for she lives, the meek,

The self-restraining, and the ever-kind;

In whom thy reason and intelligent heart

Found – for all interests, hopes, and tender cares,

All softening, humanising, hallowing powers,

Whether withheld, or for her sake unsought –

More than sufficient recompence! 

Her love

(What weakness prompts the voice to tell it here?)

Was as the love of mothers; and when years,

Lifting the boy to man's estate, had called

The long-protected to assume the part

Of a protector, the first filial tie

Was undissolved; and, in or out of sight,

Remained imperishably interwoven

With life itself. Thus, 'mid a shifting world,

Did they together testify of time

And season's difference – a double tree

With two collateral stems sprung from one root;

Such were they – such thro' life they might have been

In union, in partition only such;

Otherwise wrought the will of the Most High;

Yet, thro' all visitations and all trials,

Still they were faithful; like two vessels launched

From the same beach one ocean to explore

With mutual help, and sailing – to their league

True, as inexorable winds, or bars

Floating or fixed of polar ice, allow.

 

But turn we rather, let my spirit turn

With thine, O silent and invisible Friend!

To those dear intervals, nor rare nor brief,

When reunited, and by choice withdrawn

From miscellaneous converse, ye were taught

That the remembrance of foregone distress,

And the worse fear of future ill (which oft

Doth hang around it, as a sickly child

Upon its mother) may be both alike

Disarmed of power to unsettle present good

So prized, and things inward and outward held

In such an even balance, that the heart

Acknowledges God's grace, his mercy feels,

And in its depth of gratitude is still.

 

O gift divine of quiet sequestration!

The hermit, exercised in prayer and praise,

And feeding daily on the hope of heaven,

Is happy in his vow, and fondly cleaves

To life-long singleness; but happier far

Was to your souls, and, to the thoughts of others,

A thousand times more beautiful appeared,

Your dual loneliness. The sacred tie

Is broken; yet why grieve? for Time but holds

His moiety in trust, till Joy shall lead

To the blest world where parting is unknown.

 

XVI

Extempore Effusion Upon the Death of James Hogg

When first, descending from the moorlands,

I saw the Stream of Yarrow glide

Along a bare and open valley,

The Ettrick Shepherd was my guide.

 

When last along its banks I wandered,

Through groves that had begun to shed

Their golden leaves upon the pathways,

My steps the Border-minstrel led.

 

The mighty Minstrel breathes no longer,

'Mid mouldering ruins low he lies;

And death upon the braes of Yarrow,

Has closed the Shepherd-poet's eyes:

 

Nor has the rolling year twice measured,

From sign to sign, its stedfast course,

Since every mortal power of Coleridge

Was frozen at its marvellous source;

 

The rapt One, of the godlike forehead,

The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in earth:

And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle,

Has vanished from his lonely hearth.

 

Like clouds that rake the mountain-summits,

Or waves that own no curbing hand,

How fast has brother followed brother,

From sunshine to the sunless land!

 

Yet I, whose lids from infant slumber

Were earlier raised, remain to hear

A timid voice, that asks in whispers,

»Who next will drop and disappear?«

 

Our haughty life is crowned with darkness,

Like London with its own black wreath,

On which with thee, O Crabbe? forth-looking.

I gazed from Hampstead's breezy heath.

 

As if but yesterday departed,

Thou too art gone before; but why,

O'er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered,

Should frail survivors heave a sigh?

 

Mourn rather for that holy Spirit,

Sweet as the spring, as ocean deep;

For Her who, ere her summer faded,

Has sunk into a breathless sleep.

 

No more of old romantic sorrows,

For slaughtered Youth or love-lorn Maid!

With sharper grief is Yarrow smitten,

And Ettrick mourns with her their Poet dead.

 

XVII

Inscription

For a Monument in Crosthwaite Church,

in the Vale of Keswick

 

Ye vales and hills whose beauty hither drew

The poet's steps, and fixed him here, on you

His eyes have closed! And ye, lov'd books, no more

Shall Southey feed upon your precious lore,

To works that ne'er shall forfeit their renown,

Adding immortal labours of his own –

Whether he traced historic truth, with zeal

For the State's guidance, or the Church's weal,

Or Fancy, disciplined by studious art,

Inform'd his pen, or wisdom of the heart,

Or judgments sanctioned in the Patriot's mind

By reverence for the rights of all mankind.

Wide were his aims, yet in no human breast

Could private feelings meet for holier rest.

His joys, his griefs, have vanished like a cloud

From Skiddaw's top; but he to heaven was vowed

Through his industrious life, and Christian faith

Calmed in his soul the fear of change and death.
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