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The Brothers

»These Tourists, heaven preserve us! needs must live

A profitable life: some glance along,

Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air,

And they were butterflies to wheel about

Long as the summer lasted: some, as wise,

Perched on the forehead of a jutting crag,

Pencil in hand and book upon the knee,

Will look and scribble, scribble on and look,

Until a man might travel twelve stout miles,

Or reap an acre of his neighbour's corn.

But, for that moping Son of Idleness,

Why can he tarry yonder? – In our church-yard

Is neither epitaph nor monument,

Tombstone nor name – only the turf we tread

And a few natural graves.«

 

To Jane, his wife,

Thus spake the homely Priest of Ennerdale.

It was a July evening; and he sate

Upon the long stone-seat beneath the eaves

Of his old cottage, – as it chanced, that day,

Employed in winter's work. Upon the stone

His wife sate near him, teasing matted wool,

While, from the twin cards toothed with glittering wire,

He fed the spindle of his youngest child,

Who, in the open air, with due accord

Of busy hands and back-and-forward steps,

Her large round wheel was turning. Towards the field

In which the Parish Chapel stood alone,

Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall,

While half an hour went by, the Priest had sent

Many a long look of wonder: and at last,

Risen from his seat, beside the snow-white ridge

Of carded wool which the old man had piled

He laid his implements with gentle care,

Each in the other locked; and down the path,

That from his cottage to the church-yard led,

He took his way, impatient to accost

The Stranger, whom he saw still lingering there.

 

'Twas one well known to him in former days,

A Shepherd-lad; who ere his sixteenth year

Had left that calling, tempted to entrust

His expectations to the fickle winds

And perilous waters; with the mariners

A fellow-mariner; – and so had fared

Through twenty seasons; but he had been reared

Among the mountains, and he in his heart

Was half a shepherd on the stormy seas.

Oft in the piping shrouds had Leonard heard

The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds

Of caves and trees; – and, when the regular wind

Between the tropics filled the steady sail,

And blew with the same breath through days and weeks,

Lengthening invisibly its weary line

Along the cloudless Main, he, in those hours

Of tiresome indolence, would often hang

Over the vessel's side, and gaze and gaze;

And, while the broad blue wave and sparkling foam

Flashed round him images and hues that wrought

In union with the employment of his heart,

He, thus by feverish passion overcome,

Even with the organs of his bodily eye,

Below him, in the bosom of the deep,

Saw mountains; saw the forms of sheep that grazed

On verdant hills – with dwellings among trees,

And shepherds clad in the same country grey

Which he himself had worn.1

 

And now, at last,

From perils manifold, with some small wealth

Acquired by traffic 'mid the Indian Isles,

To his paternal home he is returned,

With a determined purpose to resume

The life he had lived there; both for the sake

Of many darling pleasures, and the love

Which to an only brother he has borne

In all his hardships, since that happy time

When, whether it blew foul or fair, they two

Were brother-shepherds on their native hills.

– They were the last of all their race: and now,

When Leonard had approached his home, his heart

Failed in him; and, not venturing to enquire

Tidings of one so long and dearly loved,

He to the solitary church-yard turned;

That, as he knew in what particular spot

His family were laid, he thence might learn

If still his Brother lived, or to the file

Another grave was added. – He had found

Another grave, – near which a full half-hour

He had remained; but, as he gazed, there grew

Such a confusion in his memory,

That he began to doubt; and even to hope

That he had seen this heap of turf before, –

That it was not another grave; but one

He had forgotten. He had lost his path,

As up the vale, that afternoon, he walked

Through fields which once had been well known to him:

And oh what joy this recollection now

Sent to his heart! he lifted up his eyes,

And, looking round, imagined that he saw

Strange alteration wrought on every side

Among the woods and fields, and that the rocks,

And everlasting hills themselves were changed.

 

By this the Priest, who down the field had come,

Unseen by Leonard, at the church-yard gate

Stopped short, – and thence, at leisure, limb by limb

Perused him with a gay complacency.

Ay, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself,

'Tis one of those who needs must leave the path

Of the world's business to go wild alone:

His arms have a perpetual holiday;

The happy man will creep about the fields,

Following his fancies by the hour, to bring

Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles

Into his face, until the setting sun

Write fool upon his forehead. – Planted thus

Beneath a shed that over-arched the gate

Of this rude church-yard, till the stars appeared

The good Man might have communed with himself,

But that the Stranger, who had left the grave,

Approached; he recognised the Priest at once,

And, after greetings interchanged, and given

By Leonard to the Vicar as to one

Unknown to him, this dialogue ensued.

Leonard. You live, Sir, in these dales, a quiet life:

Your years make up one peaceful family;

And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come

And welcome gone, they are so like each other,

They cannot be remembered? Scarce a funeral

 

Comes to this church-yard once in eighteen months;

And yet, some changes must take place among you:

And you, who dwell here, even among these rocks,

Can trace the finger of mortality,

And see, that with our threescore years and ten

We are not all that perish. –– I remember,

(For many years ago I passed this road)

There was a foot-way all along the fields

By the brook-side – 'tis gone – and that dark cleft!

To me it does not seem to wear the face

Which then it had! 

Priest. Nay, Sir, for aught I know,

That chasm is much the same – 

Leonard. But, surely, yonder –

Priest. Ay, there, indeed, your memory is a friend

That does not play you false. – On that tall pike

(It is the loneliest place of all these hills)

There were two springs which bubbled side by side,

As if they had been made that they might be

Companions for each other: the huge crag

Was rent with lightning – one hath disappeared;

The other, left behind, is flowing still.

For accidents and changes such as these,

We want not store of them; – a waterspout

Will bring down half a mountain; what a feast

For folks that wander up and down like you,

To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff

One roaring cataract! a sharp May-storm

Will come with loads of January snow,

And in one night send twenty score of sheep

To feed the ravens; or a shepherd dies

By some untoward death among the rocks:

The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge;

A wood is felled: – and then for our own homes!

A child is born or christened, a field ploughed,

A daughter sent to service, a web spun,

The old house-clock is decked with a new face;

And hence, so far from wanting facts or dates

To chronicle the time, we all have here

A pair of diaries, – one serving, Sir,

For the whole dale, and one for each fire-side –

Yours was a stranger's judgment: for historians,

Commend me to these valleys! 

Leonard. Yet your Church-yard

Seems, if such freedom may be used with you,

To say that you are heedless of the past:

An orphan could not find his mother's grave:

Here's neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass,

Cross-bones nor skull, – type of our earthly state

Nor emblem of our hopes: the dead man's home

Is but a fellow to that pasture-field.

Priest. Why, there, Sir, is a thought that's new to me!

The stone-cutters, 'tis true, might beg their bread

If every English church-yard were like ours;

Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth:

We have no need of names and epitaphs;

We talk about the dead by our fire-sides.

And then, for our immortal part! we want

No symbols, Sir, to tell us that plain tale:

The thought of death sits easy on the man

Who has been born and dies among the mountains.

Leonard. Your Dalesmen, then, do in each other's thoughts

Possess a kind of second life: no doubt

You, Sir, could help me to the history

Of half these graves? 

Priest. For eight-score winters past,

With what I've witnessed, and with what I've heard,

Perhaps I might; and, on a winter-evening,

If you were seated at my chimney's nook,

By turning o'er these hillocks one by one,

We two could travel, Sir, through a strange round;

Yet all in the broad highway of the world.

Now there's a grave – your foot is half upon it, –

It looks just like the rest; and yet that man

Died broken-hearted. 

Leonard. 'Tis a common case.

We'll take another: who is he that lies

Beneath yon ridge, the last of those three graves?

It touches on that piece of native rock

Left in the church-yard wall. 

Priest. That's Walter Ewbank.

He had as white a head and fresh a cheek

As ever were produced by youth and age

Engendering in the blood of hale four-score.

Through five long generations had the heart

Of Walter's forefathers o'erflowed the bounds

Of their inheritance, that single cottage –

You see it yonder! and those few green fields.

They toiled and wrought, and still, from sire to son,

Each struggled, and each yielded as before

A little – yet a little, – and old Walter,

They left to him the family heart, and land

With other burthens than the crop it bore.

Year after year the old man still kept up

A cheerful mind, – and buffeted with bond,

Interest, and mortgages; at last he sank,

And went into his grave before his time.

Poor Walter! whether it was care that spurred him

God only knows, but to the very last

He had the lightest foot in Ennerdale:

His pace was never that of an old man:

I almost see him tripping down the path

With his two grandsons after him: – but you,

Unless our Landlord be your host to-night,

Have far to travel, – and on these rough paths

Even in the longest day of midsummer –

Leonard. But those two Orphans! 

Priest. Orphans! – Such they were –

Yet not while Walter lived: – for, though their parents

Lay buried side by side as now they lie,

The old man was a father to the boys,

Two fathers in one father: and if tears,

Shed when he talked of them where they were not,

And hauntings from the infirmity of love,

Are aught of what makes up a mother's heart,

This old Man, in the day of his old age,

Was half a mother to them. – If you weep, Sir,

To hear a stranger talking about strangers,

Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred!

Ay – you may turn that way – it is a grave

Which will bear looking at. 

Leonard. These boys – I hope

They loved this good old Man? – 

Priest. They did – and truly:

But that was what we almost overlooked,

They were such darlings of each other. Yes,

Though from the cradle they had lived with Walter,

The only kinsman near them, and though he

Inclined to both by reason of his age,

With a more fond, familiar, tenderness;

They, notwithstanding, had much love to spare,

And it all went into each other's hearts.

Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months,

Was two years taller: 'twas a joy to see,

To hear, to meet them! – From their house the school

Is distant three short miles, and in the time

Of storm and thaw, when every watercourse

And unbridged stream, such as you may have noticed

Crossing our roads at every hundred steps.

Was swoln into a noisy rivulet,

Would Leonard then, when elder boys remained

At home, go staggering through the slippery fords,

Bearing his brother on his back. I have seen him,

On windy days, in one of those stray brooks,

Ay, more than once I have seen him, mid-leg deep,

Their two books lying both on a dry stone,

Upon the hither side: and once I said,

As I remember, looking round these rocks

And hills on which we all of us were born,

That God who made the great book of the world

Would bless such piety – 

Leonard. It may be then –

Priest. Never did worthier lads break English bread;

The very brightest Sunday Autumn saw,

With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts,

Could never keep those boys away from church,

Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach.

Leonard and James! I warrant, every corner

Among these rocks, and every hollow place

That venturous foot could reach, to one or both

Was known as well as to the flowers that grow there.

Like roe-bucks they went bounding o'er the hills;

They played like two young ravens on the crags:

Then they could write, ay, and speak too, as well

As many of their betters – and for Leonard!

The very night before he went away,

In my own house I put into his hand

A Bible, and I'd wager house and field

That, if he be alive, he has it yet.

Leonard. It seems, these Brothers have not lived to be

A comfort to each other – 

Priest. That they might

Live to such end is what both old and young

In this our valley all of us have wished,

And what, for my part, I have often prayed:

But Leonard – 

Leonard. Then James still is left among you!

Priest. 'Tis of the elder brother I am speaking:

They had an uncle; – he was at that time

A thriving man, and trafficked on the seas:

And, but for that same uncle, to this hour

Leonard had never handled rope or shroud:

For the boy loved the life which we lead here;

And though of unripe years, a stripling only,

His soul was knit to this his native soil.

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak

To strive with such a torrent; when he died,

The estate and house were sold; and all their sheep,

A pretty flock, and which, for aught I know,

Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years: –

Well – all was gone, and they were destitute,

And Leonard, chiefly for his Brother's sake,

Resolved to try his fortune on the seas.

Twelve years are past since we had tidings from him.

If there were one among us who had heard

That Leonard Ewbank was come home again,

From the Great Gavel,2 down by Leeza's banks,

And down the Enna, far as Egremont,

The day would be a joyous festival;

And those two bells of ours, which there you see –

Hanging in the open air – but, O good Sir!

This is sad talk – they'll never sound for him –

Living or dead. – When last we heard of him,

He was in slavery among the Moors

Upon the Barbary coast. – 'Twas not a little

That would bring down his spirit; and no doubt,

Before it ended in his death, the Youth

Was sadly crossed. – Poor Leonard! when we parted,

He took me by the hand, and said to me,

If e'er he should grow rich, he would return,

To live in peace upon his father's land,

And lay his bones among us. 

Leonard. If that day

Should come, 'twould needs be a glad day for him;

He would himself, no doubt, be happy then

As any that should meet him – 

Priest. Happy! Sir –

Leonard. You said his kindred all were in their graves,

And that he had one Brother – 

Priest. That is but

A fellow-tale of sorrow. From his youth

James, though not sickly, yet was delicate;

And Leonard being always by his side

Had done so many offices about him,

That, though he was not of a timid nature,

Yet still the spirit of a mountain-boy

In him was somewhat checked; and, when his Brother

Was gone to sea, and he was left alone,

The little colour that he had was soon

Stolen from his cheek; he drooped, and pined, and pined –

Leonard. But these are all the graves of full-grown men!

Priest. Ay, Sir, that passed away: we took him to us;

He was the child of all the dale – he lived

Three months with one, and six months with another;

And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor love:

And many, many happy days were his.

But, whether blithe or sad, 'tis my belief

His absent Brother still was at his heart.

And, when he dwelt beneath our roof, we found

(A practice till this time unknown to him)

That often, rising from his bed at night,

He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping

He sought his brother Leonard. – You are moved!

Forgive me, Sir: before I spoke to you,

I judged you most unkindly. 

Leonard. But this Youth,

How did he die at last? 

Priest. One sweet May-morning,

(It will be twelve years since when Spring returns)

He had gone forth among the new-dropped lambs,

With two or three companions, whom their course

Of occupation led from height to height

Under a cloudless sun – till he, at length,

 

Through weariness, or, haply, to indulge

The humour of the moment, lagged behind.

You see yon precipice; – it wears the shape

Of a vast building made of many crags;

And in the midst is one particular rock

That rises like a column from the vale,

Whence by our shepherds it is called, THE PILLAR.

Upon its aëry summit crowned with heath,

The loiterer, not unnoticed by his comrades,

Lay stretched at ease; but, passing by the place

On their return, they found that he was gone.

No ill was feared; till one of them by chance

Entering, when evening was far spent, the house

Which at that time was James's home, there learned

That nobody had seen him all that day:

The morning came, and still he was unheard of:

The neighbours were alarmed, and to the brook

Some hastened; some ran to the lake: ere noon

They found him at the foot of that same rock

Dead, and with mangled limbs. The third day after

I buried him, poor Youth, and there he lies!

Leonard. And that then is his grave! – Before his death

You say that he saw many happy years?

Priest. Ay, that he did – 

Leonard. And all went well with him? –

Priest. If he had one, the Youth had twenty homes.

Leonard. And you believe, then, that his mind was easy? –

Priest. Yes, long before he died, he found that time

Is a true friend to sorrow; and unless

His thoughts were turned on Leonard's luckless fortune,

He talked about him with a cheerful love.

Leonard. He could not come to an unhallowed end!

Priest. Nay, God forbid! – You recollect I mentioned

A habit which disquietude and grief

Had brought upon him; and we all conjectured

That, as the day was warm, he had lain down

On the soft heath, – and, waiting for his comrades,

He there had fallen asleep; that in his sleep

He to the margin of the precipice

Had walked, and from the summit had fallen headlong:

And so no doubt he perished. When the Youth

Fell, in his hand he must have grasp'd, we think,

His shepherd's staff; for on that Pillar of rock

It had been caught mid-way; and there for years

It hung; – and mouldered there.

