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Dedication

(Sent with These Poems, in Ms., To ––)

Dear Fellow-travellers! think not that the Muse,

To You presenting these memorial Lays,

Can hope the general eye thereon would gaze,

As on a mirror that gives back the hues

Of living Nature; no – though free to choose

The greenest bowers, the most inviting ways,

The fairest landscapes and the brightest days –

Her skill she tried with less ambitious views.

For You she wrought: Ye only can supply

The life, the truth, the beauty; she confides

In that enjoyment which with You abides,

Trusts to your love and vivid memory;

Thus far contented, that for You her verse

Shall lack not power the ›meeting soul to pierce!‹

W. WORDSWORTH.

RYDAL MOUNT, November, 1821.

 

 

I

Fish-Women. – On Landing at Calais

'Tis said, fantastic ocean doth enfold

The likeness of whate'er on land is seen;

But, if the Nereid Sisters and their Queen,

Above whose heads the tide so long hath rolled,

The Dames resemble whom we here behold,

How fearful were it down through opening waves

To sink, and meet them in their fretted caves,

Withered, grotesque, immeasurably old,

And shrill and fierce in accent! – Fear it not;

For they Earth's fairest daughters do excel;

Pure undecaying beauty is their lot;

Their voices into liquid music swell,

Thrilling each pearly cleft and sparry grot,

The undisturbed abodes where Sea-nymphs dwell!

 

II

Brugès

Brugès I saw attired with golden light

(Streamed from the west) as with a robe of power:

The splendour fled; and now the sunless hour,

That, slowly making way for peaceful night,

Best suits with fallen grandeur, to my sight

Offers the beauty, the magnificence,

And sober graces, left her for defence

Against the injuries of time, the spite

Of fortune, and the desolating storms

Of future war. Advance not – spare to hide,

O gentle Power of darkness! these mild hues;

Obscure not yet these silent avenues

Of stateliest architecture, where the Forms

Of nun-like females, with soft motion, glide!

 

III

Brugès

The Spirit of Antiquity – enshrined

In sumptuous buildings, vocal in sweet song,

In picture, speaking with heroic tongue,

And with devout solemnities entwined –

Mounts to the seat of grace within the mind:

Hence Forms that glide with swan-like ease along,

Hence motions, even amid the vulgar throng,

To an harmonious decency confined:

As if the streets were consecrated ground,

The city one vast temple, dedicate

To mutual respect in thought and deed;

To leisure, to forbearances sedate;

To social cares from jarring passions freed;

A deeper peace than that in deserts found!

 

IV



Incident at Brugès

In Brugès town is many a street

Whence busy life hath fled;

Where, without hurry, noiseless feet

The grass-grown pavement tread.

There heard we, halting in the shade

Flung from a Convent-tower,

A harp that tuneful prelude made

To a voice of thrilling power.

 

The measure, simple truth to tell,

Was fit for some gay throng;

Though from the same grim turret fell

The shadow and the song.

When silent were both voice and chords,

The strain seemed doubly dear,

Yet sad as sweet, – for English words

Had fallen upon the ear.

 

It was a breezy hour of eve;

And pinnacle and spire

Quivered and seemed almost to heave,

Clothed with innocuous fire;

But, where we stood, the setting sun

Showed little of his state;

And, if the glory reached the Nun,

'Twas through an iron grate.

 

Not always is the heart unwise,

Nor pity idly born,

If even a passing Stranger sighs

For them who do not mourn.

Sad is thy doom, self-solaced dove,

Captive, whoe'er thou be!

Oh! what is beauty, what is love,

And opening life to thee?

 

Such feeling pressed upon my soul,

A feeling sanctified

By one soft trickling tear that stole

From the Maiden at my side;

Less tribute could she pay than this,

Borne gaily o'er the sea,

Fresh from the beauty and the bliss

Of English liberty?

 

V

After Visiting the Field of Waterloo

A wingèd Goddess – clothed in vesture wrought

Of rainbow colours; One whose port was bold,

Whose overburthened hand could scarcely hold

The glittering crowns and garlands which it brought –

 

Hovered in air above the far-famed Spot.

She vanished; leaving prospect blank and cold

Of wind-swept corn that wide around us rolled

In dreary billows, wood, and meagre cot,

And monuments that soon must disappear;

Yet a dread local recompense we found;

 

While glory seemed betrayed, while patriot-zeal

Sank in our hearts, we felt as men should feel

With such vast hoards of hidden carnage near,

And horror breathing from the silent ground!

 

VI

Between Namur and Liege

What lovelier home could gentle Fancy choose?

Is this the stream, whose cities, heights, and plains,

War's favourite playground, are with crimson stains

Familiar, as the Morn with pearly dews?

The Morn, that now, along the silver MEUSE,

Spreading her peaceful ensigns, calls the swains

To tend their silent boats and ringing wains,

Or strip the bough whose mellow fruit bestrews

The ripening corn beneath it. As mine eyes

Turn from the fortified and threatening hill,

How sweet the prospect of yon watery glade,

With its grey rocks clustering in pensive shade –

That, shaped like old monastic turrets, rise

From the smooth meadow-ground, serene and still!

 

VII

Aix-la-Chapelle

Was it to disenchant, and to undo,

That we approached the Seat of Charlemaine?

To sweep from many an old romantic strain

That faith which no devotion may renew!

Why does this puny Church present to view

Her feeble columns? and that scanty chair!

This sword that one of our weak times might wear!

Objects of false pretence, or meanly true!

If from a traveller's fortune I might claim

A palpable memorial of that day,

Then would I seek the Pyrenean Breach

That ROLAND clove with huge two-handed sway,

And to the enormous labour left his name,

Where unremitting frosts the rocky crescent bleach.

 

VIII

In the Cathedral at Cologne

O for the help of Angels to complete

This Temple-Angels governed by a plan

Thus far pursued (how gloriously!) by Man,

Studious that He might not disdain the seat

Who dwells in heaven! But that aspiring heat

Hath failed; and now, ye Powers! whose gorgeous wings

And splendid aspect yon emblazonings

But faintly picture, 'twere an office meet

For you, on these unfinished shafts to try

The midnight virtues of your harmony: –

This vast design might tempt you to repeat

Strains that call forth upon empyreal ground

Immortal Fabrics, rising to the sound

Of penetrating harps and voices sweet!