 

The Priest here ended –

The Stranger would have thanked him, but he felt

A gushing from his heart, that took away

The power of speech. Both left the spot in silence;

And Leonard, when they reached the church-yard gate,

As the Priest lifted up the latch, turned round, –

And, looking at the grave, he said, »My Brother!«

The Vicar did not hear the words: and now,

He pointed towards his dwelling-place, entreating

That Leonard would partake his homely fare:

The other thanked him with an earnest voice;

But added, that, the evening being calm,

He would pursue his journey. So they parted.

 

It was not long ere Leonard reached a grove

That overhung the road: he there stopped short,

And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed

All that the Priest had said: his early years

Were with him: – his long absence, cherished hopes,

And thoughts which had been his an hour before,

All pressed on him with such a weight, that now,

This vale, where he had been so happy, seemed

A place in which he could not bear to live:

So he relinquished all his purposes.

He travelled back to Egremont: and thence,

That night, he wrote a letter to the Priest,

Reminding him of what had passed between them;

And adding, with a hope to be forgiven,

That it was from the weakness of his heart

He had not dared to tell him who he was.

This done, he went on shipboard, and is now

A seaman, a grey-headed Mariner.

 

Notes

1 This description of the Calenture is sketched from an imperfect recollection of an admirable one in prose, by Mr. Gilbert, author of the Hurricane.

 

2 

The Great Gavel, so called, I imagine, from its resemblance to the gable end of a house, is one of the highest of the Cumberland mountains. It stands at the head of the several vales of Ennerdale, Wastdale, and Borrowdale.

The Leeza is a river which flows into the Lake of Ennerdale: on issuing from the Lake, it changes its name, and is called the End, Eyne, or Enna. It falls into the sea a little below Egremont.

 

 

Artegal and Elidure

(See the Chronicle of Geoffrey of Monmouth, and Milton's History of England)

Where be the temples which in Britain's Isle,

For his paternal Gods, the Trojan raised?

Gone like a morning dream, or like a pile

Of clouds that in cerulean ether blazed!

Ere Julius landed on her white-cliffed shore,

They sank, delivered o'er

To fatal dissolution; and, I ween,

No vestige then was left that such had ever been.

 

Nathless, a British record (long concealed

In old Armorica, whose secret springs

No Gothic conqueror ever drank) revealed

The marvellous current of forgotten things;

How Brutus came, by oracles impelled,

And Albion's giants quelled,

A brood whom no civility could melt,

»Who never tasted grace, and goodness ne'er had felt.«

 

By brave Corineus aided, he subdued,

And rooted out the intolerable kind;

And this too-long-polluted land imbued

With goodly arts and usages refined;

Whence golden harvests, cities, warlike towers,

And pleasure's sumptuous bowers;

Whence all the fixed delights of house and home,

Friendships that will not break, and love that cannot roam.

 

O, happy Britain! region all too fair

For self-delighting fancy to endure

That silence only should inhabit there,

Wild beasts, or uncouth savages impure!

But, intermingled with the generous seed,

Grew many a poisonous weed;

Thus fares it still with all that takes its birth

From human care, or grows upon the breast of earth.

 

Hence, and how soon! that war of vengeance waged

By Guendolen against her faithless lord;

Till she, in jealous fury unassuaged,

Had slain his paramour with ruthless sword:

Then into Severn hideously defiled,

She flung her blameless child,

Sabrina, – vowing that the stream should bear

That name through every age, her hatred to declare.

 

So speaks the Chronicle, and tells of Lear

By his ungrateful daughters turned adrift.

Ye lightnings, hear his voice! – they cannot hear,

Nor can the winds restore his simple gift.

But One there is, a Child of nature meek,

Who comes her Sire to seek;

And he, recovering sense, upon her breast

Leans smilingly, and sinks into a perfect rest.

 

There too we read of Spenser's fairy themes,

And those that Milton loved in youthful years;

The sage enchanter Merlin's subtle schemes;

The feats of Arthur and his knightly peers;

Of Arthur, – who, to upper light restored,

With that terrific sword

Which yet he brandishes for future war,

Shall lift his country's fame above the polar star!

 

What wonder, then, if in such ample field

Of old tradition, one particular flower

Doth seemingly in vain its fragrance yield,

And bloom unnoticed even to this late hour?

Now, gentle Muses, your assistance grant,

While I this flower transplant

Into a garden stored with Poesy;

Where flowers and herbs unite, and haply some weeds be,

That, wanting not wild grace, are from all mischief free!

 

A KING more worthy of respect and love

Than wise Gorbonian ruled not in his day;

And grateful Britain prospered far above

All neighbouring countries through his righteous sway;

He poured rewards and honours on the good;

The oppressor he withstood;

And while he served the Gods with reverence due,

Fields smiled, and temples rose, and towns and cities grew.

 

He died, whom Artegal succeeds – his son;

But how unworthy of that sire was he!

A hopeful reign, auspiciously begun,

Was darkened soon by foul iniquity.

From crime to crime he mounted, till at length

The nobles leagued their strength

With a vexed people, and the tyrant chased;

And on the vacant throne his worthier Brother placed.

 

From realm to realm the humbled Exile went,

Suppliant for aid his kingdom to regain;

In many a court, and many a warrior's tent,

He urged his persevering suit in vain.

Him, in whose wretched heart ambition failed,

Dire poverty assailed;

And, tired with slights his pride no more could brook,

He towards his native country cast a longing look.

 

Fair blew the wished-for wind – the voyage sped;

He landed; and by many dangers scared,

»Poorly provided, poorly followèd,«

To Calaterium's forest he repaired.

How changed from him who, born to highest place,

Had swayed the royal mace,

Flattered and feared, despised yet deified,

In Troynovant, his seat by silver Thames's side!

 

From that wild region where the crownless king

Lay in concealment with his scanty train,

Supporting life by water from the spring,

And such chance food as outlaws can obtain,

Unto the few whom he esteems his friends

A messenger he sends;

And from their secret loyalty requires

Shelter and daily bread, – the sum of his desires.

 

While he the issue waits, at early morn

Wandering by stealth abroad, he chanced to hear

A startling outcry made by hound and horn,

From which the tusky wild boar flies in fear;

And, scouring toward him o'er the grassy plain,

Behold the hunter train!

He bids his little company advance

With seeming unconcern and steady countenance.

 

The royal Elidure, who leads the chase,

Hath checked his foaming courser: – can it be!

Methinks that I should recognise that face,

Though much disguised by long adversity!

He gazed rejoicing, and again he gazed,

Confounded and amazed –

»It is the king, my brother!« and, by sound

Of his own voice confirmed, he leaps upon the ground.

 

Long, strict, and tender was the embrace he gave,

Feebly returned by daunted Artegal;

Whose natural affection doubts enslave,

And apprehensions dark and criminal.

Loth to restrain the moving interview,

The attendant lords withdrew;

And, while they stood upon the plain apart,

Thus Elidure, by words, relieved his struggling heart.

 

»By heavenly Powers conducted, we have met;

– O Brother! to my knowledge lost so long,

But neither lost to love, nor to regret,

Nor to my wishes lost; – forgive the wrong,

(Such it may seem) if I thy crown have borne,

Thy royal mantle worn:

I was their natural guardian; and 'tis just

That now I should restore what hath been held in trust.«

 

A while the astonished Artegal stood mute,

Then thus exclaimed: »To me, of titles shorn,

And stripped of power! me, feeble, destitute,

To me a kingdom! spare the bitter scorn:

If justice ruled the breast of foreign kings,

Then, on the wide-spread wings

Of war, had I returned to claim my right;

This will I here avow, not dreading thy despite.«

 

»I do not blame thee,« Elidure replied;

»But, if my looks did with my words agree,

I should at once be trusted, not defied,

And thou from all disquietude be free.

May the unsullied Goddess of the chase,

Who to this blessed place

At this blest moment led me, if I speak

With insincere intent, on me her vengeance wreak!

 

Were this same spear, which in my hand I grasp,

The British sceptre, here would I to thee

The symbol yield; and would undo this clasp,

If it confined the robe of sovereignty.

Odious to me the pomp of regal court,

And joyless sylvan sport,

While thou art roving, wretched and forlorn,

Thy couch the dewy earth, thy roof the forest thorn!«

 

Then Artegal thus spake: »I only sought

Within this realm a place of safe retreat;

Beware of rousing an ambitious thought;

Beware of kindling hopes, for me unmeet!

Thou art reputed wise, but in my mind

Art pitiably blind:

Full soon this generous purpose thou may'st rue,

When that which has been done no wishes can undo.

 

Who, when a crown is fixed upon his head,

Would balance claim with claim, and right with right?

But thou – I know not how inspired, how led –

Wouldst change the course of things in all men's sight!

And this for one who cannot imitate

Thy virtue, who may hate:

For, if, by such strange sacrifice restored,

He reign, thou still must be his king, and sovereign lord;

 

Lifted in magnanimity above

Aught that my feeble nature could perform,

Or even conceive; surpassing me in love

Far as in power the eagle doth the worm:

I, Brother! only should be king in name,

And govern to my shame;

A shadow in a hated land, while all

Of glad or willing service to thy share would fall.«

 

»Believe it not,« said Elidure; »respect

Awaits on virtuous life, and ever most

Attends on goodness with dominion decked,

Which stands the universal empire's boast;

This can thy own experience testify:

Nor shall thy foes deny

That, in the gracious opening of thy reign,

Our father's spirit seemed in thee to breathe again.

 

And what if o'er that bright unbosoming

Clouds of disgrace and envious fortune passed!

Have we not seen the glories of the spring

By veil of noontide darkness overcast?

The frith that glittered like a warrior's shield,

The sky, the gay green field,

Are vanished; gladness ceases in the groves,

And trepidation strikes the blackened mountain-coves.

 

But is that gloom dissolved? how passing clear

Seems the wide world, far brighter than before!

Even so thy latent worth will re-appear,

Gladdening the people's heart from shore to shore;

For youthful faults ripe virtues shall atone;

Re-seated on thy throne,

Proof shalt thou furnish that misfortune, pain,

And sorrow, have confirmed thy native right to reign.

 

But, not to overlook what thou may'st know,

Thy enemies are neither weak nor few;

And circumspect must be our course, and slow,

Or from my purpose ruin may ensue.

Dismiss thy followers; – let them calmly wait

Such change in thy estate

As I already have in thought devised;

And which, with caution due, may soon be realized.«

 

The Story tells what courses were pursued,

Until king Elidure, with full consent

Of all his peers, before the multitude,

Rose, – and, to consummate this just intent,

Did place upon his brother's head the crown,

Relinquished by his own;

Then to his people cried, »Receive your lord,

Gorbonian's first-born son, your rightful king restored!«

 

The people answered with a loud acclaim:

Yet more; – heart-smitten by the heroic deed,

The reinstated Artegal became

Earth's noblest penitent; from bondage freed

Of vice – thenceforth unable to subvert

Or shake his high desert.

Long did he reign; and, when he died, the tear

Of universal grief bedewed his honoured bier.

 

Thus was a Brother by a Brother saved;

With whom a crown (temptation that hath set

Discord in hearts of men till they have braved

Their nearest kin with deadly purpose met)

'Gainst duty weighed, and faithful love, did seem

A thing of no esteem;

And, from this triumph of affection pure,

He bore the lasting name of »pious Elidure!«

 

To a Butterfly

I've watched you now a full half-hour,

Self-poised upon that yellow flower;

And, little Butterfly! indeed

I know not if you sleep or feed.

How motionless! – not frozen seas

More motionless! and then

What joy awaits you, when the breeze

Hath found you out among the trees,

And calls you forth again!

 

This plot of orchard-ground is ours;

My trees they are, my Sister's flowers;

Here rest your wings when they are weary;

Here lodge as in a sanctuary!

Come often to us, fear no wrong;

Sit near us on the bough!

We'll talk of sunshine and of song,

And summer days, when we were young;

Sweet childish days, that were as long

As twenty days are now.

 

A Farewell

Farewell, thou little Nook of mountain-ground,

Thou rocky corner in the lowest stair

Of that magnificent temple which doth bound

One side of our whole vale with grandeur rare;

Sweet garden-orchard, eminently fair,

The loveliest spot that man hath ever found,

Farewell! – we leave thee to Heaven's peaceful care,

Thee, and the Cottage which thou dost surround.

 

Our boat is safely anchored by the shore,

And there will safely ride when we are gone;

The flowering shrubs that deck our humble door

Will prosper, though untended and alone:

Fields, goods, and far-off chattels we have none:

These narrow bounds contain our private store

Of things earth makes, and sun doth shine upon;

Here are they in our sight – we have no more.

 

Sunshine and shower be with you, bud and bell!

For two months now in vain we shall be sought;

We leave you here in solitude to dwell

With these our latest gifts of tender thought;

Thou, like the morning, in thy saffron coat,

Bright gowan, and marsh-marigold, farewell!

Whom from the borders of the Lake we brought,

And placed together near our rocky Well.

 

We go for One to whom ye will be dear;

And she will prize this Bower, this Indian shed,

Our own contrivance, Building without peer!

– A gentle Maid, whose heart is lowly bred,

Whose pleasures are in wild fields gatherèd,

With joyousness, and with a thoughtful cheer,

Will come to you; to you herself will wed;

And love the blessed life that we lead here.

 

Dear Spot! which we have watched with tender heed,

Bringing thee chosen plants and blossoms blown

Among the distant mountains, flower and weed,

Which thou hast taken to thee as thy own,

Making all kindness registered and known;

Thou for our sakes, though Nature's child indeed,

Fair in thyself and beautiful alone,

Hast taken gifts which thou dost little need.

 

And O most constant, yet most fickle Place,

That hast thy wayward moods, as thou dost show

To them who look not daily on thy face;

Who, being loved, in love no bounds dost know,

And say'st, when we forsake thee, »Let them go!«

Thou easy-hearted Thing, with thy wild race

Of weeds and flowers, till we return be slow,

And travel with the year at a soft pace.

 

Help us to tell Her tales of years gone by,

And this sweet spring, the best beloved and best;

Joy will be flown in its mortality;

Something must stay to tell us of the rest.

Here, thronged with primroses, the steep rock's breast

Glittered at evening like a starry sky;

And in this bush our sparrow built her nest,

Of which I sang one song that will not die.

 

O happy Garden! whose seclusion deep

Hath been so friendly to industrious hours;

And to soft slumbers, that did gently steep

Our spirits, carrying with them dreams of flowers,

And wild notes warbled among leafy bowers;

Two burning months let summer overleap,

And, coming back with Her who will be ours,

Into thy bosom we again shall creep.

 

Stanzas



Written in My Pocket – Copy of Thomson's

»Castle of Indolence«

Within our happy Castle there dwelt One

Whom without blame I may not overlook;

For never sun on living creature shone

Who more devout enjoyment with us took:

Here on his hours he hung as on a book,

On his own time here would he float away,

As doth a fly upon a summer brook;

But go to-morrow, or belike to-day,

Seek for him, – he is fled; and whither none can say.

 

Thus often would he leave our peaceful home,

And find elsewhere his business or delight;

Out of our Valley's limits did he roam:

Full many a time, upon a stormy night,

His voice came to us from the neighbouring height:

Oft could we see him driving full in view

At mid-day when the sun was shining bright;

What ill was on him, what he had to do,

A mighty wonder bred among our quiet crew.

 

Ah! piteous sight it was to see this Man

When he came back to us, a withered flower, –

Or like a sinful creature, pale and wan.

Down would he sit; and without strength or power

Look at the common grass from hour to hour:

And oftentimes, how long I fear to say,

Where apple-trees in blossom made a bower,

Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay;

And, like a naked Indian, slept himself away.

 

Great wonder to our gentle tribe it was

Whenever from our Valley he withdrew;

For happier soul no living creature has

Than he had, being here the long day through.

Some thought he was a lover, and did woo:

Some thought far worse of him, and judged him wrong;

But verse was what he had been wedded to;

And his own mind did like a tempest strong

Come to him thus, and drove the weary Wight along.

 

With him there often walked in friendly guise,

Or lay upon the moss by brook or tree,

A noticeable Man with large grey eyes,

And a pale face that seemed undoubtedly

As if a blooming face it ought to be;

Heavy his low-hung lip did oft appear,

Deprest by weight of musing Phantasy;

Profound his forehead was, though not severe;

Yet some did think that he had little business here:

 

Sweet heaven forefend! his was a lawful right;

Noisy he was, and gamesome as a boy;

His limbs would toss about him with delight,

Like branches when strong winds the trees annoy.

Nor lacked his calmer hours device or toy

To banish listessness and irksome care;

He would have taught you how you might employ

Yourself; and many did to him repair, –

And certes not in vain; he had inventions rare.

 

Expedients, too, of simplest sort he tried:

Long blades of grass, plucked round him as he lay,

Made, to his ear attentively applied,

A pipe on which the wind would deftly play;

Glasses he had, that little things display,

The beetle panoplied in gems and gold,

A mailèd angel on a battle-day;

The mysteries that cups of flowers enfold,

And all the gorgeous sights which fairies do behold.

 

He would entice that other Man to hear

His music, and to view his imagery:

And, sooth, these two were each to the other dear:

No livelier love in such a place could be:

There did they dwell – from earthly labour free,

As happy spirits as were ever seen;

If but a bird, to keep them company,

Or butterfly sate down, they were, I ween,

As pleased as if the same had been a Maiden-queen.

 

Louisa

After Accompanying Her on a Mountain Excursion

I met Louisa in the shade,

And, having seen that lovely Maid,

Why should I fear to say

That, nymph-like, she is fleet and strong,

And down the rocks can leap along

Like rivulets in May?

 

And she hath smiles to earth unknown;

Smiles, that with motion of their own

Do spread, and sink, and rise;

That come and go with endless play,

And ever, as they pass away,

Are hidden in her eyes.

 

She loves her fire, her cottage-home;

Yet o'er the moorland will she roam

In weather rough and bleak;

And, when against the wind she strains,

Oh! might I kiss the mountain rains

That sparkle on her cheek.

 

Take all that's mine ›beneath the moon,‹

If I with her but half a noon

May sit beneath the walls

Of some old cave, or mossy nook,

When up she winds along the brook

To hunt the waterfalls.

 

[Strange fits of passion have I known]

Strange fits of passion have I known:

And I will dare to tell,

But in the Lover's ear alone,

What once to me befell.

 

When she I loved looked every day

Fresh as a rose in June,

I to her cottage bent my way,

Beneath an evening-moon.

 

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,

All over the wide lea;

With quickening pace my horse drew nigh

Those paths so dear to me.

 

And now we reached the orchard-plot;

And, as we climbed the hill,

The sinking moon to Lucy's cot

Came near, and nearer still.

 

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,

Kind Nature's gentlest boon!

And all the while my eyes I kept

On the descending moon.

 

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof

He raised, and never stopped:

When down behind the cottage roof,

At once, the bright moon dropped.

 

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide

Into a Lover's head!

»O mercy!« to myself I cried,

»If Lucy should be dead!«

 

[She dwelt among the untrodden ways]

She dwelt among the untrodden ways

Beside the springs of Dove,

A Maid whom there were none to praise

And very few to love:

 

A violet by a mossy stone

Half hidden from the eye!

– Fair as a star, when only one

Is shining in the sky.

 

She lived unknown, and few could know

When Lucy ceased to be;

But she is in her grave, and, oh,

The difference to me!

 

[I travelled among unknown men]

I travelled among unknown men,

In lands beyond the sea;

Nor, England! did I know till then

What love I bore to thee.

 

'Tis past, that melancholy dream!

Nor will I quit thy shore

A second time; for still I seem

To love thee more and more.

 

Among thy mountains did I feel

The joy of my desire;

And she I cherished turned her wheel

Beside an English fire.

 

Thy mornings showed, thy nights concealed,

The bowers where Lucy played;

And thine too is the last green field

That Lucy's eyes surveyed.

 

[Ere with cold beads of midnight dew]

Ere with cold beads of midnight dew

Had mingled tears of thine,

I grieved, fond Youth! that thou shouldst sue

To haughty Geraldine.

 

Immoveable by generous sighs,

She glories in a train

Who drag, beneath our native skies,

An oriental chain.

 

Pine not like them with arms across,

Forgetting in thy care

How the fast-rooted trees can toss

Their branches in mid air.

 

The humblest rivulet will take

Its own wild liberties;

And, every day, the imprisoned lake

Is flowing in the breeze.

 

Then crouch no more on suppliant knee,

But scorn with scorn outbrave;

A Briton, even in love, should be

A subject, not a slave!

 

To –

Look at the fate of summer flowers,

Which blow at daybreak, droop ere even-song;

And, grieved for their brief date, confess that ours,

Measured by what we are and ought to be,

Measured by all that, trembling, we foresee,

Is not so long!

 

If human Life do pass away,

Perishing yet more swiftly than the flower,

If we are creatures of a winter's day;

What space hath Virgin's beauty to disclose

Her sweets, and triumph o'er the breathing rose?

Not even an hour!

 

The deepest grove whose foliage hid

The happiest lovers Arcady might boast,

Could not the entrance of this thought forbid:

O be thou wise as they, soul-gifted Maid!

Nor rate too high what must so quickly fade,

So soon be lost.

 

Then shall love teach some virtuous Youth

»To draw, out of the object of his eyes,«

The while on thee they gaze in simple truth,

Hues more exalted, ›a refinèd Form,‹

That dreads not age, nor suffers from the worm,

And never dies.

 

The Forsaken

The peace which others seek they find;

The heaviest storms not longest last;

Heaven grants even to the guiltiest mind

An amnesty for what is past;

When will my sentence be reversed?

I only pray to know the worst;

And wish, as if my heart would burst.

 

O weary struggle! silent years

Tell seemingly no doubtful tale;

And yet they leave it short, and fears

And hopes are strong and will prevail.

My calmest faith escapes not pain;

And, feeling that the hope is vain,

I think that he will come again.

 

['Tis said, that some have died for love]

'Tis said, that some have died for love:

And here and there a church-yard grave is found

In the cold north's unhallowed ground,

Because the wretched man himself had slain,

His love was such a grievous pain.

And there is one whom I five years have known;

He dwells alone

Upon Helvellyn's side:

He loved – the pretty Barbara died;

And thus he makes his moan:

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid

When thus his moan he made:

 

»Oh, move, thou Cottage, from behind that oak!

Or let the aged tree uprooted lie,

That in some other way yon smoke

May mount into the sky!

The clouds pass on; they from the heavens depart:

I look – the sky is empty space;

I know not what I trace;

But when I cease to look, my hand is on my heart.

 

O! what a weight is in these shades! Ye leaves,

That murmur once so dear, when will it cease?

Your sound my heart of rest bereaves,

It robs my heart of peace.

Thou Thrush, that singest loud – and loud and free,

Into yon row of willows flit,

Upon that alder sit;

Or sing another song, or choose another tree.

 

Roll back, sweet Rill! back to thy mountain-bounds,

And there for ever be thy waters chained!

For thou dost haunt the air with sounds

That cannot be sustained;

If still beneath that pine-tree's ragged bough

Headlong yon waterfall must come,

Oh let it then be dumb!

Be anything, sweet Rill, but that which thou art now.

 

Thou Eglantine, so bright with sunny showers,

Proud as a rainbow spanning half the vale,

Thou one fair shrub, oh! shed thy flowers,

And stir not in the gale.

For thus to see thee nodding in the air,

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend,

Thus rise and thus descend, –

Disturbs me till the sight is more than I can bear.«

 

The Man who makes this feverish complaint

Is one of giant stature, who could dance

Equipped from head to foot in iron mail.

Ah gentle Love! if ever thought was thine

To store up kindred hours for me, thy face

Turn from me, gentle Love! nor let me walk

Within the sound of Emma's voice, nor know

Such happiness as I have known to-day.

 

A Complaint

There is a change – and I am poor;

Your love hath been, nor long ago,

A fountain at my fond heart's door,

Whose only business was to flow;

And flow it did; not taking heed

Of its own bounty, or my need.

 

What happy moments did I count!

Blest was I then all bliss above!

Now, for that consecrated fount

Of murmuring, sparkling, living love,

What have I? shall I dare to tell?

A comfortless and hidden well.

 

A well of love – it may be deep –

I trust it is, – and never dry:

What matter? if the waters sleep

In silence and obscurity.

– Such change, and at the very door

Of my fond heart, hath made me poor.

 

To –

Let other bards of angels sing,

Bright suns without a spot;

But thou art no such perfect thing:

Rejoice that thou art not!

 

Heed not tho' none should call thee fair;

So, Mary, let it be

If nought in loveliness compare

With what thou art to me.

 

True beauty dwells in deep retreats,

Whose veil is unremoved

Till heart with heart in concord beats,

And the lover is beloved.

 

[Yes! thou art fair, yet be not moved]

Yes! thou art fair, yet be not moved

To scorn the declaration,

That sometimes I in thee have loved

My fancy's own creation.

 

Imagination needs must stir;

Dear Maid, this truth believe,

Minds that have nothing to confer

Find little to perceive.

 

Be pleased that nature made thee fit

To feed my heart's devotion,

By laws to which all Forms submit

In sky, air, earth, and ocean.

 

[How rich that forehead's calm expanse!]

How rich that forehead's calm expanse!

How bright that heaven-directed glance!

– Waft her to glory, wingèd Powers,

Ere sorrow be renewed,

And intercourse with mortal hours

Bring back a humbler mood!

So looked Cecilia when she drew

An Angel from his station;

So looked; not ceasing to pursue

Her tuneful adoration!

 

But hand and voice alike are still;

No sound here sweeps away the will

That gave it birth: in service meek

One upright arm sustains the cheek,

And one across the bosom lies –

That rose, and now forgets to rise,

Subdued by breathless harmonies

Of meditative feeling;

Mute strains from worlds beyond the skies,

Through the pure light of female eyes

Their sanctity revealing!

 

[What heavenly smiles! O Lady mine]

What heavenly smiles! O Lady mine,

Through my very heart they shine;

And, if my brow gives back their light,

Do thou look gladly on the sight;

As the clear Moon with modest pride

Beholds her own bright beams

Reflected from the mountain's side

And from the headlong streams.

 

To –

O dearer far than light and life are dear,

Full oft our human foresight I deplore;

Trembling, through my unworthiness, with fear

That friends, by death disjoined, may meet no more!

 

Misgivings, hard to vanquish or control,

Mix with the day, and cross the hour of rest;

While all the future, for thy purer soul,

With ›sober certainties‹ of love is blest.

 

That sigh of thine, not meant for human ear,

Tells that these words thy humbleness offend;

Yet bear me up – else faltering in the rear

Of a steep march: support me to the end.

 

Peace settles where the intellect is meek,

And Love is dutiful in thought and deed;

Through Thee communion with that Love I seek:

The faith Heaven strengthens where he moulds the Creed.

 

Lament of Mary Queen of Scots

On the Eve of a New Year

I

Smile of the Moon! – for so I name

That silent greeting from above;

A gentle flash of light that came

From her whom drooping captives love;

Or art thou of still higher birth?

Thou that didst part the clouds of earth

My torpor to reprove!

 

II

Bright boon of pitying Heaven! – alas,

I may not trust thy placid cheer!

Pondering that Time to-night will pass

The threshold of another year;

For years to me are sad and dull;

My very moments are too full

Of hopelessness and fear.

 

III

And yet, the soul-awakening gleam,

That struck perchance the farthest cone

Of Scotland's rocky wilds, did seem

To visit me, and me alone;

Me, unapproached by any friend,

Save those who to my sorrows lend

Tears due unto their own.

 

IV

To-night the church-tower bells will ring

Through these wide realms a festive peal;

To the new year a welcoming;

A tuneful offering for the weal

Of happy millions lulled in sleep;

While I am forced to watch and weep,

By wounds that may not heal.

 





V

 

Born all too high, by wedlock raised

Still higher – to be cast thus low!

Would that mine eyes had never gazed

On aught of more ambitious show

Than the sweet flowerets of the fields!

– It is my royal state that yields

This bitterness of woe.

 

VI

Yet how? – for I, if there be truth

In the world's voice, was passing fair;

And beauty, for confiding youth,

Those shocks of passion can prepare

That kill the bloom before its time;

And blanch, without the owner's crime,

The most resplendent hair.

 





VII

 

Unblest distinction! showered on me

To bind a lingering life in chains:

All that could quit my grasp, or flee,

Is gone; – but not the subtle stains

Fixed in the spirit; for even here

Can I be proud that jealous fear

Of what I was remains.

 

VIII

A Woman rules my prison's key;

A sister Queen, against the bent

Of law and holiest sympathy,

Detains me, doubtful of the event;

Great God, who feel'st for my distress,

My thoughts are all that I possess,

O keep them innocent!

 





IX

 

Farewell desire of human aid,

Which abject mortals vainly court!

By friends deceived, by foes betrayed,

Of fears the prey, of hopes the sport;

Nought but the world-redeeming Cross

Is able to supply my loss,

My burthen to support.

 

X

Hark! the death-note of the year

Sounded by the castle-clock!

From her sunk eyes a stagnant tear

Stole forth, unsettled by the shock;

But oft the woods renewed their green,

Ere the tired head of Scotland's Queen

Reposed upon the block!

 

The Complaint

Of a Forsaken Indian Woman

When a Northern Indian, from sickness, is unable to continue his journey with his companions, he is left behind, covered over with deer-skins, and is supplied with water, food, and fuel, if the situation of the place will afford it. He is informed of the track which his companions intend to pursue, and if he be unable to follow, or overtake them, he perishes alone in the desert, unless he should have the good fortune to fall in with some other tribes of Indians. The females are equally, or still more, exposed to the same fate. See that very interesting work Hearne's »Journey from Hudson's Bay to the Northern Ocean«. In the high northern latitudes, as the same writer informs us, when the northern lights vary their position in the air, they make a rustling and a crackling noise, as alluded to in the following poem.

 





I

 

Before I see another day,

Oh let my body die away!

In sleep I heard the northern gleams;

The stars, they were among my dreams;

In rustling conflict through the skies,

I heard, I saw the flashes drive,

And yet they are upon my eyes,

And yet I am alive;

Before I see another day,

Oh let my body die away!

 

II

My fire is dead: it knew no pain;

Yet is it dead, and I remain:

All stiff with ice the ashes lie;

And they are dead, and I will die.

When I was well, I wished to live,

For clothes, for warmth, for food, and fire;

But they to me no joy can give,

No pleasure now, and no desire.

Then here contented will I lie!

Alone, I cannot fear to die.

 

III

Alas! ye might have dragged me on

Another day, a single one!

Too soon I yielded to despair;

Why did ye listen to my prayer?

When ye were gone my limbs were stronger;

And oh, how grievously I rue,

That, afterwards, a little longer,

My friends, I did not follow you!

For strong and without pain I lay,

Dear friends, when ye were gone away.

 

IV

My Child! they gave thee to another,

A woman who was not thy mother.

When from my arms my Babe they took,

On me how strangely did he look!

Through his whole body something ran,

A most strange working did I see;

– As if he strove to be a man,

That he might pull the sledge for me:

And then he stretched his arms, how wild!

Oh mercy! like a helpless child.

 

V

My little joy! my little pride!

In two days more I must have died.

Then do not weep and grieve for me;

I feel I must have died with thee.

O wind, that o'er my head art flying

The way my friends their course did bend,

I should not feel the pain of dying,

Could I with thee a message send;

Too soon, my friends, ye went away;

For I had many things to say.