 

IX

In a Carriage, Upon the Banks of the Rhine

Amid this dance of objects sadness steals

O'er the defrauded heart – while sweeping by,

As in a fit of Thespian jollity,

Beneath her vine-leaf crown the green Earth reels:

Backward, in rapid evanescence, wheels

The venerable pageantry of Time,

Each beetling rampart, and each tower sublime,

And what the Dell unwillingly reveals

Of lurking cloistral arch, through trees espied

Near the bright River's edge. Yet why repine?

To muse, to creep, to halt at will, to gaze –

Such sweet way-faring – of life's spring the pride,

Her summer's faithful joy – that still is mine,

And in fit measure cheers autumnal days.

 

X



Hymn

For the Boatmen, as They Approach the Rapids under the Castle of Heidelberg

Jesu! bless our slender Boat,

By the current swept along;

Loud its threatenings – let them not

Drown the music of a song

Breathed thy mercy to implore,

Where these troubled waters roar!

 

Saviour, for our warning, seen

Bleeding on that precious Rood;

If, while through the meadows green

Gently wound the peaceful flood,

We forgot Thee, do not Thou

Disregard Thy Suppliants now!

 

Hither, like yon ancient Tower

Watching o'er the River's bed,

Fling the shadow of thy power,

Else we sleep among the dead;

Thou who trod'st the billowy sea,

Shield us in our jeopardy!

 

Guide our Bark among the waves;

Through the rocks our passage smooth;

Where the whirlpool frets and raves

Let Thy love its anger soothe:

All our hope is placed in Thee;

Miserere Domine!

 

XI

The Source of the Danube

Not, like his great Compeers, indignantly

Doth DANUBE spring to life! The wandering Stream

(Who loves the Cross, yet to the Crescent's gleam

Unfolds a willing breast) with infant glee

Slips from his prison walls: and Fancy, free

To follow in his track of silver light,

Mounts on rapt wing, and with a moment's flight

Hath reached the encincture of that gloomy sea

Whose waves the Orphean lyre forbad to meet

In conflict; whose rough winds forgot their jars

To waft the heroic progeny of Greece;

When the first Ship sailed for the Golden Fleece –

ARGO – exalted for that daring feat

To fix in heaven her shape distinct with stars.

 

XII

On Approaching the Staub-Bach, Lauterbrunnen

Uttered by whom, or how inspired – designed

For what strange service, does this concert reach

Our ears, and near the dwellings of mankind!

'Mid fields familiarised to human speech? –

No Mermaids warble – to allay the wind

Driving some vessel toward a dangerous beach –

More thrilling melodies; Witch answering Witch,

To chant a love-spell, never intertwined

Notes shrill and wild with art more musical:

Alas! that from the lips of abject Want

Or Idleness in tatters mendicant

The strain should flow – free Fancy to enthral,

And with regret and useless pity haunt

This bold, this bright, this sky-born, WATERFALL!

 

XIII

The Fall of the Aar – Handec

From the fierce aspect of this River, throwing

His giant body o'er the steep rock's brink,

Back in astonishment and fear we shrink:

But, gradually a calmer look bestowing,

Flowers we espy beside the torrent growing;

Flowers that peep forth from many a cleft and chink,

And, from the whirlwind of his anger, drink

Hues ever fresh, in rocky fortress blowing:

They suck – from breath that, threatening to destroy,

Is more benignant than the dewy eve –

Beauty, and life, and motions as of joy:

Nor doubt but HE to whom yon Pinetrees nod

Their heads in sign of worship, Nature's God,

These humbler adorations will receive.

 

XIV



Memorial

Near the Outlet of the Lake of Thun

»Dem Andenken meines Freundes Aloys Reding MDCCCXVIII.«

Aloys Reding, it will be remembered, was Captain-General of the Swiss forces, which, with a courage and perseverance worthy of the cause, opposed the flagitious and too successful attempt of Buonaparte to subjugate their country.

 

Around a wild and woody hill

A gravelled pathway treading,

We reached a votive Stone that bears

The name of Aloys Reding.

 

Well judged the Friend who placed it there

For silence and protection;

And haply with a finer care

Of dutiful affection.

 

The Sun regards it from the West;

And, while in summer glory

He sets, his sinking yields a type

Of that pathetic story:

 

And oft he tempts the patriot Swiss

Amid the grove to linger;

Till all is dim, save this bright Stone

Touched by his golden finger.

 

XV



Composed in One of the Catholic Cantons

Doomed as we are our native dust

To wet with many a bitter shower,

It ill befits us to disdain

The altar, to deride the fane,

Where simple Sufferers bend, in trust

To win a happier hour.

 

I love, where spreads the village lawn,

Upon some knee-worn cell to gaze:

Hail to the firm unmoving cross,

Aloft, where pines their branches toss!

And to the chapel far withdrawn,

That lurks by lonely ways!

 

Where'er we roam – along the brink

Of Rhine – or by the sweeping Po,

Through Alpine vale, or champaign wide,

Whate'er we look on, at our side

Be Charity! – to bid us think,

And feel, if we would know.

 

XVI



After-Thought

Oh Life! without thy chequered scene

Of right and wrong, of weal and woe,

Success and failure, could a ground

For magnanimity be found;

For faith, 'mid ruined hopes, serene?

Or whence could virtue flow?

 

Pain entered through a ghastly breach –

Nor while sin lasts must effort cease;

Heaven upon earth's an empty boast;

But, for the bowers of Eden lost,

Mercy has placed within our reach

A portion of God's peace.

 

XVII



Scene on the Lake of Brientz

»What know we of the Blest above

But that they sing and that they love?«

Yet, if they ever did inspire

A mortal hymn, or shaped the choir,

Now, where those harvest Damsels float

Homeward in their rugged Boat,

(While all the ruffling winds are fled –

Each slumbering on some mountain's head),

Now, surely, hath that gracious aid

Been felt, that influence is displayed.

Pupils of Heaven, in order stand

The rustic Maidens, every hand

Upon a Sister's shoulder laid, –

To chant, as glides the boat along,

A simple, but a touching, song;

To chant, as Angels do above,

The melodies of Peace in love!

 

XVIII



Engelberg, the Hill of Angels

For gentlest uses, oft-times Nature takes

The work of fancy from her willing hands;

And such a beautiful creation makes

As renders needless spells and magic wands,

And for the boldest tale belief commands.

When first mine eyes beheld that famous Hill

The sacred ENGELBEBG, celestial Bands,

With intermingling motions soft and still,

Hung round its top, on wings that changed their hues at will.

 

Clouds do not name those Visitants; they were

The very Angels whose authentic lays,

Sung from that heavenly ground in middle air,

Made known the spot where piety should raise

A holy Structure to the Almighty's praise.

Resplendent Apparition! if in vain

My ears did listen, 'twas enough to gaze;

And watch the slow departure of the train,

Whose skirts the glowing Mountain thirsted to detain.

 

XIX



Our Lady of the Snow

Meek Virgin Mother, more benign

Than fairest Star, upon the height

Of thy own mountain,1 set to keep

Lone vigils through the hours of sleep,

What eye can look upon thy shrine

Untroubled at the sight?

 

These crowded offerings as they hang

In sign of misery relieved,

Even these, without intent of theirs,

Report of comfortless despairs,

Of many a deep and cureless pang

And confidence deceived.

 

To Thee, in this aerial cleft,

As to a common centre, tend

All sufferers that no more rely

On mortal succour – all who sigh

And pine, of human hope bereft,

Nor wish for earthly friend.

 

And hence, O Virgin Mother mild!

Though plenteous flowers around thee blow,

Not only from the dreary strife

Of Winter, but the storms of life,

Thee have thy Votaries aptly styled,

OUR LADY OF THE SNOW.

 

Even for the Man who stops not here,

But down the irriguous valley hies,

Thy very name, O Lady! flings,

O'er blooming fields and gushing springs

A tender sense of shadowy fear,

And chastening sympathies!

 

Nor falls that intermingling shade

To summer-gladsomeness unkind:

It chastens only to requite

With gleams of fresher, purer, light;

While, o'er the flower-enamelled glade,

More sweetly breathes the wind.

 

But on! – a tempting downward way,

A verdant path before us lies;

Clear shines the glorious sun above;

Then give free course to joy and love,

Deeming the evil of the day

Sufficient for the wise.

 

1 Mount Righi.

 

XX



Effusion

In Presence of the Painted Tower of Tell, at Altorf

This Tower stands upon the spot where grew the Linden Tree against which his Son is said to have been placed, when the Father's archery was put to proof under circumstances so famous in Swiss Story.

 

What though the Italian pencil wrought not here,

Nor such fine skill as did the meed bestow

On Marathonian valour, yet the tear

Springs forth in presence of this gaudy show,

While narrow cares their limits overflow.

Thrice happy, burghers, peasants, warriors old,

Infants in arms, and ye, that as ye go

Homeward or schoolward, ape what ye behold;

Heroes before your time, in frolic fancy bold!

 

And when that calm Spectatress from on high

Looks down – the bright and solitary Moon,

Who never gazes but to beautify;

And snow-fed torrents, which the blaze of noon

Roused into fury, murmur a soft tune

That fosters peace, and gentleness recals;

Then might the passing Monk receive a boon

Of saintly pleasure from these pictured walls,

While, on the warlike groups, the mellowing lustre falls.

 

How blest the souls who when their trials come

Yield not to terror or despondency,

But face like that sweet Boy their mortal doom,

Whose head the ruddy apple tops, while he

Expectant stands beneath the linden tree:

He quakes not like the timid forest game,

But smiles – the hesitating shaft to free;

Assured that Heaven its justice will proclaim,

And to his Father give its own unerring aim.

 

XXI

The Town of Schwytz

By antique Fancy trimmed – though lowly, bred

To dignity – in thee, O SCHWYTZ! are seen

The genuine features of the golden mean;

Equality by Prudence governèd,

Or jealous Nature ruling in her stead;

And, therefore, art thou blest with peace, serene

As that of the sweet fields and meadows green

In unambitious compass round thee spread.

Majestic BERNE, high on her guardian steep,

Holding a central station of command,

Might well be styled this noble body's HEAD;

Thou, lodged 'mid mountainous entrenchments, deep,

Its HEART; and ever may the heroic Land

Thy name, O SCHWYTZ, in happy freedom keep!1

 

1 Nearly 500 years (says Ebel, speaking of the French Invasion) had elapsed, when, for the first time, foreign soldiers were seen upon the frontiers of this small Canton, to impose upon it the laws of their governors.

 

XXII

On Hearing the »Ranz des Vaches« on the Top of the Pass of St. Gothard

I listen – but no faculty of mine

Avails those modulations to detect,

Which, heard in foreign lands, the Swiss affect

With tenderest passion; leaving him to pine

(So fame reports) and die, – his sweet-breath'd kine

Remembering, and green Alpine pastures decked

With vernal flowers. Yet may we not reject

The tale as fabulous. – Here while I recline,

Mindful how others by this simple Strain

Are moved, for me – upon this Mountain named

Of God himself from dread pre-eminence –

Aspiring thoughts, by memory reclaimed,

Yield to the Music's touching influence;

And joys of distant home my heart enchain.

 

XXIII



Fort Fuentes

The Ruins of Fort Fuentes form the crest of a rocky eminence that rises from the plain at the head of the lake of Como, commanding views up the Valteline, and toward the town of Chiavenna. The prospect in the latter direction is characterised by melancholy sublimity. We rejoiced at being favoured with a distinct view of those Alpine heights; not, as we had expected from the breaking up of the storm, steeped in celestial glory, yet in communion with clouds floating or stationary – scatterings from heaven. The Ruin is interesting both in mass and in detail. An Inscription, upon elaborately-sculptured marble lying on the ground, records that the Fort had been erected by Count Fuentes in the year 1600, during the reign of Philip the Third; and the Chapel, about twenty years after, by one of his Descendants. Marble pillars of gateways are yet standing, and a considerable part of the Chapel walls: a smooth green turf has taken place of the pavement, and we could see no trace of altar or image; but everywhere something to remind one of former splendour, and of devastation and tumult. In our ascent we had passed abundance of wild vines intermingled with bushes: near the ruins were some ill tended, but growing willingly; and rock, turf, and fragments of the pile, are alike covered or adorned with a variety of flowers, among which the rose-coloured pink was growing in great beauty. While descending, we discovered on the ground, apart from the path, and at a considerable distance from the ruined Chapel, a statue of a Child in pure white marble, uninjured by the explosion that had driven it so far down the hill. »How little,« we exclaimed, »are these things valued here! Could we but transport this pretty Image to our own garden!« – Yet it seemed it would have been a pity any one should remove it from its couch in the wilderness, which may be its own for hundreds of years. – Extract from Journal.