 

VI

I'll follow you across the snow;

Ye travel heavily and slow;

In spite of all my weary pain

I'll look upon your tents again.

– My fire is dead, and snowy white

The water which beside it stood:

The wolf has come to me to-night,

And he has stolen away my food.

For ever left alone am I;

Then wherefore should I fear to die?

 

VII

Young as I am, my course is run,

I shall not see another sun;

I cannot lift my limbs to know

If they have any life or no.

My poor forsaken Child, if I

For once could have thee close to me,

With happy heart I then would die,

And my last thought would happy be;

But thou, dear Babe, art far away,

Nor shall I see another day.

 

The Last of the Flock

I

In distant countries have I been,

And yet I have not often seen

A healthy man, a man full grown,

Weep in the public roads, alone.

But such a one, on English ground,

And in the broad highway, I met;

Along the broad highway he came,

 

His cheeks with tears were wet:

Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad;

And in his arms a Lamb he had.

 

II

He saw me, and he turned aside,

As if he wished himself to hide:

And with his coat did then essay

To wipe those briny tears away.

I followed him, and said, »My friend,

What ails you? wherefore weep you so?«

– »Shame on me, Sir! this lusty Lamb,

He makes my tears to flow.

To-day I fetched him from the rock;

He is the last of all my flock.

 

III

When I was young, a single man,

And after youthful follies ran,

Though little given to care and thought,

Yet, so it was, an ewe I bought;

And other sheep from her I raised,

As healthy sheep as you might see;

And then I married, and was rich

As I could wish to be;

Of sheep I numbered a full score,

And every year increased my store.

 





IV

 

Year after year my stock it grew;

And from this one, this single ewe,

Full fifty comely sheep I raised,

As fine a flock as ever grazed!

Upon the Quantock hills they fed;

They throve, and we at home did thrive:

– This lusty Lamb of all my store

Is all that is alive;

And now I care not if we die,

And perish all of poverty.

 

V

Six Children, Sir! had I to feed;

Hard labour in a time of need!

My pride was tamed, and in our grief

I of the Parish asked relief.

They said, I was a wealthy man;

My sheep upon the uplands fed,

And it was fit that thence I took

Whereof to buy us bread.

›Do this: how can we give to you,‹

They cried, ›what to the poor is due?‹

 

VI

I sold a sheep, as they had said,

And bought my little children bread,

And they were healthy with their food;

For me – it never did me good.

A woeful time it was for me,

To see the end of all my gains,

The pretty flock which I had reared

With all my care and pains,

To see it melt like snow away –

For me it was a woeful day.

 

VII

Another still! and still another!

A little lamb, and then its mother!

It was a vein that never stopped –

Like blood-drops from my heart they dropped.

Till thirty were not left alive

They dwindled, dwindled, one by one;

And I may say, that many a time

I wished they all were gone –

Reckless of what might come at last

Were but the bitter struggle past.

 

VIII

To wicked deeds I was inclined,

And wicked fancies crossed my mind;

And every man I chanced to see,

I thought he knew some ill of me:

No peace, no comfort could I find,

No ease, within doors or without;

And crazily and wearily

I went my work about;

And oft was moved to flee from home,

And hide my head where wild beasts roam.

 

IX

Sir! 'twas a precious flock to me,

As dear as my own children be;

For daily with my growing store

I loved my children more and more.

Alas! it was an evil time;

God cursed me in my sore distress;

 

I prayed, yet every day I thought

I loved my children less;

And every week, and every day,

My flock it seemed to melt away.

 

X

They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see!

From ten to five, from five to three,

A lamb, a wether, and a ewe; –

And then at last from three to two;

And, of my fifty, yesterday

I had but only one:

And here it lies upon my arm,

Alas! and I have none; –

To-day I fetched it from the rock;

It is the last of all my flock.«

 

Repentance

A Pastoral Ballad

The fields which with covetous spirit we sold,

Those beautiful fields, the delight of the day,

Would have brought us more good than a burthen of gold,

Could we but have been as contented as they.

 

When the troublesome Tempter beset us, said I,

»Let him come, with his purse proudly grasped in his hand;

But, Allan, be true to me, Allan, – we'll die

Before he shall go with an inch of the land!«

 

There dwelt we, as happy as birds in their bowers;

Unfettered as bees that in gardens abide;

We could do what we liked with the land, it was ours;

And for us the brook murmured that ran by its side.

 

But now we are strangers, go early or late;

And often, like one overburthened with sin,

With my hand on the latch of the half-opened gate,

I look at the fields, but I cannot go in!

 

When I walk by the hedge on a bright summer's day,

Or sit in the shade of my grandfather's tree,

A stern face it puts on, as if ready to say,

»What ails you, that you must come creeping to me!«

 

With our pastures about us, we could not be sad;

Our comfort was near if we ever were crost;

But the comfort, the blessings, and wealth that we had,

We slighted them all, – and our birthright was lost.

 

Oh, ill-judging sire of an innocent son

Who must now be a wanderer! but peace to that strain!

Think of evening's repose when our labour was done,

The sabbath's return; and its leisure's soft chain!

 

And in sickness, if night had been sparing of sleep,

How cheerful, at sunrise, the hill where I stood,

Looking down on the kine, and our treasure of sheep

That besprinkled the field; 'twas like youth in my blood!

 

Now I cleave to the house, and am dull as a snail;

And, oftentimes, hear the church-bell with a sigh,

That follows the thought – We've no land in the vale,

Save six feet of earth where our fore-fathers lie!

 

The Affliction of Margaret –

I

Where art thou, my beloved Son,

Where art thou, worse to me than dead?

Oh find me, prosperous or undone!

Or, if the grave be now thy bed,

Why am I ignorant of the same

That I may rest; and neither blame

Nor sorrow may attend thy name?

 

II

Seven years, alas! to have received

No tidings of an only child;

To have despaired, have hoped, believed,

And been for evermore beguiled;

Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss!

I catch at them, and then I miss;

Was ever darkness like to this?

 





III

 

He was among the prime in worth,

An object beauteous to behold;

Well born, well bred; I sent him forth

Ingenuous, innocent, and bold:

If things ensued that wanted grace,

As hath been said, they were not base;

And never blush was on my face.

 

IV

Ah! little doth the young-one dream,

When full of play and childish cares,

What power is in his wildest scream,

Heard by his mother unawares!

He knows it not, he cannot guess:

Years to a mother bring distress;

But do not make her love the less.

 





V

 

Neglect me! no, I suffered long

From that ill thought; and, being blind,

Said, »Pride shall help me in my wrong:

Kind mother have I been, as kind

As ever breathed:« and that is true;

I've wet my path with tears like dew,

Weeping for him when no one knew.

 

VI

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,

Hopeless of honour and of gain,

Oh! do not dread thy mother's door;

Think not of me with grief and pain:

I now can see with better eyes;

And worldly grandeur I despise,

And fortune with her gifts and lies.

 





VII

 

Alas! the fowls of heaven have wings,

And blasts of heaven will aid their flight;

They mount – how short a voyage brings

The wanderers back to their delight!

Chains tie us down by land and sea;

And wishes, vain as mine, may be

All that is left to comfort thee.

 

VIII

Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan,

Maimed, mangled by inhuman men;

Or thou upon a desert thrown

Inheritest the lion's den;

Or hast been summoned to the deep,

Thou, thou and all thy mates, to keep

An incommunicable sleep.

 





IX

 

I look for ghosts; but none will force

Their way to me: 'tis falsely said

That there was ever intercourse

Between the living and the dead;

For, surely, then I should have sight

Of him I wait for day and night,

With love and longings infinite.

 

X

My apprehensions come in crowds;

I dread the rustling of the grass;

The very shadows of the clouds

Have power to shake me as they pass:

I question things and do not find

One that will answer to my mind;

And all the world appears unkind.

 





XI

 

Beyond participation lie

My troubles, and beyond relief:

If any chance to heave a sigh,

They pity me, and not my grief.

Then come to me, my Son, or send

Some tidings that my woes may end;

I have no other earthly friend!

 

The Cottager to Her Infant

By My Sister

The days are cold, the nights are long,

The north-wind sings a doleful song;

Then hush again upon my breast;

All merry things are now at rest,

Save thee, my pretty Love!

 

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,

The crickets long have ceased their mirth;

There's nothing stirring in the house

Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse,

Then why so busy thou?

 

Nay! start not at that sparkling light;

'Tis but the moon that shines so bright

On the window pane bedropped with rain:

Then, little Darling! sleep again,

And wake when it is day.

 

Maternal Grief

Departed Child! I could forget thee once

Though at my bosom nursed; this woeful gain

Thy dissolution brings, that in my soul

Is present and perpetually abides

A shadow, never, never to be displaced

By the returning substance, seen or touched.

Seen by mine eyes, or clasped in my embrace.

Absence and death how differ they! and how

Shall I admit that nothing can restore

What one short sigh so easily removed? –

Death, life, and sleep, reality and thought,

Assist me, God, their boundaries to know,

O teach me calm submission to thy Will!

 

The Child she mourned had overstepped the pale

Of Infancy, but still did breathe the air

That sanctifies its confines, and partook

Reflected beams of that celestial light

To all the Little-ones on sinful earth

Not unvouchsafed – a light that warmed and cheered

Those several qualities of heart and mind

Which, in her own blest nature, rooted deep,

Daily before the Mother's watchful eye,

And not hers only, their peculiar charms

Unfolded, – beauty, for its present self,

And for its promises to future years,

With not unfrequent rapture fondly hailed.

 

Have you espied upon a dewy lawn

A pair of Leverets each provoking each

To a continuance of their fearless sport,

Two separate Creatures in their several gifts

Abounding, but so fashioned that, in all

That Nature prompts them to display, their looks,

Their starts of motion and their fits of rest,

An undistinguishable style appears

And character of gladness, as if Spring

Lodged in their innocent bosoms, and the spirit

Of the rejoicing morning were their own?

 

Such union, in the lovely Girl maintained

And her twin Brother, had the parent seen,

Ere, pouncing like a ravenous bird of prey,

Death in a moment parted them, and left

The Mother, in her turns of anguish, worse,

Than desolate; for oft-times from the sound

Of the survivor's sweetest voice (dear child,

He knew it not) and from his happiest looks,

Did she extract the food of self-reproach,

As one that lived ungrateful for the stay

By Heaven afforded to uphold her maimed

And tottering spirit. And full oft the Boy,

Now first acquainted with distress and grief,

Shrunk from his Mother's presence, shunned with fear

Her sad approach, and stole away to find,

In his known haunts of joy where'er he might,

A more congenial object. But, as time

Softened her pangs, and reconciled the child

To what he saw, he gradually returned,

Like a scared Bird encouraged to renew

A broken intercourse; and, while his eyes

Were yet with pensive fear and gentle awe

Turned upon her who bore him, she would stoop

To imprint a kiss that lacked not power to spread

Faint colour over both their pallid cheeks,

And stilled his tremulous lip. Thus they were calmed

And cheered; and now together breathe fresh air

In open fields; and when the glare of day

 

Is gone, and twilight to the Mother's wish

Befriends the observance, readily they join

In walks whose boundary is the lost One's grave,

Which he with flowers hath planted, finding there

Amusement, where the Mother does not miss

Dear consolation, kneeling on the turf

In prayer, yet blending with that solemn rite

Of pious faith the vanities of grief;

For such, by pitying Angels and by Spirits

Transferred to regions upon which the clouds

Of our weak nature rest not, must be deemed

Those willing tears, and unforbidden sighs,

And all those tokens of a cherished sorrow,

Which, soothed and sweetened by the grace of Heaven

As now it is, seems to her own fond heart

Immortal as the love that gave it being.

 

The Sailor's Mother

One morning (raw it was and wet –

A foggy day in winter time)

A Woman on the road I met,

Not old, though something past her prime:

Majestic in her person, tall and straight;

And like a Roman matron's was her mien and gait.

 

The ancient spirit is not dead;

Old times, thought I, are breathing there;

Proud was I that my country bred

Such strength, a dignity so fair:

She begged an alms, like one in poor estate;

I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate.

 

When from these lofty thoughts I woke,

»What is it,« said I, »that you bear,

Beneath the covert of your Cloak,

Protected from this cold damp air?«

She answered, soon as she the question heard,

»A simple burthen, Sir, a little Singing-bird.«

 

And, thus continuing, she said,

»I had a Son, who many a day

Sailed on the seas, but he is dead;

In Denmark he was cast away:

And I have travelled weary miles to see

If aught which he had owned might still remain for me.

 

The bird and cage they both were his:

'Twas my Son's bird; and neat and trim

He kept it: many voyages

The singing-bird had gone with him;

When last he sailed, he left the bird behind;

From bodings, as might be, that hung upon his mind.

 

He to a fellow-lodger's care

Had left it, to be watched and fed,

And pipe its song in safety; – there

I found it when my Son was dead;

And now, God help me for my little wit!

I bear it with me, Sir; – he took so much delight in it.«

 

The Childless Father

»Up, Timothy, up with your staff and away!

Not a soul in the village this morning will stay;

The hare has just started from Hamilton's grounds,

And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds.«

 

– Of coats and of jackets grey, scarlet, and green,

On the slopes of the pastures all colours were seen;

With their comely blue aprons, and caps white as snow,

The girls on the hills made a holiday show.

 

Fresh sprigs of green box-wood, not six months before,

Filled the funeral basin1 at Timothy's door;

A coffin through Timothy's threshold had past;

One Child did it bear, and that Child was his last.

 

Now fast up the dell came the noise and the fray,

The horse, and the horn, and the hark! hark away!

Old Timothy took up his staff, and he shut

With a leisurely motion the door of his hut.

 

Perhaps to himself at that moment he said;

»The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead.«

But of this in my ears not a word did he speak;

And he went to the chase with a tear on his cheek.

 

1 In several parts of the North of England, when a funeral takes place, a basin full of sprigs of box-wood is placed at the door of the house from which the coffin is taken up, and each person who attends the funeral ordinarily takes a sprig of this box-wood, and throws it into the grave of the deceased.

 

The Emigrant Mother

Once in a lonely hamlet I sojourned

In which a Lady driven from France did dwell;

The big and lesser griefs with which she mourned,

In friendship she to me would often tell.

 

This Lady, dwelling upon British ground,

Where she was childless, daily would repair

To a poor neighbouring cottage; as I found,

For sake of a young Child whose home was there.

 

Once having seen her clasp with fond embrace

This Child, I chanted to myself a lay,

Endeavouring, in our English tongue, to trace

Such things as she unto the Babe might say:

And thus, from what I heard and knew, or guessed,

My song the workings of her heart expressed.

 





I

 

»Dear Babe, thou daughter of another,

One moment let me be thy mother!

An infant's face and looks are thine

And sure a mother's heart is mine:

Thy own dear mother's far away,

At labour in the harvest field:

Thy little sister is at play; –

What warmth, what comfort would it yield

To my poor heart, if thou wouldst be

One little hour a child to me!

 

II

Across the waters I am come,

And I have left a babe at home:

A long, long way of land and sea!

Come to me – I'm no enemy:

I am the same who at thy side

Sate yesterday, and made a nest

For thee, sweet Baby! – thou hast tried,

Thou know'st the pillow of my breast;

Good, good art thou: – alas! to me

Far more than I can be to thee.

 

III

Here, little Darling, dost thou lie;

An infant thou, a mother I!

Mine wilt thou be, thou hast no fears;

Mine art thou – spite of these my tears.

Alas! before I left the spot,

My baby and its dwelling-place,

The nurse said to me, ›Tears should not

Be shed upon an infant's face,

It was unlucky‹ – no, no, no;

No truth is in them who say so!

 

IV

My own dear Little-one will sigh,

Sweet Babe! and they will let him die.