 

Dread hour! when, upheaved by war's sulphurous blast,

This sweet-visaged Cherub of Parian stone

So far from the holy enclosure was cast,

To couch in this thicket of brambles alone,

 

To rest where the lizard may bask in the palm

Of his half-open hand pure from blemish or speck;

And the green, gilded snake, without troubling the calm

Of the beautiful countenance, twine round his neck;

 

Where haply (kind service to Piety due!)

When winter the grove of its mantle bereaves,

Some bird (like our own honoured redbreast) may strew

The desolate Slumberer with moss and with leaves.

 

FUENTES once harboured the good and the brave,

Nor to her was the dance of soft pleasure unknown;

Her banners for festal enjoyment did wave

While the thrill of her fifes thro' the mountains was blown:

 

Now gads the wild vine o'er the pathless ascent; –

O silence of Nature, how deep is thy sway,

When the whirlwind of human destruction is spent,

Our tumults appeased, and our strifes passed away!

 

XXIV



The Church of San Salvador

Seen from the Lake of Lugano

This Church was almost destroyed by lightning a few years ago, but the altar and the image of the Patron Saint were untouched. The Mount, upon the summit of which the Church is built, stands amid the intricacies of the Lake of Lugano; and is, from a hundred points of view, its principal ornament, rising to the height of 2,000 feet, and, on one side, nearly perpendicular. The ascent is toilsome; but the traveller who performs it will be amply rewarded. Splendid fertility, rich woods and dazzling waters, seclusion and confinement of view contrasted with sea-like extent of plain fading into the sky; and this again, in an opposite quarter, with an horizon of the loftiest and boldest Alps – unite in composing a prospect more diversified by magnificence, beauty, and sublimity, than perhaps any other point in Europe, of so inconsiderable an elevation, commands.

 

Thou sacred Pile! whose turrets rise

From yon steep mountain's loftiest stage,

Guarded by lone San Salvador;

Sink (if thou must) as heretofore,

To sulphurous bolts a sacrifice,

But ne'er to human rage!

 

On Horeb's top, on Sinai, deigned

To rest the universal Lord:

Why leap the fountains from their cells

Where everlasting Bounty dwells? –

That, while the Creature is sustained,

His God may be adored.

 

Cliffs, fountains, rivers, seasons, times –

Let all remind the soul of heaven;

Our slack devotion needs them all;

And Faith – so oft of sense the thrall,

While she, by aid of Nature, climbs –

May hope to be forgiven.

 

Glory, and patriotic Love,

And all the Pomps of this frail ›spot

Which men call Earth,‹ have yearned to seek,

Associate with the simply meek,

Religion in the sainted grove,

And in the hallowed grot.

 

Thither, in time of adverse shocks,

Of fainting hopes and backward wills,

Did mighty Tell repair of old –

A Hero cast in Nature's mould,

Deliverer of the stedfast rocks

And of the ancient hills!

 

He, too, of battle-martyrs chief!

Who, to recal his daunted peers,

For victory shaped an open space,

By gathering with a wide embrace,

Into his single breast, a sheaf

Of fatal Austrian spears.1

 

1 Arnold Winkelried, at the battle of Sempach, broke an Austrian phalanx in this manner. The event is one of the most famous in the annals of Swiss heroism; and pictures and prints of it are frequent throughout the country.

 

XXV



The Italian Itinerant, and the Swiss Goatherd

Part I

I

 

Now that the farewell tear is dried,

Heaven prosper thee, be hope thy guide!

Hope be thy guide, adventurous Boy;

The wages of thy travel, joy!

Whether for London bound – to trill

Thy mountain notes with simple skill;

Or on thy head to poise a show

Of Images in seemly row;

The graceful form of milk-white Steed,

Or Bird that soared with Ganymede;

Or through our hamlets thou wilt bear

The sightless Milton, with his hair

Around his placid temples curled;

And Shakespeare at his side – a freight,

If clay could think and mind were weight,

For him who bore the world!

Hope be thy guide, adventurous Boy;

The wages of thy travel, joy!

 

II

 

But thou, perhaps, (alert as free

Though serving sage philosophy),

Wilt ramble over hill and dale,

A Vender of the well-wrought Scale,

Whose sentient tube instructs to time

A purpose to a fickle clime:

Whether thou choose this useful part,

Or minister to finer art,

Though robbed of many a cherished dream,

And crossed by many a shattered scheme,

What stirring wonders wilt thou see

In the proud Isle of liberty!

Yet will the Wanderer sometimes pine

With thoughts which no delights can chase,

Recal a Sister's last embrace,

His Mother's neck entwine;

Nor shall forget the Maiden coy

That would have loved the bright-haired Boy!

 

III

 

My Song, encouraged by the grace

That beams from his ingenuous face,

For this Adventurer scruples not

To prophesy a golden lot;

Due recompense, and safe return

To COMO'S steeps – his happy bourne!

Where he, aloft in garden-glade,

Shall tend, with his own dark-eyed Maid,

The towering maize, and prop the twig

That ill supports the luscious fig;

Or feed his eye in paths sun-proof

With purple of the trellis-roof,

That through the jealous leaves escapes

From Cadenabbia's pendent grapes.

– Oh might he tempt that Goatherd-child

To share his wanderings! him whose look

Even yet my heart can scarcely brook,

So touchingly he smiled –

As with a rapture caught from heaven –

For unasked alms in pity given.

 

Part II

I

 

With nodding plumes, and lightly drest

Like foresters in leaf-green vest,

The Helvetian Mountaineers, on ground

For Tell's dread archery renowned,

Before the target stood – to claim

The guerdon of the steadiest aim.

Loud was the rifle-gun's report –

A startling thunder quick and short!