›He pines,‹ they'll say, ›it is his doom,

And you may see his hour is come.‹

Oh! had he but thy cheerful smiles,

Limbs stout as thine, and lips as gay,

Thy looks, thy cunning, and thy wiles,

And countenance like a summer's day,

They would have hopes of him; – and then

I should behold his face again!

 

V

'Tis gone – like dreams that we forget;

There was a smile or two – yet – yet

I can remember them, I see

The smiles, worth all the world to me.

Dear Baby! I must lay thee down;

Thou troublest me with strange alarms;

Smiles hast thou, bright ones of thy own;

I cannot keep thee in my arms;

For they confound me; – where – where is

That last, that sweetest smile of his?

 

VI

Oh! how I love thee! – we will stay

Together here this one half day.

My sister's child, who bears my name,

From France to sheltering England came;

She with her mother crossed the sea;

The babe and mother near me dwell:

Yet does my yearning heart to thee

Turn rather, though I love her well:

Rest, little Stranger, rest thee here!

Never was any child more dear!

 

VII

– I cannot help it; ill intent

I've none, my pretty Innocent!

I weep – I know they do thee wrong,

These tears – and my poor idle tongue.

Oh, what a kiss was that! my cheek

How cold it is! but thou art good;

Thine eyes are on me – they would speak,

I think, to help me if they could.

Blessings upon that soft, warm face,

My heart again is in its place!

 

VIII

While thou art mine, my little Love,

This cannot be a sorrowful grove;

Contentment, hope, and mother's glee,

I seem to find them all in thee:

Here's grass to play with, here are flowers;

I'll call thee by my darling's name;

Thou hast, I think, a look of ours,

Thy features seem to me the same;

His little sister thou shalt be;

And, when once more my home I see,

I'll tell him many tales of Thee.«

 


 

Vaudracour and Julia

The following tale was written as an Episode, in a work from which its length may perhaps exclude it. The facts are true; no invention as to these has been exercised, as none was needed.

 

O happy time of youthful lovers (thus

My story may begin) O balmy time,

In which a love-knot on a lady's brow

Is fairer than the fairest star in heaven!

To such inheritance of blessed fancy

(Fancy that sports more desperately with minds

Than ever fortune hath been known to do)

The high-born Vaudracour waa brought, by years

Whose progress had a little overstepped

His stripling prime. A town of small repute,

Among the vine-clad mountains of Auvergne,

Was the Youth's birth-place. There he wooed a Maid

Who heard the heart-felt music of his suit

With answering vows. Plebeian was the stock,

Plebeian, though ingenuous, the stock,

From which her graces and her honours sprung:

And hence the father of the enamoured Youth,

With haughty indignation, spurned the thought

Of such alliance. – From their cradles up,

With but a step between their several homes,

Twins had they been in pleasure; after strife

And petty quarrels, had grown fond again;

Each other's advocate, each other's stay;

And, in their happiest moments, not content,

If more divided than a sportive pair

Of sea-fowl, conscious both that they are hovering

Within the eddy of a common blast,

Or hidden only by the concave depth

Of neighbouring billows from each other's sight.

 

Thus, not without concurrence of an age

Unknown to memory, was an earnest given

By ready nature for a life of love,

For endless constancy, and placid truth;

But whatsoe'er of such rare treasure lay

Reserved, had fate permitted, for support

Of their maturer years, his present mind

Was under fascination; – he beheld

A vision, and adored the thing he saw.

Arabian fiction never filled the world

With half the wonders that were wrought for him.

Earth breathed in one great presence of the spring;

Life turned the meanest of her implements,

Before his eyes, to price above all gold;

The house she dwelt in was a sainted shrine;

Her chamber-window did surpass in glory

The portals of the dawn; all Paradise

Could, by the simple opening of a door,

Let itself in upon him: – pathways, walks,

Swarmed with enchantment, till his spirit sank,

Surcharged, within him, overblest to move

Beneath a sun that wakes a weary world

To its dull round of ordinary cares;

A man too happy for mortality!

 

So passed the time, till, whether through effect

Of some unguarded moment that dissolved

Virtuous restraint – ah, speak it, think it, not!

Deem rather that the fervent Youth, who saw

So many bars between his present state

And the dear haven where he wished to be

In honourable wedlock with his Love,

Was in his judgment tempted to decline

To perilous weakness, and entrust his cause

To nature for a happy end of all;

Deem that by such fond hope the Youth was swayed,

And bear with their transgression, when I add

That Julia, wanting yet the name of wife,

Carried about her for a secret grief

The promise of a mother.

To conceal

The threatened shame, the parents of the Maid

Found means to hurry her away by night,

And unforewarned, that in some distant spot

She might remain shrouded in privacy,

Until the babe was born. When morning came,

The Lover, thus bereft, stung with his loss,

And all uncertain whither he should turn,

Chafed like a wild beast in the toils; but soon

Discovering traces of the fugitives,

Their steps he followed to the Maid's retreat.

Easily may the sequel be divined –

Walks to and fro – watchings at every hour;

And the fair Captive, who, whene'er she may,

Is busy at her casement as the swallow

Fluttering its pinions, almost within reach,

About the pendent nest, did thus espy

Her Lover! – thence a stolen interview,

Accomplished under friendly shade of night.

 

I pass the raptures of the pair; – such theme

Is, by innumerable poets, touched

In more delightful verse than skill of mine

Could fashion; chiefly by that darling bard

Who told of Juliet and her Romeo,

And of the lark's note heard before its time,

And of the streaks that laced the severing clouds

In the unrelenting east. – Through all her courts

The vacant city slept; the busy winds,

That keep no certain intervals of rest,

Moved not; meanwhile the galaxy displayed

Her fires, that like mysterious pulses beat

Aloft; – momentous but uneasy bliss!

To their full hearts the universe seemed hung

On that brief meeting's slender filament!

 

They parted; and the generous Vaudracour

Reached speedily the native threshold, bent

On making (so the Lovers had agreed)

A sacrifice of birthright to attain

A final portion from his father's hand;

Which granted, Bride and Bridegroom then would flee

To some remote and solitary place,

Shady as night, and beautiful as heaven,

Where they may live, with no one to behold

Their happiness, or to disturb their love.

But now of this no whisper; not the less,

If ever an obtrusive word were dropped

Touching the matter of his passion, still,

In his stern father's hearing, Vaudracour

Persisted openly that death alone

Should abrogate his human privilege

Divine, of swearing everlasting truth,

Upon the altar, to the Maid he loved.

 

»You shall be baffled in your mad intent

If there be justice in the court of France,«

Muttered the Father. – From these words the Youth

Conceived a terror; and, by night or day

Stirred nowhere without weapons, that full soon

Found dreadful provocation: for at night,

When to his chamber he retired, attempt

Was made to seize him by three armèd men,

Acting, in furtherance of the Father's will,

Under a private signet of the State.

One the rash Youth's ungovernable hand

Slew, and as quickly to a second gave

A perilous wound – he shuddered to behold

The breathless corse; then peacefully resigned

His person to the law, was lodged in prison,

And wore the fetters of a criminal.

 

Have you observed a tuft of wingèd seed

That, from the dandelion's naked stalk,

Mounted aloft, is suffered not to use

Its natural gifts for purposes of rest,

Driven by the autumnal whirlwind to and fro

Through the wide element? or have you marked

The heavier substance of a leaf-clad bough,

Within the vortex of a foaming flood,

Tormented? by such aid you may conceive

The perturbation that ensued; – ah, no!

Desperate the Maid – the Youth is stained with blood;

Unmatchable on earth is their disquiet!

Yet as the troubled seed and tortured bough

Is man, subjected to despotic sway.

 

For him, by private influence with the Court,

Was pardon gained, and liberty procured;

But not without exaction of a pledge,

Which liberty and love dispersed in air.

He flew to her from whom they would divide him –

He clove to her who could not give him peace –

Yea, his first word of greeting was, – »All right

Is gone from me; my lately-towering hopes,

To the least fibre of their lowest root,

Are withered; thou no longer canst be mine,

I thine – the conscience-stricken must not woo

The unruffled Innocent, – I see thy face,

Behold thee, and my misery is complete!«

 

»One, are we not?« exclaimed the Maiden – »One,

For innocence and youth, for weal and woe?«

Then with the father's name she coupled words

Of vehement indignation; but the Youth

Checked her with filial meekness; for no thought

Uncharitable crossed his mind, no sense

Of hasty anger, rising in the eclipse

Of true domestic loyalty, did e'er

Find place within his bosom. – Once again

The persevering wedge of tyranny

Achieved their separation: and once more

Were they united, – to be yet again

Disparted, pitiable lot! But here

A portion of the tale may well be left

In silence, though my memory could add

Much how the Youth, in scanty space of time,

Was traversed from without; much, too, of thoughts

That occupied his days in solitude

Under privation and restraint; and what,

Through dark and shapeless fear of things to come,

And what, through strong compunction for the past,

He suffered – breaking down in heart and mind!

 

Doomed to a third and last captivity,

His freedom he recovered on the eve

Of Julia's travail. When the babe was born,

Its presence tempted him to cherish schemes

Of future happiness. »You shall return,

Julia,« said he, »and to your father's house

Go with the child. – You have been wretched; yet

The silver shower, whose reckless burthen weighs

Too heavily upon the lily's head,

Oft leaves a saving moisture at its root.

Malice, beholding you, will melt away.

Go! – 'tis a town where both of us were born;

None will reproach you, for our truth is known;

And if, amid those once-bright bowers, our fate

Remain unpitied, pity is not in man.

With ornaments – the prettiest, nature yields

Or art can fashion, shall you deck our boy,

And feed his countenance with your own sweet looks,

Till no one can resist him. – Now, even now,

I see him sporting on the sunny lawn;

My father from the window sees him too;

Startled, as if some new-created thing

Enriched the earth, or Faery of the woods

Bounded before him; – but the unweeting Child

Shall by his beauty win his grandsire's heart,

So that it shall be softened, and our loves

End happily, as they began!«

These gleams

Appeared but seldom; oftener was he seen

Propping a pale and melancholy face

Upon the Mother's bosom; resting thus

His head upon one breast, while from the other

The Babe was drawing in its quiet food.

– That pillow is no longer to be thine,

Fond Youth! that mournful solace now must pass

Into the list of things that cannot be!

Unwedded Julia, terror-smitten, hears

The sentence, by her mother's lip pronounced,

That dooms her to a convent. – Who shall tell,

Who dares report, the tidings to the lord

Of her affections? so they blindly asked

Who knew not to what quiet depths a weight

Of agony had pressed the Sufferer down:

The word, by others dreaded, he can hear

Composed and silent, without visible sign

Of even the least emotion. Noting this,

When the impatient object of his love

Upbraided him with slackness, he returned

No answer, only took the mother's hand

And kissed it; seemingly devoid of pain,

Or care, that what so tenderly he pressed

Was a dependant on the obdurate heart

Of one who came to disunite their lives

For ever – sad alternative! preferred,

By the unbending Parents of the Maid,

To secret 'spousals meanly disavowed.

– So be it!

In the city he remained

A season after Julia had withdrawn

To those religious walls. He, too, departs –

Who with him? – even the senseless Little-one.

With that sole charge he passed the city-gates,

For the last time, attendant by the side

Of a close chair, a litter, or sedan,

In which the Babe was carried. To a hill,

That rose a brief league distant from the town,

The dwellers in that house where he had lodged

Accompanied his steps, by anxious love

Impelled; – they parted from him there, and stood

Watching below till he had disappeared

On the hill top. His eyes he scarcely took,

Throughout that journey, from the vehicle

(Slow-moving ark of all his hopes!) that veiled

The tender infant: and at every inn,

And under every hospitable tree

At which the bearers halted or reposed,

Laid him with timid care upon his knees,

And looked, as mothers ne'er were known to look,

Upon the nursling which his arms embraced.

 

This was the manner in which Vaudracour

Departed with his infant; and thus reached

His father's house, where to the innocent child

Admittance was denied. The young man spake

No word of indignation or reproof,

But of his father begged, a last request,

That a retreat might be assigned to him,

Where in forgotten quiet he might dwell,

With such allowance as his wants required;

For wishes he had none. To a lodge that stood

Deep in a forest, with leave given, at the age

Of four-and-twenty summers he withdrew;

And thither took with him his motherless Babe,

And one domestic for their common needs,

An aged woman. It consoled him here

To attend upon the orphan, and perform

Obsequious service to the precious child,

Which, after a short time, by some mistake

Or indiscretion of the Father, died. –

The Tale I follow to its last recess

Of suffering or of peace, I know not which:

Theirs be the blame who caused the woe, not mine!

 

From this time forth he never shared a smile

With mortal creature. An Inhabitant

Of that same town, in which the pair had left

So lively a remembrance of their griefs,

By chance of business, coming within reach

Of his retirement, to the forest lodge

Repaired, but only found the matron there,

Who told him that his pains were thrown away,

For that her Master never uttered word

To living thing – not even to her. – Behold!

While they were speaking, Vaudracour approached;

But seeing some one near, as on the latch

Of the garden-gate his hand was laid, he shrunk –

And, like a shadow, glided out of view.

Shocked at his savage aspect, from the place

The visitor retired.

Thus lived the Youth

Cut off from all intelligence with man,

And shunning even the light of common day;

Nor could the voice of Freedom, which through France

Full speedily resounded, public hope,

Or personal memory of his own deep wrongs,

Rouse him: but in those solitary shades

His days he wasted, an imbecile mind!

 

The Idiot Boy

'Tis eight o'clock, – a clear March night,

The moon is up, – the sky is blue,

The owlet, in the moonlight air,

Shouts from nobody knows where;

He lengthens out his lonely shout,

Halloo! halloo! a long halloo!

 

– Why bustle thus about your door,

What means this bustle, Betty Foy?

Why are you in this mighty fret?

And why on horseback have you set

Him whom you love, your Idiot Boy?

 

Scarcely a soul is out of bed;

Good Betty, put him down again;

His lips with joy they burr at you;

But, Betty! what has he to do

With stirrup, saddle, or with rein?

 

But Betty's bent on her intent;

For her good neighbour Susan Gale,

Old Susan, she who dwells alone,

Is sick, and makes a piteous moan,

As if her very life would fail.

 

There's not a house within a mile,

No hand to help them in distress;

Old Susan lies a-bed in pain,

And sorely puzzled are the twain,

For what she ails they cannot guess.

 

And Betty's husband's at the wood,

Where by the week he doth abide,

A woodman in the distant vale;

There's none to help poor Susan Gale;

What must be done? what will betide?

 

And Betty from the lane has fetched

Her Pony, that is mild and good;

Whether he be in joy or pain,

Feeding at will along the lane,

Or bringing fagots from the wood.

 

And he is all in travelling trim, –

And, by the moonlight, Betty Foy

Has on the well-girt saddle set

(The like was never heard of yet)

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

 

And he must post without delay

Across the bridge and through the dale,

And by the church, and o'er the down,

To bring a Doctor from the town,

Or she will die, old Susan Gale.

 

There is no need of boot or spur,

There is no need of whip or wand;

For Johnny has his holly-bough,

And with a hurly-burly now

He shakes the green bough in his hand.

 

And Betty o'er and o'er has told

The Boy, who is her best delight,

Both what to follow, what to shun,

What do, and what to leave undone,

How turn to left, and how to right.

 

And Betty's most especial charge,

Was, »Johnny! Johnny! mind that you

Come home again, nor stop at all, –

Come home again, what'er befall,

My Johnny, do, I pray you, do.«

 

To this did Johnny answer make,

Both with his head and with his hand,

And proudly shook the bridle too;

And then! his words were not a few,

Which Betty well could understand.

 

And now that Johnny is just going,

Though Betty's in a mighty flurry,

She gently pats the Pony's side,

On which her Idiot Boy must ride,

And seems no longer in a hurry.