But, flying through the heights around,

Echo prolonged a tell-tale sound

Of hearts and hands alike »prepared

The treasures they enjoy to guard!«

And, if there be a favoured hour

When Heroes are allowed to quit

The tomb, and on the clouds to sit

With tutelary power,

On their Descendants shedding grace –

This was the hour, and that the place.

 

II

 

But Truth inspired the Bards of old

When of an iron age they told,

Which to unequal laws gave birth,

And drove Astræa from the earth.

– A gentle Boy (perchance with blood

As noble as the best endued,

But seemingly a Thing despised;

Even by the sun and air unprized;

For not a tinge or flowery streak

Appeared upon his tender cheek)

Heart-deaf to those rebounding notes,

Apart, beside his silent goats,

Sate watching in a forest shed,

Pale, ragged, with bare feet and head;

Mute as the snow upon the hill,

And, as the saint he prays to, still.

Ah, what avails heroic deed?

What liberty? if no defence

Be won for feeble Innocence.

Father of all! though wilful Manhood read

His punishment in soul-distress,

Grant to the morn of life its natural blessedness!

 

XXVI

The Last Supper, by Leonardo da Vinci, in the Refectory of the Convent of Maria Della Grazia – Milan

Tho' searching damps and many an envious flaw

Have marred this Work; the calm ethereal grace,

The love deep-seated in the Saviour's face,

The mercy, goodness, have not failed to awe

The Elements; as they do melt and thaw

The heart of the Beholder – and erase

(At least for one rapt moment) every trace

Of disobedience to the primal law.

The annunciation of the dreadful truth

Made to the Twelve, survives: lip, forehead, cheek,

And hand reposing on the board in ruth

Of what it utters, while the unguilty seek

Unquestionable meanings – still bespeak

A labour worthy of eternal youth!

 

XXVII



The Eclipse of the Sun, 1820

High on her speculative tower

Stood Science waiting for the hour

When Sol was destined to endure

That darkening of his radiant face

Which Superstition strove to chase,

Erewhile, with rites impure.

 

Afloat beneath Italian skies,

Through regions fair as Paradise

We gaily passed, – till Nature wrought

A silent and unlooked-for change,

That checked the desultory range

Of joy and sprightly thought.

 

Where'er was dipped the toiling oar,

The waves danced round us as before,

As lightly, though of altered hue,

'Mid recent coolness, such as falls

At noontide from umbrageous walls

That screen the morning dew.

 

No vapour stretched its wings; no cloud

Cast far or near a murky shroud;

The sky an azure field displayed;

'Twas sunlight sheathed and gently charmed,

Of all its sparkling rays disarmed,

And as in slumber laid, –

 

Or something night and day between,

Like moonshine – but the hue was green;

Still moonshine, without shadow, spread

On jutting rock, and curved shore,

Where gazed the peasant from his door,

And on the mountain's head.

 

It tinged the Julian steeps – it lay,

Lugano! on thy ample bay;

The solemnising veil was drawn

O'er villas, terraces, and towers;

To Albogasio's olive bowers,

Porlezza's verdant lawn.

 

But Fancy with the speed of fire

Hath past to Milan's loftiest spire,

And there alights 'mid that aërial host

Of Figures human and divine,

White as the snows of Apennine

Indurated by frost.

 

Awe-stricken she beholds the array

That guards the Temple night and day;

Angels she sees – that might from heaven have flown,

And Virgin-saints, who not in vain

Have striven by purity to gain

The beatific crown –

 

Sees long-drawn files, concentric rings

Each narrowing above each; – the wings,

The uplifted palms, the silent marble lips

The starry zone of sovereign height1 –

All steeped in this portentous light!

All suffering dim eclipse!

 

Thus after Man had fallen (if aught

These perishable spheres have wrought

May with that issue be compared)

Throngs of celestial visages,

Darkening like water in the breeze,

A holy sadness shared.

 

Lo! while I speak, the labouring Sun

His glad deliverance has begun:

The cypress waves her sombre plume

More cheerily; and town and tower,

The vineyard and the olive-bower,

Their lustre re-assume!

 

O Ye, who guard and grace my home

While in far-distant lands we roam,

What countenance hath this Day put on for you?

While we look round with favoured eyes,

Did sullen mists hide lake and skies

And mountains from your view?

 

Or was it given you to behold

Like vision, pensive though not cold,

From the smooth breast of gay Winandermere?

Saw ye the soft yet awful veil

Spread over Grasmere's lovely dale,

Helvellyn's brow severe?

 

I ask in vain – and know far less

If sickness, sorrow, or distress

Have spared my Dwelling to this hour;

Sad blindness! but ordained to prove

Our faith in Heaven's unfailing love

And all-controlling power.

 

1 Above the highest circle of figures is a zone of metallic stars.
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The Three Cottage Girls

I

How blest the Maid whose heart – yet free

From Love's uneasy sovereignty –

Beats with a fancy running high,

Her simple cares to magnify;

Whom Labour, never urged to toil,

Hath cherished on a healthful soil;

Who knows not pomp, who heeds not pelf;

Whose heaviest sin it is to look

Askance upon her pretty Self

Reflected in some crystal brook;

Whom grief hath spared – who sheds no tear

But in sweet pity; and can hear

Another's praise from envy clear.

 





II

 

Such (but O lavish Nature! why

That dark unfathomable eye,

Where lurks a Spirit that replies

To stillest mood of softest skies,

Yet hints at peace to be o'erthrown,

Another's first, and then her own?)

Such, haply, yon ITALIAN Maid,

Our Lady's laggard Votaress,

Halting beneath the chestnut shade

To accomplish there her loveliness:

Nice aid maternal fingers lend;

A Sister serves with slacker hand;

Then, glittering like a star, she joins the festal band.

 

III

How blest (if truth may entertain

Coy fancy with a bolder strain)

The HELVETIAN Girl – who daily braves,

In her light skiff, the tossing waves,

And quits the bosom of the deep

Only to climb the rugged steep!

– Say whence that modulated shout!

From Wood-nymph of Diana's throng?

Or does the greeting to a rout

Of giddy Bacchanals belong?

Jubilant outcry! rock and glade

Resounded – but the voice obeyed

The breath of an Helvetian Maid.

 

IV

Her beauty dazzles the thick wood;

Her courage animates the flood;

Her steps the elastic green-sward meets

Returning unreluctant sweets;

The mountains (as ye heard) rejoice

Aloud, saluted by her voice!