 

But when the Pony moved his legs,

Oh! then for the poor Idiot Boy!

For joy he cannot hold the bridle,

For joy his head and heels are idle,

He's idle all for very joy.

 

And, while the Pony moves his legs,

In Johnny's left hand you may see

The green bough motionless and dead:

The Moon that shines above his head

Is not more still and mute than he.

 

His heart it was so full of glee

That, till full fifty yards were gone,

He quite forgot his holly whip,

And all his skill in horsemanship:

Oh! happy, happy, happy John.

 

And while the Mother, at the door,

Stands fixed, her face with joy o'erflows,

Proud of herself, and proud of him,

She sees him in his travelling trim,

How quietly her Johnny goes.

 

The silence of her Idiot Boy,

What hopes it sends to Betty's heart!

He's at the guide-post – he turns right;

She watches till he's out of sight,

And Betty will not then depart.

 

Burr, burr – now Johnny's lips they burr,

As loud as any mill, or near it;

Meek as a lamb the Pony moves,

And Johnny makes the noise he loves,

And Betty listens, glad to hear it.

 

Away she hies to Susan Gale:

Her Messenger's in merry tune;

The owlets hoot, the owlets curr,

And Johnny's lips they burr, burr, burr,

As on he goes beneath the moon.

 

His steed and he right well agree;

For of this Pony there's a rumour,

That, should he lose his eyes and ears,

And should he live a thousand years,

He never will be out of humour.

 

But then he is a horse that thinks!

And when he thinks, his pace is slack;

Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,

Yet, for his life, he cannot tell

What he has got upon his back.

 

So through the moonlight lanes they go,

And far into the moonlight dale,

And by the church, and o'er the down,

To bring a Doctor from the town,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

 

And Betty, now at Susan's side,

Is in the middle of her story,

What speedy help her Boy will bring,

With many a most diverting thing,

Of Johnny's wit, and Johnny's glory.

 

And Betty, still at Susan's side,

By this time is not quite so flurried:

Demure with porringer and plate

She sits, as if in Susan's fate

Her life and soul were buried.

 

But Betty, poor good woman! she,

You plainly in her face may read it,

Could lend out of that moment's store

Five years of happiness or more

To any that might need it.

 

But yet I guess that now and then

With Betty all was not so well;

And to the road she turns her ears,

And thence full many a sound she hears,

Which she to Susan will not tell.

 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans;

»As sure as there's a moon in heaven,«

Cries Betty, »he'll be back again;

They'll both be here – 'tis almost ten –

Both will be here before eleven.«

 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans;

The clock gives warning for eleven;

'Tis on the stroke – »He must be near,«

Quoth Betty, »and will soon be here,

As sure as there's a moon in heaven.«

 

The clock is on the stroke of twelve,

And Johnny is not yet in sight:

– The Moon's in heaven, as Betty sees,

But Betty is not quite at ease;

And Susan has a dreadful night.

 

And Betty, half an hour ago,

On Johnny vile reflections cast:

»A little idle sauntering Thing!«

With other names, an endless string;

But now that time is gone and past.

 

And Betty's drooping at the heart,

That happy time all past and gone,

»How can it be he is so late?

The Doctor, he has made him wait;

Susan! they'll both be here anon.«

 

And Susan's growing worse and worse,

And Betty's in a sad quandary;

And then there's nobody to say

If she must go, or she must stay!

– She's in a sad quandary.

 

The clock is on the stroke of one;

But neither Doctor nor his Guide

Appears along the moonlight road;

There's neither horse nor man abroad,

And Betty's still at Susan's side.

 

And Susan now begins to fear

Of sad mischances not a few,

That Johnny may perhaps be drowned;

Or lost, perhaps, and never found;

Which they must both for ever rue.

 

She prefaced half a hint of this

With, »God forbid it should be true!«

At the first word that Susan said

Cried Betty, rising from the bed,

»Susan, I'd gladly stay with you.«

 

»I must be gone, I must away:

Consider, Johnny's but half-wise;

Susan, we must take care of him,

If he is hurt in life or limb« –

»Oh God forbid!« poor Susan cries.

 

»What can I do?« says Betty, going,

»What can I do to ease your pain?

Good Susan tell me, and I'll stay;

I fear you're in a dreadful way,

But I shall soon be back again.«

 

»Nay, Betty, go! good Betty, go!

There's nothing that can ease my pain.«

Then off she hies; but with a prayer,

That God poor Susan's life would spare,

Till she comes back again.

 

So, through the moonlight lane she goes,

And far into the moonlight dale;

And how she ran, and how she walked,

And all that to herself she talked,

Would surely be a tedious tale.

 

In high and low, above, below,

In great and small, in round and square,

In tree and tower was Johnny seen,

In bush and brake, in black and green;

'Twas Johnny, Johnny, everywhere.

 

And while she crossed the bridge, there came

A thought with which her heart is sore –

Johnny perhaps his horse forsook,

To hunt the moon within the brook,

And never will be heard of more.

 

Now is she high upon the down,

Alone amid a prospect wide;

There's neither Johnny nor his Horse

Among the fern or in the gorse;

There's neither Doctor nor his Guide.

 

»Oh saints! what is become of him?

Perhaps he's climbed into an oak,

Where he will stay till he is dead;

Or sadly he has been misled,

And joined the wandering gipsy-folk.

 

Or him that wicked Pony's carried

To the dark cave, the goblin's hall;

Or in the castle he's pursuing

Among the ghosts his own undoing;

Or playing with the waterfall.«

 

At poor old Susan then she railed,

While to the town she posts away;

»If Susan had not been so ill,

Alas! I should have had him still,

My Johnny, till my dying day.«

 

Poor Betty, in this sad distemper,

The Doctor's self could hardly spare:

Unworthy things she talked, and wild;

Even he, of cattle the most mild,

The Pony had his share.

 

But now she's fairly in the town,

And to the Doctor's door she hies;

'Tis silence all on every side;

The town so long, the town so wide,

Is silent as the skies.

 

And now she's at the Doctor's door,

She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap;

The Doctor at the casement shows

His glimmering eyes that peep and doze!

And one hand rubs his old night-cap.

 

»Oh Doctor! Doctor! where's my Johnny?«

»I'm here, what is 't you want with me?«

»Oh Sir! you know I'm Betty Foy,

And I have lost my poor dear Boy,

You know him – him you often see;

 

He's not so wise as some folks be:«

»The devil take his wisdom!« said

The Doctor, looking somewhat grim,

»What, Woman! should I know of him?«

And, grumbling, he went back to bed!

 

»O woe is me! O woe is me!

Here will I die; here will I die;

I thought to find my lost one here,

But he is neither far nor near,

Oh! what a wretched Mother I!«

 

She stops, she stands, she looks about;

Which way to turn she cannot tell.

Poor Betty! it would ease her pain

If she had heart to knock again;

– The clock strikes three – a dismal knell!

 

Then up along the town she hies,

No wonder if her senses fail;

This piteous news so much it shocked her,

She quite forgot to send the Doctor,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

 

And now she's high upon the down,

And she can see a mile of road:

»O cruel! I'm almost threescore;

Such night as this was ne'er before,

There's not a single soul abroad.«

 

She listens, but she cannot hear

The foot of horse, the voice of man;

The streams with softest sound are flowing,

The grass you almost hear it growing,

You hear it now, if e'er you can.

 

The owlets through the long blue night

Are shouting to each other still:

Fond lovers! yet not quite hob nob,

They lengthen out the tremulous sob,

That echoes far from hill to hill.

 

Poor Betty now has lost all hope,

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin,

A green-grown pond she just has past,

And from the brink she hurries fast,

Lest she should drown herself therein.

 

And now she sits her down and weeps;

Such tears she never shed before;

»Oh dear, dear Pony! my sweet joy!

Oh carry back my Idiot Boy!

And we will ne'er o'erload thee more.«

 

A thought is come into her head:

The Pony he is mild and good,

And we have always used him well;

Perhaps he's gone along the dell,

And carried Johnny to the wood.

 

Then up she springs as if on wings;

She thinks no more of deadly sin;

If Betty fifty ponds should see,

The last of all her thoughts would be

To drown herself therein.

 

Oh Reader! now that I might tell

What Johnny and his Horse are doing!

What they've been doing all this time,

Oh could I put it into rhyme,

A most delightful tale pursuing!

 

Perhaps, and no unlikely thought!

He with his Pony now doth roam

The cliffs and peaks so high that are,

To lay his hands upon a star,

And in his pocket bring it home.

 

Perhaps he's turned himself about,

His face unto his horse's tail,

And, still and mute, in wonder lost,

All silent as a horseman-ghost,

He travels slowly down the vale.

 

And now, perhaps, is hunting sheep,

A fierce and dreadful hunter he;

Yon valley, now so trim and green,

In five months' time, should he be seen,

A desert wilderness will be!

 

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,

And like the very soul of evil,

He's galloping away, away,

And so will gallop on for aye,

The bane of all that dread the devil!

 

I to the Muses have been bound

These fourteen years, by strong indentures:

O gentle Muses! let me tell

But half of what to him befell;

He surely met with strange adventures.

 

O gentle Muses! is this kind?

Why will ye thus my suit repel?

Why of your further aid bereave me?

And can ye thus unfriended leave me;

Ye Muses! whom I love so well?

 

Who's yon, that, near the waterfall,

Which thunders down with headlong force,

Beneath the moon, yet shining fair,

As careless as if nothing were,

Sits upright on a feeding horse?

 

Unto his horse – there feeding free,

He seems, I think, the rein to give;

Of moon or stars he takes no heed;

Of such we in romances read:

– 'Tis Johnny! Johnny! as I live.

 

And that's the very Pony, too!

Where is she, where is Betty Foy?

She hardly can sustain her fears;

The roaring waterfall she hears,

And cannot find her Idiot Boy.

 

Your Pony's worth his weight in gold:

Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy!

She's coming from among the trees,

And now all full in view she sees

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

 

And Betty sees the Pony too:

Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy?

It is no goblin, 'tis no ghost,

'Tis he whom you so long have lost,

He whom you love, your Idiot Boy.

 

She looks again – her arms are up –

She screams – she cannot move for joy;

She darts, as with a torrent's force,

She almost has o'erturned the Horse,

And fast she holds her Idiot Boy.

 

And Johnny burrs, and laughs aloud;

Whether in cunning or in joy

I cannot tell; but while he laughs,

Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs

To hear again her Idiot Boy.

 

And now she's at the Pony's tail,

And now is at the Pony's head, –

On that side now, and now on this;

And, almost stifled with her bliss,

A few sad tears does Betty shed.

 

She kisses o'er and o'er again

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy;

She's happy here, is happy there,

She is uneasy everywhere;

Her limbs are all alive with joy.

 

She pats the Pony, where or when

She knows not, happy Betty Foy!

The little Pony glad may be,

But he is milder far than she,

You hardly can perceive his joy.

 

»Oh! Johnny, never mind the Doctor;

You've done your best, and that is all:«

She took the reins, when this was said,

And gently turned the Pony's head

From the loud waterfall.

 

By this the stars were almost gone,

The moon was setting on the hill,

So pale you scarcely looked at her:

The little birds began to stir,

Though yet their tongues were still.

 

The Pony, Betty, and her Boy,

Wind slowly through the woody dale;

And who is she, betimes abroad,

That hobbles up the steep rough road?

Who is it, but old Susan Gale?

 

Long time lay Susan lost in thought;

And many dreadful fears beset her,

Both for her Messenger and Nurse;

And, as her mind grew worse and worse,

Her body – it grew better.

 

She turned, she tossed herself in bed,

On all sides doubts and terrors met her;

Point after point did she discuss;

And, while her mind was fighting thus,

Her body still grew better.

 

»Alas! what is become of them?

These fears can never be endured;

I'll to the wood.« – The word scarce said,

Did Susan rise up from her bed,

As if by magic cured.

 

Away she goes up hill and down,

And to the wood at length is come;

She spies her Friends, she shouts a greeting;

Oh me! it is a merry meeting

As ever was in Christendom.

 

The owls have hardly sung their last,

While our four travellers homeward wend;

The owls have hooted all night long,

And with the owls began my song,

And with the owls must end.

 

For while they all were travelling home,

Cried Betty, »Tell us, Johnny, do,

Where all this long night you have been,

What you have heard, what you have seen:

And, Johnny, mind you tell us true.«

 

Now Johnny all night long had heard

The owls in tuneful concert strive;

No doubt too he the moon had seen;

For in the moonlight he had been

From eight o'clock till five.

 

And thus, to Betty's question, he

Made answer, like a traveller bold,

(His very words I give to you,)

»The cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo,

And the sun did shine so cold!«

– Thus answered Johnny in his glory,

And that was all his travel's story.

 

Michael

A Pastoral Poem

If from the public way you turn your steps

Up the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll,

You will suppose that with an upright path

Your feet must struggle; in such bold ascent

The pastoral mountains front you, face to face.

But, courage! for around that boisterous brook

The mountains have all opened out themselves,

And made a hidden valley of their own.

No habitation can be seen; but they

Who journey thither find themselves alone

With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites

That overhead are sailing in the sky.

It is in truth an utter solitude;

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell

But for one object which you might pass by,

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook

Appears a straggling heap of unhewn stones!

And to that simple object appertains

A story – unenriched with strange events,

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside,

Or for the summer shade. It was the first

Of those domestic tales that spake to me

Of Shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men

Whom I already loved; – not verily

For their own sakes, but for the fields and hills

Where was their occupation and abode.

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a Boy

Careless of books, yet having felt the power

Of Nature, by the gentle agency

Of natural objects, led me on to feel

For passions that were not my own, and think

(At random and imperfectly indeed)

On man, the heart of man, and human life.

Therefore, although it be a history

Homely and rude, I will relate the same

For the delight of a few natural hearts;

And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake

Of youthful Poets, who among these hills

Will be my second self when I am gone.

 

Upon the forest-side in Grasmere Vale

There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name;

An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb.

His bodily frame had been from youth to age

Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen,

Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs,

And in his shepherd's calling he was prompt

And watchful more than ordinary men.

Hence had he learned the meaning of all winds,

Of blasts of every tone; and oftentimes,

When others heeded not, He heard the South

Make subterraneous music, like the noise

Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills.

The Shepherd, at such warning, of his flock

Bethought him, and he to himself would say,

»The winds are now devising work for me!«

And, truly, at all times, the storm, that drives

The traveller to a shelter, summoned him

Up to the mountains: he had been alone

Amid the heart of many thousand mists,

That came to him, and left him, on the heights.

So lived he till his eightieth year was past.

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose

That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks,

Were things indifferent to the Shepherd's thoughts.

Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed

The common air; hills, which with vigorous step

He had so often climbed; which had impressed

So many incidents upon his mind

Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear;

Which, like a book, preserved the memory

Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved,

Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts

The certainty of honourable gain;

Those fields, those hills – what could they less? had laid

Strong hold on his affections, were to him

A pleasurable feeling of blind love,

The pleasure which there is in life itself.

 

His days had not been passed in singleness.

His Helpmate was a comely matron, old –

Though younger than himself full twenty years.

She was a woman of a stirring life,

Whose heart was in her house: two wheels she had

Of antique form; this large, for spinning wool;

That small, for flax; and if one wheel had rest,

It was because the other was at work.

The Pair had but one inmate in their house,

An only Child, who had been born to them

When Michael, telling o'er his years, began

To deem that he was old, – in shepherd's phrase,

With one foot in the grave. This only Son,

With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a storm,

The one of an inestimable worth,

Made all their household. I may truly say,

That they were as a proverb in the vale

For endless industry. When day was gone,

And from their occupations out of doors

The Son and Father were come home, even then,

Their labour did not cease; unless when all

Turned to the cleanly supper-board, and there,

Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed milk,

Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes,

And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when the meal

Was ended, Luke (for so the Son was named)

And his old Father both betook themselves

To such convenient work as might employ

Their hands by the fire-side; perhaps to card

Wool for the Housewife's spindle, or repair

Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe,

Or other implement of house or field.