Blithe Paragon of Alpine grace,

Be as thou art – for through thy veins

The blood of Heroes runs its race!

And nobly wilt thou brook the chains

That, for the virtuous, Life prepares;

The fetters which the Matron wears;

The patriot Mother's weight of anxious cares!

 





V

 

»Sweet HIGHLAND Girl!1 a very shower

Of beauty was thy earthly dower,«

When thou didst flit before mine eyes,

Gay vision under sullen skies,

While Hope and Love around thee played,

Near the rough Falls of Inversneyd!

Have they, who nursed the blossom, seen

No breach of promise in the fruit?

Was joy, in following joy, as keen

As grief can be in grief's pursuit?

When youth had flown did hope still bless

Thy goings – or the cheerfulness

Of innocence survive to mitigate distress?

 

VI

But from our course why turn – to tread

A way with shadows overspread;

Where what we gladliest would believe

Is feared as what may most deceive?

Bright Spirit, not with amaranth crowned

But heath-bells from thy native ground,

Time cannot thin thy flowing hair,

Nor take one ray of light from Thee;

For in my Fancy thou dost share

The gift of immortality;

And there shall bloom, with Thee allied,

The Votaress by Lugano's side;

And that intrepid Nymph, on Uri's steep descried!

 

1 See address to a Highland Girl, p. 73.
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The Column Intended by Buonaparte for a Triumphal Edifice in Milan, Now Lying by the Way-Side in the Simplon Pass

Ambition – following down this far-famed slope

Her Pioneer, the snow-dissolving Sun,

While clarions prate of kingdoms to be won –

Perchance, in future ages, here may stop;

Taught to mistrust her flattering horoscope

By admonition from this prostrate Stone!

Memento uninscribed of Pride o'erthrown;

Vanity's hieroglyphic; a choice trope

In Fortune's rhetoric. Daughter of the Rock,

Best where thy course was stayed by Power divine!

The Soul transported sees, from hint of thine,

Crimes which the great Avenger's hand provoke,

Hears combats whistling o'er the ensanguined heath:

What groans! what shrieks! what quietness in death!

 

XXX



Stanzas

Composed in the Simplon Pass

Vallombrosa! I longed in thy shadiest wood

To slumber, reclined on the moss-covered floor,

To listen to ANIO'S precipitous flood,

When the stillness of evening hath deepened its roar;

To range through the Temples of PAESTUM, to muse

In POMPEII preserved by her burial in earth;

On pictures to gaze where they drank in their hues;

And murmur sweet songs on the ground of their birth!

 

The beauty of Florence, the grandeur of Rome,

Could I leave them unseen, and not yield to regret?

With a hope (and no more) for a season to come,

Which ne'er may discharge the magnificent debt?

Thou fortunate Region! whose Greatness inurned

Awoke to new life from its ashes and dust;

Twice-glorified fields! if in sadness I turned

From your infinite marvels, the sadness was just.

 

Now, risen ere the light-footed Chamois retires

From dew-sprinkled grass to heights guarded with snow,

Toward the mists that hang over the land of my Sires,

From the climate of myrtles contented I go.

My thoughts become bright like yon edging of Pines

On the steep's lofty verge: how it blacken'd the air!

But, touched from behind by the Sun, it now shines

With threads that seem part of his own silver hair.

 

Though the toil of the way with dear Friends we divide,

Though by the same zephyr our temples be fanned

As we rest in the cool orange-bower side by side,

A yearning survives which few hearts shall withstand:

Each step hath its value while homeward we move; –

O joy when the girdle of England appears!

What moment in life is so conscious of love,

Of love in the heart made more happy by tears?

 

XXXI

Echo, Upon the Gemmi

What beast of chase hath broken from the cover?

Stern GEMMI listens to as full a cry,

As multitudinous a harmony

Of sounds as rang the heights of Latmos over,

When, from the soft couch of her sleeping Lover,

Up-starting, Cynthia skimmed the mountain-dew

In keen pursuit – and gave, where'er she flew,

Impetuous motion to the Stars above her.

A solitary Wolf-dog, ranging on

Through the bleak concave, wakes this wondrous chime

Of aëry voices locked in unison, –

Faint – far-off – near – deep – solemn and sublime! –

So, from the body of one guilty deed,

A thousand ghostly fears, and haunting thoughts, proceed!

 

XXXII



Processions

Suggested on a Sabbath Morning in the Vale of Chamouny

To appease the Gods; or public thanks to yield;

Or to solicit knowledge of events,

Which in her breast Futurity concealed;

And that the past might have its true intents

Feelingly told by living monuments –

Mankind of yore were prompted to devise

Rites such as yet Persepolis presents

Graven on her cankered walls, solemnities

That moved in long array before admiring eyes.

 

The Hebrews thus, carrying in joyful state

Thick boughs of palm, and willows from the brook,

Marched round the altar – to commemorate

How, when their course they through the desert took,

Guided by signs which ne'er the sky forsook,

They lodged in leafy tents and cabins low;

Green boughs were borne, while, for the blast that shook

Down to the earth the walls of Jericho,

Shouts rise, and storms of sound from lifted trumpets blow!

 

And thus, in order, 'mid the sacred grove

Fed in the Libyan waste by gushing wells,

The priests and damsels of Ammonian Jove

Provoked responses with shrill canticles;

While, in a ship begirt with silver bells,

They round his altar bore the hornèd God,

Old Cham, the solar Deity, who dwells

Aloft, yet in a tilting vessel rode,

When universal sea the mountains overflowed.

 

Why speak of Roman Pomps? the haughty claims

Of Chiefs triumphant after ruthless wars;

The feast of Neptune – and the Cereal Games,

With images, and crowns, and empty cars;

The dancing Salii – on the shields of Mars

Smiting with fury; and a deeper dread

Scattered on all sides by the hideous jars

Of Corybantian cymbals, while the head

Of Cybelè was seen, sublimely turreted!

 

At length a Spirit more subdued and soft

Appeared – to govern Christian pageantries:

The Cross, in calm procession, borne aloft

Moved to the chant of sober litanies.

Even such, this day, came wafted on the breeze

From a long train – in hooded vestments fair

Enwrapt – and winding, between Alpine trees

Spiry and dark, around their House of prayer,

Below the icy bed of bright ARGENTIERE.

 

Still in the vivid freshness of a dream,

The pageant haunts me as it met our eyes!

Still, with those white-robed Shapes – a living Stream,

The glacier Pillars join in solemn guise

For the same service, by mysterious ties;

Numbers exceeding credible account

Of number, pure and silent Votaries

Issuing or issued from a wintry fount;

The impenetrable heart of that exalted Mount!

 

They, too, who send so far a holy gleam

While they the Church engird with motion slow,

A product of that awful Mountain seem,

Poured from his vaults of everlasting snow;

Not virgin lilies marshalled in bright row,

Not swans descending with the stealthy tide,

A livelier sisterly resemblance show

Than the fair Forms, that in long order glide,

Bear to the glacier band – those Shapes aloft descried.

 

Trembling, I look upon the secret springs

Of that licentious craving in the mind

To act the God among external things,

To bind, on apt suggestion, or unbind;

And marvel not that antique Faith inclined

To crowd the world with metamorphosis,

Vouchsafed in pity or in wrath assigned;

Such insolent temptations wouldst thou miss,

Avoid these sights; nor brood o'er Fable's dark abyss!

 

XXXIII



Elegiac Stanzas

The lamented Youth, whose untimely death gave occasion to these elegiac verses, was Frederick William Goddard, from Boston in North America. He was in his twentieth year, and had resided for some time with a clergyman in the neighbourhood of Geneva for the completion of his education. Accompanied by a fellow-pupil, a native of Scotland, he had just set out on a Swiss tour when it was his misfortune to fall in with a friend of mine who was hastening to join our party. The travellers, after spending a day together on the road from Berne and at Soleure, took leave of each other at night, the young men having intended to proceed directly to Zurich. But early in the morning my friend found his new acquaintances, who were informed of the object of his journey, and the friends he was in pursuit of, equipped to accompany him. We met at Lucerne the succeeding evening, and Mr. G. and his fellow-student became in consequence our travelling companions for a couple of days. We ascended the Righi together; and, after contemplating the sunrise from that noble mountain, we separated at an hour and on a spot well suited to the parting of those who were to meet no more. Our party descended through the valley of Our Lady of the Snow, and our late companions, to Art. We had hoped to meet in a few weeks at Geneva; but on the third succeeding day (on the 21st of August) Mr. Goddard perished, being overset in a boat while crossing the Lake of Zurich. His companion saved himself by swimming, and was hospitably received in the mansion of a Swiss gentleman (M. Keller) situated on the eastern coast of the lake. The corpse of poor Goddard was cast ashore on the estate of the same gentleman, who generously performed all the rites of hospitality which could be rendered to the dead as well as to the living. He caused a handsome mural monument to be erected in the church of Küsnacht, which records the premature fate of the young American, and on the shores too of the lake the traveller may read an inscription pointing out the spot where the body was deposited by the waves.

 

Lulled by the sound of pastoral bells,

Rude Nature's Pilgrims did we go,

From the dread summit of the Queen

Of mountains, through a deep ravine,

Where, in her holy chapel, dwells

»Our Lady of the Snow.«

 

The sky was blue, the air was mild;

Free were the streams and green the bowers;

As if, to rough assaults unknown,

The genial spot had ever shown

A countenance that as sweetly smiled –

The face of summer-hours.

 

And we were gay, our hearts at ease;

With pleasure dancing through the frame

We journeyed; all we knew of care –

Our path that straggled here and there;

Of trouble – but the fluttering breeze;

Of Winter – but a name.

 

If foresight could have rent the veil

Of three short days – but hush – no more!

Calm is the grave, and calmer none

Than that to which thy cares are gone,

Thou Victim of the stormy gale;

Asleep on ZURICH'S shore!

 

Oh GODDARD! – what art thou? – a name –

A sunbeam followed by a shade!

Nor more, for aught that time supplies,

The great, the experienced, and the wise:

Too much from this frail earth we claim,

And therefore are betrayed.

 

We met, while festive mirth ran wild,

Where, from a deep lake's mighty urn,

Forth slips, like an enfranchised slave,

A sea-green river, proud to lave,

With current swift and undefiled,

The towers of old LUCERNE.

 

We parted upon the solemn ground

Far-lifted towards the unfading sky;

But all our thoughts were then of Earth,

That gives to common pleasures birth;

And nothing in our hearts we found

That prompted even a sigh.

 

Fetch, sympathising Powers of air,

Fetch, ye that post o'er seas and lands,

Herbs moistened by Virginian dew,

A most untimely grave to strew,

Whose turf may never know the care

Of kindred human hands!

 

Beloved by every gentle Muse

He left his Transatlantic home:

Europe, a realised romance,

Had opened on his eager glance;

What present bliss! – what golden views!

What stores for years to come!

 

Though lodged within no vigorous frame,

His soul her daily tasks renewed,

Blithe as the lark on sun-gilt wings

High poised – or as the wren that sings

In shady places, to proclaim

Her modest gratitude.

 

Not vain is sadly-uttered praise;

The words of truth's memorial vow

Are sweet as morning fragrance shed

From flowers 'mid GOLDAU'S ruins bred;

As evening's fondly-lingering rays,

On RIGHI'S silent brow.

 

Lamented youth! to thy cold clay

Fit obsequies the Stranger paid;

And piety shall guard the Stone

Which hath not left the spot unknown

Where the wild waves resigned their prey –

And that which marks thy bed.

 

And, when thy Mother weeps for Thee,

Lost Youth! a solitary Mother;

This tribute from a casual Friend

A not unwelcome aid may lend,

To feed the tender luxury,

The rising pang to smother.1

 

1 The persuasion here expressed was not groundless. The first human consolation that the afflicted Mother felt, was derived from this tribute to her son's memory, a fact which the author learned, at his own residence, from her Daughter, who visited Europe some years afterwards. – Goldau is one of the villages desolated by the fall of part of the Mountain Rossberg – (1837).

 

XXXIV

Sky-Prospect – from the Plain of France

Lo! in the burning west, the craggy nape

Of a proud Ararat! and, thereupon,

The Ark, her melancholy voyage done!