 

Down from the ceiling, by the chimney's edge,

That in our ancient uncouth country style

With huge and black projection overbrowed

Large space beneath, as duly as the light

Of day grew dim the Housewife hung a lamp;

An aged utensil, which had performed

Service beyond all others of its kind.

Early at evening did it burn – and late,

Surviving comrade of uncounted hours,

Which, going by from year to year, had found,

And left the couple neither gay perhaps

Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with hopes,

Living a life of eager industry.

And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year,

There by the light of this old lamp they sate,

Father and Son, while far into the night

The Housewife plied her own peculiar work,

Making the cottage through the silent hours

Murmur as with the sound of summer flies.

This light was famous in its neighbourhood,

And was a public symbol of the life

That thrifty Pair had lived. For, as it chanced,

Their cottage on a plot of rising ground

Stood single, with large prospect, north and south,

High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise,

And westward to the village near the lake;

And from this constant light, so regular,

And so far seen, the House itself, by all

Who dwelt within the limits of the vale,

Both old and young, was named THE EVENING STAR.

 

Thus living on through such a length of years,

The Shepherd, if he loved himself, must needs

Have loved his Helpmate; but to Michael's heart

This son of his old age was yet more dear –

Less from instinctive tenderness, the same

Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood of all –

Than that a child, more than all other gifts

That earth can offer to declining man,

Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts,

And stirrings of inquietude, when they

By tendency of nature needs must fail.

Exceeding was the love he bare to him,

His heart and his heart's joy! For often-times

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms,

Had done him female service, not alone

For pastime and delight, as is the use

Of fathers, but with patient mind enforced

To acts of tenderness; and he had rocked

His cradle, as with a woman's gentle hand.

 

And in a later time, ere yet the Boy

Had put on boy's attire, did Michael love,

Albeit of a stern unbending mind,

To have the Young-one in his sight, when he

Wrought in the field, or on his shepherd's stool

Sate with a fettered sheep before him stretched

Under the large old oak, that near his door

Stood single, and, from matchless depth of shade,

Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the sun,

Thence in our rustic dialect was called

The CLIPPING TREE,1 a name which yet it bears.

There, while they two were sitting in the shade,

With others round them, earnest all and blithe,

Would Michael exercise his heart with looks

 

Of fond correction and reproof bestowed

Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep

By catching at their legs, or with his shouts

Scared them, while they lay still beneath the shears.

 

And when by Heaven's good grace the boy grew up

A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek

Two steady roses that were five years old;

Then Michael from a winter coppice cut

With his own hand a sapling, which he hooped

With iron, making it throughout in all

Due requisites a perfect shepherd's staff,

And gave it to the Boy; wherewith equipt

He as a watchman oftentimes was placed

At gate or gap, to stem or turn the flock;

And, to his office prematurely called,

There stood the urchin, as you will divine,

Something between a hindrance and a help;

And for this cause not always, I believe,

Receiving from his Father hire of praise;

Though nought was left undone which staff, or voice,

Or looks, or threatening gestures, could perform.

 

But soon as Luke, full ten years old, could stand

Against the mountain blasts; and to the heights,

Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways,

He with his Father daily went, and they

Were as companions, why should I relate

That objects which the Shepherd loved before

Were dearer now? that from the Boy there came

Feelings and emanations – things which were

Light to the sun and music to the wind;

And that the old Man's heart seemed born again?

 

Thus in his Father's sight the Boy grew up:

And now, when he had reached his eighteenth year,

He was his comfort and his daily hope.

 

While in this sort the simple household lived

From day to day, to Michael's ear there came

Distressful tidings. Long before the time

Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound

In surety for his brother's son, a man

Of an industrious life, and ample means;

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly

Had prest upon him; and old Michael now

Was summoned to discharge the forfeiture,

A grievous penalty, but little less

Than half his substance. This unlooked-for claim,

At the first hearing, for a moment took

More hope out of his life than he supposed

That any old man ever could have lost.

As soon as he had armed himself with strength

To look his trouble in the face, it seemed

The Shepherd's sole resource to sell at once

A portion of his patrimonial fields.

Such was his first resolve; he thought again,

And his heart failed him. »Isabel,« said he,

Two evenings after he had heard the news,

»I have been toiling more than seventy years,

And in the open sunshine of God's love

Have we all lived; yet if these fields of ours

Should pass into a stranger's hand, I think

That I could not lie quiet in my grave.

Our lot is a hard lot; the sun himself

Has scarcely been more diligent than I;

And I have lived to be a fool at last

To my own family. An evil man

That was, and made an evil choice, if he

Were false to us; and, if he were not false,

There are ten thousand to whom loss like this

Had been no sorrow. I forgive him; – but

'Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus.

 

When I began, my purpose was to speak

Of remedies and of a cheerful hope.

Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land

Shall not go from us, and it shall be free;

He shall possess it, free as is the wind

That passes over it. We have, thou know'st,

Another kinsman – he will be our friend

In this distress. He is a prosperous man,

Thriving in trade – and Luke to him shall go,

And with his kinsman's help and his own thrift

He quickly will repair this loss, and then

He may return to us. If here he stay,

What can be done? Where every one is poor,

What can be gained?«

At this the old Man paused,

And Isabel sat silent, for her mind

Was busy, looking back into past times.

There's Richard Bateman, thought she to herself,

He was a parish-boy – at the church-door

They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence,

And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbours bought

A basket, which they filled with pedlar's wares;

And, with this basket on his arm, the lad

Went up to London, found a master there,

Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy

To go and overlook his merchandise

Beyond the seas; where he grew wondrous rich,

And left estates and monies to the poor,

And, at his birth-place, built a chapel floored

With marble, which he sent from foreign lands.

These thoughts, and many others of like sort,

Passed quickly through the mind of Isabel,

And her face brightened. The old Man was glad,

And thus resumed: – »Well, Isabel! this scheme

These two days has been meat and drink to me.

Far more than we have lost is left us yet.

– We have enough – I wish indeed that I

Were younger; – but this hope is a good hope.

 

Make ready Luke's best garments, of the best

Buy for him more, and let us send him forth

To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night:

– If he could go, the Boy should go to-night.«

 

Here Michael ceased, and to the fields went forth

With a light heart. The Housewife for five days

Was restless morn and night, and all day long

Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare

Things needful for the journey of her son.

But Isabel was glad when Sunday came

To stop her in her work: for, when she lay

By Michael's side, she through the last two nights

Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep:

And when they rose at morning she could see

That all his hopes were gone. That day at noon

She said to Luke, while they two by themselves

Were sitting at the door, »Thou must not go:

We have no other Child but thee to lose,

None to remember – do not go away,

For if thou leave thy Father he will die.«

The Youth made answer with a jocund voice;

And Isabel, when she had told her fears,

Recovered heart. That evening her best fare

Did she bring forth, and all together sat

Like happy people round a Christmas fire.

 

With daylight Isabel resumed her work;

And all the ensuing week the house appeared

As cheerful as a grove in Spring: at length

The expected letter from their kinsman came,

With kind assurances that he would do

His utmost for the welfare of the Boy;

To which, requests were added, that forthwith

He might be sent to him. Ten times or more

The letter was read over; Isabel

Went forth to show it to the neighbours round;

Nor was there at that time on English land

A prouder heart than Luke's. When Isabel

Had to her house returned, the old Man said,

»He shall depart to-morrow.« To this word

The Housewife answered, talking much of things

Which, if at such short notice he should go,

Would surely be forgotten. But at length

She gave consent, and Michael was at ease.

 

Near the tumultuous brook of Green-head Ghyll,

In that deep valley, Michael had designed

To build a Sheep-fold; and, before he heard

The tidings of his melancholy loss,

For this same purpose he had gathered up

A heap of stones, which by the streamlet's edge

Lay thrown together, ready for the work.

With Luke that evening thitherward he walked:

And soon as they had reached the place he stopped,

And thus the old Man spake to him: – »My son,

To-morrow thou wilt leave me: with full heart

I look upon thee, for thou art the same

That wert a promise to me ere thy birth,

And all thy life hast been my daily joy.

I will relate to thee some little part

Of our two histories; 'twill do thee good

When thou art from me, even if I should touch

On things thou canst not know of. –– After thou

First cam'st into the world – as oft befalls

To new-born infants – thou didst sleep away

Two days, and blessings from thy Father's tongue

Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed on,

And still I loved thee with increasing love.

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds

Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side

First uttering, without words, a natural tune;

While thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy

Sing at thy Mother's breast. Month followed month,

And in the open fields my life was passed

And on the mountains; else I think that thou

Hadst been brought up upon thy Father's knees.

But we were playmates, Luke: among these hills,

As well thou knowest, in us the old and young

Have played together, nor with me didst thou

Lack any pleasure which a boy can know.«

Luke had a manly heart; but at these words

He sobbed aloud. The old Man grasped his hand,

And said, »Nay, do not take it so – I see

That these are things of which I need not speak.

– Even to the utmost I have been to thee

A kind and a good Father: and herein

I but repay a gift which I myself

Received at others' hands; for, though now old

Beyond the common life of man, I still

Remember them who loved me in my youth.

Both of them sleep together: here they lived,

As all their Forefathers had done; and when

At length their time was come, they were not loth

To give their bodies to the family mould.

I wished that thou should'st live the life they lived,

But 'tis a long time to look back, my Son,

And see so little gain from threescore years.

These fields were burthened when they came to me;

Till I was forty years of age, not more

Than half of my inheritance was mine.

I toiled and toiled; God blessed me in my work,

And till these three weeks past the land was free.

– It looks as if it never could endure

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke,

If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good

That thou shouldst go.«

At this the old Man paused;

Then, pointing to the stones near which they stood,

Thus, after a short silence, he resumed:

»This was a work for us; and now, my Son,

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone –

Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands.

Nay, Boy, be of good hope; – we both may live

To see a better day. At eighty-four

I still am strong and hale; – do thou thy part;

I will do mine. – I will begin again

With many tasks that were resigned to thee:

Up to the heights, and in among the storms,

Will I without thee go again, and do

All works which I was wont to do alone,

Before I knew thy face. – Heaven bless thee, Boy!

Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast

With many hopes; it should be so – yes – yes –

I knew that thou couldst never have a wish

To leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound to me

Only by links of love: when thou art gone,

What will be left to us! – But I forget

My purposes. Lay now the corner-stone,

As I requested; and hereafter, Luke,

When thou art gone away, should evil men

Be thy companions, think of me, my Son,

And of this moment; hither turn thy thoughts,

And God will strengthen thee: amid all fear

And all temptation, Luke, I pray that thou

May'st bear in mind the life thy Fathers lived,

Who, being innocent, did for that cause

Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well –

When thou return'st, thou in this place wilt see

A work which is not here: a covenant

'Twill be between us; but, whatever fate

Befall thee, I shall love thee to the last,

And bear thy memory with me to the grave.«

 

The Shepherd ended here; and Luke stooped down,

And, as his Father had requested, laid

The first stone of the Sheep-fold. At the sight

The old Man's grief broke from him; to his heart

He pressed his Son, he kissèd him and wept;

And to the house together they returned.

– Hushed was that House in peace, or seeming peace,

Ere the night fell: – with morrow's dawn the Boy

Began his journey, and when he had reached

The public way, he put on a bold face;

And all the neighbours, as he passed their doors,

Came forth with wishes and with farewell prayers,

That followed him till he was out of sight.

 

A good report did from their Kinsman come,

Of Luke and his well-doing: and the Boy

Wrote loving letters, full of wondrous news,

Which, as the Housewife phrased it, were throughout

»The prettiest letters that were ever seen.«

Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts.

So, many months passed on: and once again

The Shepherd went about his daily work

With confident and cheerful thoughts; and now

Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour

He to that valley took his way, and there

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke began

To slacken in his duty; and, at length,

He in the dissolute city gave himself

To evil courses: ignominy and shame

Fell on him, so that he was driven at last

To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas.

 

There is a comfort in the strength of love;

'Twill make a thing endurable, which else

Would overset the brain, or break the heart:

I have conversed with more than one who well

Remember the old Man, and what he was

Years after he had heard this heavy news.

His bodily frame had been from youth to age

Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks

He went, and still looked up to sun and cloud,

And listened to the wind; and, as before,

Performed all kinds of labour for his sheep,

And for the land, his small inheritance.

And to that hollow dell from time to time

Did he repair, to build the Fold of which

His flock had need. 'Tis not forgotten yet

The pity which was then in every heart

For the old Man – and 'tis believed by all

That many and many a day he thither went,

And never lifted up a single stone.

 

There, by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen

Sitting alone, or with his faithful Dog,

Then old, beside him, lying at his feet.

The length of full seven years, from time to time,

He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrought,

And left the work unfinished when he died.

Three years, or little more, did Isabel

Survive her Husband: at her death the estate

Was sold, and went into a stranger's hand.

The Cottage which was named the EVENING STAR

Is gone – the ploughshare has been through the ground

On which it stood; great changes have been wrought

In all the neighbourhood: – yet the oak is left

That grew beside their door; and the remains

Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen

Beside the boisterous brook of Green-head Ghyll.

 

1 Clipping is the word used in the North of England for shearing.

The Widow on Windermere Side

 

I

How beautiful when up a lofty height

Honour ascends among the humblest poor,

And feeling sinks as deep! See there the door

Of One, a Widow, left beneath a weight

Of blameless debt. On evil Fortune's spite

She wasted no complaint, but strove to make

A just repayment, both for conscience-sake

And that herself and hers should stand upright

In the world's eye. Her work when daylight failed

Paused not, and through the depth of night she kept

Such earnest vigils, that belief prevailed

With some, the noble Creature never slept;

But, one by one, the hand of death assailed

Her children from her inmost heart bewept.

 





II

 

The Mother mourned, nor ceased her tears to flow,

Till a winter's noon-day placed her buried Son

Before her eyes, last child of many gone –

His raiment of angelic white, and lo!

His very feet bright as the dazzling snow

Which they are touching; yea far brighter, even

As that which comes, or seems to come, from heaven,

Surpasses aught these elements can show.

Much she rejoiced, trusting that from that hour

Whate'er befell she could not grieve or pine;

But the Transfigured, in and out of season,

Appeared, and spiritual presence gained a power

Over material forms that mastered reason.

Oh, gracious Heaven, in pity make her thine!

 

III

But why that prayer? as if to her could come

No good but by the way that leads to bliss

Through Death, – so judging we should judge amiss.

Since reason failed want is her threatened doom,

Yet frequent transports mitigate the gloom:

Nor of those maniacs is she one that kiss

The air or laugh upon a precipice;

No, passing through strange sufferings towards the tomb,

She smiles as if a martyr's crown were won:

Oft, when light breaks through clouds or waving trees,

With outspread arms and fallen upon her knees

The Mother hails in her descending Son

An Angel, and in earthly ecstasies

Her own angelic glory seems begun.

 

The Armenian Lady's Love

The subject of the following poem is from the Orlandus of the author's friend, Kenelm Henry Digby: and the liberty is taken of inscribing it to him as an acknowledgment, however unworthy, of pleasure and instruction derived from his numerous and valuable writings, illustrative of the piety and chivalry of the olden time.

 

I

You have heard »a Spanish Lady

How she wooed an English man;«1

Hear now of a fair Armenian,

Daughter of the proud Soldàn;

How she loved a Christian Slave, and told her pain

By word, look, deed, with hope that he might love again.