Yon rampant cloud mimics a lion's shape;

There, combats a huge crocodile – agape

A golden spear to swallow! and that brown

And massy grove, so near yon blazing town,

Stirs and recedes – destruction to escape!

Yet all is harmless – as the Elysian shades

Where Spirits dwell in undisturbed repose –

Silently disappears, or quickly fades:

Meek Nature's evening comment on the shows

That for oblivion take their daily birth

From all the fuming vanities of Earth!

 

XXXV

On Being Stranded Near the Harbour of Boulogne

Why cast ye back upon the Gallic shore,

Ye furious waves! a patriotic Son

Of England – who in hope her coast had won,

His project crowned, his pleasant travel o'er?

Well – let him pace this noted beach once more,

That gave the Roman his triumphal shells;

That saw the Corsican his cap and bells

Haughtily shake, a dreaming Conqueror! –

Enough: my Country's cliffs I can behold,

And proudly think, beside the chafing sea,

Of checked ambition, tyranny controlled,

And folly cursed with endless memory:

These local recollections ne'er can cloy;

Such ground I from my very heart enjoy!

 

XXXVI

After Landing – The Valley of Dover,

November, 1820

Where be the noisy followers of the game

Which faction breeds? the turmoil where, that passed

Through Europe, echoing from the newsman's blast,

And filled our hearts with grief for England's shame?

Peace greets us; – rambling on without an aim

We mark majestic herds of cattle, free

To ruminate, couched on the grassy lea;

And hear far-off the mellow horn proclaim

The Season's harmless pastime. Ruder sound

Stirs not; enrapt I gaze with strange delight,

While consciousnesses, not to be disowned,

Here only serve a feeling to invite

That lifts the spirit to a calmer height,

And makes this rural stillness more profound.

 

XXXVII

At Dover

From the Pier's head, musing, and with increase

Of wonder, I have watched this sea-side Town,

Under the white cliff's battlemented crown,

Hushed to a depth of more than Sabbath peace:

The streets and quays are thronged, but why disown

Their natural utterance: whence this strange release

From social noise – silence elsewhere unknown? –

A Spirit whispered, »Let all wonder cease;

Ocean's o'erpowering murmurs have set free

Thy sense from pressure of life's common din;

As the dread Voice that speaks from out the sea

Of God's eternal Word, the Voice of Time

Doth deaden, shocks of tumult, shrieks of crime,

The shouts of folly, and the groans of sin.«

 

XXXVIII



Desultory Stanzas

Upon Receiving the Preceding Sheets from the Press

Is then the final page before me spread,

Nor further outlet left to mind or heart?

Presumptuous Book! too forward to be read,

How can I give thee licence to depart?

One tribute more; unbidden feelings start

Forth from their coverts; slighted objects rise;

My spirit is the scene of such wild art

As on Parnassus rules, when lightning flies,

Visibly leading on the thunder's harmonies.

 

All that I saw returns upon my view,

All that I heard comes back upon my ear,

All that I felt this moment doth renew;

And where the foot with no unmanly fear

Recoiled – and wings alone could travel – there

I move at ease; and meet contending themes

That press upon me, crossing the career

Of recollections vivid as the dreams

Of midnight, – cities, plains, forests, and mighty streams.

 

Where Mortal never breathed I dare to sit

Among the interior Alps, gigantic crew,

Who triumphed o'er diluvian power! – and yet

What are they but a wreck and residue,

Whose only business is to perish! – true

To which sad course, these wrinkled Sons of Time

Labour their proper greatness to subdue;

Speaking of death alone, beneath a clime

Where life and rapture flow in plenitude sublime.

 

Fancy hath flung for me an airy bridge

Across thy long deep Valley, furious Rhone!

Arch that here rests upon the granite ridge

Of Monte Rosa – there on frailer stone

Of secondary birth, the Jung-frau's cone;

And, from that arch, down-looking on the Vale

The aspect I behold of every zone;

A sea of foliage, tossing with the gale,

Blithe Autumn's purple crown, and Winter's icy mail!

 

Far as ST. MAURICE, from yon eastern FORKS,1

Down the main avenue my sight can range:

And all its branchy vales, and all that lurks

Within them, church, and town, and hut, and grange,

For my enjoyment meet in vision strange;

Snows, torrents; – to the region's utmost bound,

Life, Death, in amicable interchange; –

But list! the avalanche – the hush profound

That follows – yet more awful than that awful sound!

 

Is not the chamois suited to his place?

The eagle worthy of her ancestry?

– Let Empires fall; but ne'er shall Ye disgrace

Your noble birthright, ye that occupy

Your council-seats beneath the open sky,

On Sarnen's Mount, there judge of fit and right,

In simple democratic majesty;

Soft breezes fanning your rough brows – the might

And purity of nature spread before your sight!

 

From this appropriate Court, renowned LUCERNE

Calls me to pace her honoured Bridge – that cheers

The Patriot's heart with pictures rude and stern,

An uncouth Chronicle of glorious years.

Like portraiture, from loftier source, endears

That work of kindred frame, which spans the lake

Just at the point of issue, where it fears

The form and motion of a stream to take;

Where it begins to stir, yet voiceless as a snake.

 

Volumes of sound, from the Cathedral rolled,

This long-roofed Vista penetrate – but see,

One after one, its tablets, that unfold

The whole design of Scripture history;

From the first tasting of the fatal Tree,

Till the bright Star appeared in eastern skies,

Announcing, ONE was born mankind to free;

His acts, his wrongs, his final sacrifice;

Lessons for every heart, a Bible for all eyes.

 

Our pride misleads, our timid likings kill.

– Long may these homely Works devised of old,

These simple efforts of Helvetian skill,

Aid, with congenial influence, to uphold

The State, – the Country's destiny to mould;

Turning, for them who pass, the common dust

Of servile opportunity to gold;

Filling the soul with sentiments august –

The beautiful, the brave, the holy, and the just!

 

No more; Time halts not in his noiseless march –

Nor turns, nor winds, as doth the liquid flood;

Life slips from underneath us, like that arch

Of airy workmanship whereon we stood,

Earth stretched below, heaven in our neighbourhood.

Go forth, my little Book! pursue thy way;

Go forth, and please the gentle and the good;

Nor be a whisper stifled, if it say

That treasures, yet untouched, may grace some future Lay.

 

1 At the head of the Valais. See Note.
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