 





II

 

»Pluck that rose, it moves my liking,«

Said she, lifting up her veil;

»Pluck it for me, gentle gardener,

Ere it wither and grow pale.«

»Princess fair, I till the ground, but may not take

From twig or bed an humbler flower, even for your sake!«

 

III

»Grieved am I, submissive Christian!

To behold thy captive state;

Women, in your land, may pity

(May they not?) the unfortunate.«

»Yes, kind Lady! otherwise man could not bear

Life, which to every one that breathes is full of care.«

 





IV

 

»Worse than idle is compassion

If it ends in tears and sighs;

Thee from bondage would I rescue

And from vile indignities;

Nurtured, as thy mien bespeaks, in high degree,

Look up – and help a hand that longs to set thee free.«

 

V

»Lady! dread the wish, nor venture

In such peril to engage;

Think how it would stir against you

Your most loving father's rage:

Sad deliverance would it be, and yoked with shame,

Should troubles overflow on her from whom it came.«

 





VI

 

»Generous Frank! the just in effort

Are of inward peace secure:

Hardships for the brave encountered

Even the feeblest may endure:

If almighty grace through me thy chains unbind,

My father for slave's work may seek a slave in mind.«

 

VII

»Princess, at this burst of goodness,

My long-frozen heart grows warm!«

»Yet you make all courage fruitless,

Me to save from chance of harm:

Leading such companion I that gilded dome,

Yon minarets, would gladly leave for his worst home.«

 





VIII

 

»Feeling tunes your voice, fair Princess!

And your brow is free from scorn,

Else these words would come like mockery,

Sharper than the pointed thorn.«

»Whence the undeserved mistrust? Too wide apart

Our faith hath been, – O would that eyes could see the heart!«

 

IX

»Tempt me not, I pray; my doom is

These base implements to wield;

Rusty lance, I ne'er shall grasp thee,

Ne'er assoil my cobwebb'd shield!

Never see my native land, nor castle towers,

Nor Her who thinking of me there counts widowed hours.«

 





X

 

»Prisoner! pardon youthful fancies,

Wedded? If you can, say no!

Blessed is and be your consort;

Hopes I cherished – let them go!

Handmaid's privilege would leave my purpose free,

Without another link to my felicity.«

 

XI

»Wedded love with loyal Christians,

Lady, is a mystery rare;

Body, heart, and soul in union,

Make one being of a pair.«

»Humble love in me would look for no return,

Soft as a guiding star that cheers, but cannot burn.«

 





XII

 

»Gracious Allah! by such title

Do I dare to thank the God,

Him who thus exalts thy spirit,

Flower of an unchristian sod!

Or hast thou put off wings which thou in heaven dost wear!

What have I seen, and heard, or dreamt? where am I? where?«

 

XIII

Here broke off the dangerous converse:

Less impassioned words might tell

How the pair escaped together,

Tears not wanting, nor a knell

Of sorrow in her heart while through her father's door,

And from her narrow world, she passed for evermore.

 





XIV

 

But affections higher, holier,

Urged her steps; she shrunk from trust

In a sensual creed that trampled

Woman's birthright into dust.

Little be the wonder then, the blame be none,

If she, a timid Maid, hath put such boldness on.

 

XV

Judge both Fugitives with knowledge:

In those old romantic days

Mighty were the soul's commandments

To support, restrain, or raise.

Foes might hang upon their path, snakes rustle near,

But nothing from their inward selves had they to fear.

 





XVI

 

Thought infirm ne'er came between them,

Whether printing desert sands

With accordant steps, or gathering

Forest-fruit with social hands;

Or whispering like two reeds that in the cold moonbeam

Bend with the breeze their heads, beside a crystal stream.

 

XVII

On a friendly deck reposing

They at length for Venice steer;

There, when they had closed their voyage,

One, who daily on the pier

Watched for tidings from the East, beheld his Lord,

Fell down and clasped his knees for joy, not uttering word.

 





XVIII

 

Mutual was the sudden transport;

Breathless questions followed fast,

Years contracting to a moment,

Each word greedier than the last;

»Hie thee to the Countess, friend! return with speed,

And of this Stranger speak by whom her lord was freed.

 

XIX

Say that I, who might have languished,

Drooped and pined till life was spent,

Now before the gates of Stolberg

My Deliverer would present

For a crowning recompense, the precious grace

Of her who in my heart still holds her ancient place.

 





XX

 

Make it known that my Companion

Is of royal eastern blood,

Thirsting after all perfection,

Innocent, and meek, and good,

Though with misbelievers bred; but that dark night

Will holy Church disperse by beams of gospel-light.«

 

XXI

Swiftly went that grey-haired Servant,

Soon returned a trusty Page

Charged with greetings, benedictions,

Thanks and praises, each a gage

For a sunny thought to cheer the Stranger's way,

Her virtuous scruples to remove, her fears allay.

 





XXII

 

And how blest the Reunited,

While beneath their castle-walls

Runs a deafening noise of welcome! –

Blest, though every tear that falls

Doth in its silence of past sorrow tell,

And makes a meeting seem most like a dear farewell.

 

XXIII

Through a haze of human nature,

Glorified by heavenly light,

Looked the beautiful Deliverer

On that overpowering sight,

While across her virgin cheek pure blushes strayed,

For every tender sacrifice her heart had made.

 





XXIV

 

On the ground the weeping Countess

Knelt, and kissed the Stranger's hand;

Act of soul-devoted homage,

Pledge of an eternal band:

Nor did aught of future days that kiss belie,

Which, with a generous shout, the crowd did ratify.

 

XXV

Constant to the fair Armenian,

Gentle pleasures round her moved,

Like a tutelary spirit

Reverenced, like a sister, loved.

Christian meekness smoothed for all the path of life,

Who, loving most, should wiseliest love, their only strife.

 





XXVI

 

Mute memento of that union

In a Saxon church survives,

Where a cross-legged Knight lies sculptured

As between two wedded Wives –

Figures with armorial signs of race and birth,

And the vain rank the pilgrims bore while yet on earth.

 

1 See in Percy's Reliques that fine old ballad, »The Spanish Lady's Love«; from which Poem the form of stanza, as suitable to dialogue, is adopted.

 

Loving and Liking





Irregular Verses

Addressed to a Child

(By My Sister)

There's more in words than I can teach:

Yet listen, Child! – I would not preach;

But only give some plain directions

To guide your speech and your affections.

Say not you love a roasted fowl,

But you may love a screaming owl,

And, if you can, the unwieldy toad

That crawls from his secure abode

Within the mossy garden wall

When evening dews begin to fall.

Oh! mark the beauty of his eye:

What wonders in that circle lie!

So clear, so bright, our fathers said

He wears a jewel in his head!

And when, upon some showery day,

Into a path or public way

A frog leaps out from bordering grass,

Startling the timid as they pass,

Do you observe him, and endeavour

To take the intruder into favour;

Learning from him to find a reason

For a light heart in a dull season.

And you may love him in the pool,

That is for him a happy school,

In which he swims as taught by nature,

Fit pattern for a human creature,

Glancing amid the water bright,

And sending upward sparkling light.

 

Nor blush if o'er your heart be stealing

A love for things that have no feeling:

The spring's first rose by you espied,

May fill your breast with joyful pride;

And you may love the strawberry-flower,

And love the strawberry in its bower;

But when the fruit, so often praised

For beauty, to your lip is raised,

Say not you love the delicate treat,

But like it, enjoy it, and thankfully eat.

 

Long may you love your pensioner mouse,

Though one of a tribe that torment the house:

Nor dislike for her cruel sport the cat,

Deadly foe both of mouse and rat;

Remember she follows the law of her kind,

And Instinct is neither wayward nor blind.

Then think of her beautiful gliding form,

Her tread that would scarcely crush a worm,

And her soothing song by the winter fire,

Soft as the dying throb of the lyre.

 

I would not circumscribe your love:

It may soar with the eagle and brood with the dove,

May pierce the earth with the patient mole,

Or track the hedgehog to his hole.

Loving and liking are the solace of life,

Rock the cradle of joy, smooth the death-bed of strife.

You love your father and your mother,

Your grown-up and your baby brother;

You love your sister and your friends,

And countless blessings which God sends:

And while these right affections play,

You live each moment of your day;

They lead you on to full content,

And likings fresh and innocent,

That store the mind, the memory feed,

And prompt to many a gentle deed:

But likings come, and pass away;

'Tis love that remains till our latest day:

Our heavenward guide is holy love,

And will be our bliss with saints above.

 

Farewell Lines

»High bliss is only for a higher state«,

But, surely, if severe afflictions borne

With patience merit the reward of peace,

Peace ye deserve; and may the solid good,

Sought by a wise though late exchange, and here

With bounteous hand beneath a cottage-roof

To you accorded, never be withdrawn,

Nor for the world's best promises renounced.

Most soothing was it for a welcome Friend,

Fresh from the crowded city, to behold

That lonely union, privacy so deep,

Such calm employments, such entire content.

So when the rain is over, the storm laid,

A pair of herons oft-times have I seen,

Upon a rocky islet, side by side,

Drying their feathers in the sun, at ease;

And so, when night with grateful gloom had fallen,

Two glow-worms in such nearness that they shared,

As seemed, their soft self-satisfying light,

Each with the other, on the dewy ground,

Where He that made them blesses their repose. –

When wandering among lakes and hills I note,

Once more, those creatures thus by nature paired,

And guarded in their tranquil state of life,

Even, as your happy presence to my mind

Their union brought, will they repay the debt,

And send a thankful spirit back to you,

With hope that we, dear Friends! shall meet again.

 

The Redbreast

(Suggested in a Westmoreland Cottage)

Driven in by Autumn's sharpening air

From half-stripped woods and pastures bare,

Brisk Robin seeks a kindlier home:

Not like a beggar is he come,

But enters as a looked-for guest,

Confiding in his ruddy breast,

As if it were a natural shield

Charged with a blazon on the field,

Due to that good and pious deed

Of which we in the Ballad read.

But pensive fancies putting by,

And wild-wood sorrows, speedily

He plays the expert ventriloquist;

And, caught by glimpses now – now missed,

Puzzles the listener with a doubt

If the soft voice he throws about

Comes from within doors or without!

Was ever such a sweet confusion,

Sustained by delicate illusion?

He's at your elbow – to your feeling

The notes are from the floor or ceiling;

And there's a riddle to be guessed,

Till you have marked his heaving chest,

And busy throat whose sink and swell

Betray the Elf that loves to dwell

In Robin's bosom, as a chosen cell.

 

Heart-pleased we smile upon the Bird

If seen, and with like pleasure stirred

Commend him, when he's only heard.

But small and fugitive our gain

Compared with hers who long hath lain,

With languid limbs and patient head

Reposing on a lone sick-bed;

Where now, she daily hears a strain

That cheats her of too busy cares,

Eases her pain, and helps her prayers.

And who but this dear Bird beguiled

The fever of that pale-faced Child;

Now cooling, with his passing wing,

Her forehead, like a breeze of Spring;

Recalling now, with descant soft

Shed round her pillow from aloft,

Sweet thoughts of angels hovering nigh,

And the invisible sympathy

Of »Matthew, Mark, and Luke, and John,

Blessing the bed she lies upon?«1

And sometimes, just as listening ends

In slumber, with the cadence blends

A dream of that low-warbled hymn

Which old folk, fondly pleased to trim

Lamps of faith, now burning dim,

Say that the Cherubs carved in stone,

When clouds gave way at dead of night

And the ancient church was filled with light,

Used to sing in heavenly tone,

Above and round the sacred places

They guard, with wingèd baby-faces.

 

Thrice happy Creature! in all lands

Nurtured by hospitable hands:

Free entrance to this cot has he,

Entrance and exit both yet free;

And, when the keen unruffled weather,

That thus brings man and bird together,

Shall with its pleasantness be past,

And casement closed and door made fast,

To keep at bay the howling blast,

He needs not fear the season's rage,

For the whole house is Robin's cage.

Whether the bird flit here or there,

 

O'er table lilt, or perch on chair,

Though some may frown and make a stir,

To scare him as a trespasser,

And he belike will flinch or start,

Good friends he has to take his part;

One chiefly, who with voice and look

Pleads for him from the chimney-nook,

Where sits the Dame, and wears away

Her long and vacant holiday;

With images about her heart,

Reflected from the years gone by,

On human nature's second infancy.

 

1 The words –

»Matthew, Mark, and Luke, and John,

Bless the bed that I lie on,«

 

are part of a child's prayer, still in general use through the northern counties.

Her Eyes Are Wild

 

I

Her eyes are wild, her head is bare,

The sun has burnt her coal-black hair;

Her eyebrows have a rusty stain,

And she came far from over the main.

She has a baby on her arm,

Or else she were alone:

And underneath the hay-stack warm,

And on the greenwood stone,

She talked and sung the woods among,

And it was in the English tongue.

 

II

»Sweet babe! they say that I am mad,

But nay, my heart is far too glad;

And I am happy when I sing

Full many a sad and doleful thing:

Then, lovely baby, do not fear!

I pray thee have no fear of me;

But safe as in a cradle, here

My lovely baby! thou shalt be:

To thee I know too much I owe;

I cannot work thee any woe.

 

III

A fire was once within my brain;

And in my head a dull, dull pain;

And fiendish faces, one, two, three,

Hung at my breast, and pulled at me;

But then there came a sight of joy;

It came at once to do me good;

I waked, and saw my little boy,

My little boy of flesh and blood;

Oh joy for me that sight to see!

For he was here, and only he.

 

IV

Suck, little babe, oh suck again!

It cools my blood; it cools my brain;

Thy lips I feel them, baby! they

Draw from my heart the pain away.

Oh! press me with thy little hand;

It loosens something at my chest;

About that tight and deadly band

I feel thy little fingers prest.

The breeze I see is in the tree:

It comes to cool my babe and me.

 

V

Oh! love me, love me, little boy!

Thou art thy mother's only joy;

And do not dread the waves below,

When o'er the sea-rock's edge we go;

The high crag cannot work me harm,

Nor leaping torrents when they howl;

The babe I carry on my arm,

He saves for me my precious soul;

Then happy lie; for blest am I;

Without me my sweet babe would die.

 

VI

Then do not fear, my boy! for thee

Bold as a lion will I be;

And I will always be thy guide,

Through hollow snows and rivers wide.

I'll build an Indian bower; I know

The leaves that make the softest bed:

And if from me thou wilt not go,

But still be true till I am dead,

My pretty thing! then thou shalt sing

As merry as the birds in spring.

 

VII

Thy father cares not for my breast,

'Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest;

'Tis all thine own! – and if its hue

Be changed, that was so fair to view,

'Tis fair enough for thee, my dove!

My beauty, little child, is flown,

But thou wilt live with me in love;

And what if my poor cheek be brown?

'Tis well for me, thou canst not see

How pale and wan it else would be.

 





VIII

 

Dread not their taunts, my little Life;

I am thy father's wedded wife;

And underneath the spreading tree

We two will live in honesty.

If his sweet boy he could forsake,

With me he never would have stayed:

From him no harm my babe can take;

But he, poor man! is wretched made;

And every day we two will pray

For him that's gone and far away.

 

IX

I'll teach my boy the sweetest things:

I'll teach him how the owlet sings.

My little babe! thy lips are still,

And thou hast almost sucked thy fill.

– Where art thou gone, my own dear child?

What wicked looks are those I see?

Alas! alas! that look so wild,

It never, never came from me:

If thou art mad, my pretty lad,

Then I must be for ever sad.

 

X

Oh! smile on me, my little lamb!

For I thy own dear mother am:

My love for thee has well been tried:

I've sought thy father far and wide.

I know the poisons of the shade;

I know the earth-nuts fit for food:

Then, pretty dear, be not afraid:

We'll find thy father in the wood.

Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away!

And there, my babe, we'll live for aye.«
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