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I



[My heart leaps up when I behold]

My heart leaps up when I behold

A rainbow in the sky:

So was it when my life began;

So it is So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old,

Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And I could wish my days to be

Bound each to each by natural piety.

 

II



To a Butterfly

Stay near me – do not take thy flight!

A little longer stay in sight!

Much converse do I find in thee,

Historian of my infancy!

Float near me; do not yet depart!

Dead times revive in thee:

Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art!

A solemn image to my heart,

My father's family!

 

Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,

The time, when, in our childish plays,

My sister Emmeline and I

Together chased the butterfly!

A very hunter did I rush

Upon the prey: – with leaps and springs

I followed on from brake to bush;

But she, God love her! feared to brush

The dust from off its wings.
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The Sparrow's Nest

Behold, within the leafy shade,

Those bright blue eggs together laid!

On me the chance-discovered sight

Gleamed like a vision of delight.

I started – seeming to espy

The home and sheltered bed,

The Sparrow's dwelling, which, hard by

My Father's house, in wet or dry

My sister Emmeline and I

Together visited.

 

She looked at it and seemed to fear it;

Dreading, tho' wishing, to be near it:

Such heart was in her, being then

A little Prattler among men.

The Blessing of my later years

Was with me when a boy:

She gave me eyes, she gave me ears;

And humble cares, and delicate fears;

A heart, the fountain of sweet tears;

And love, and thought, and joy.
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Foresight

That is work of waste and ruin –

Do as Charles and I are doing!

Strawberry blossoms, one and all,

We must spare them – here are many:

Look at it – the flower is small,

Small and low, though fair as any:

Do not touch it! summers two

I am older, Anne, than you.

 

Pull the primrose, sister Anne!

Pull as many as you can.

– Here are daisies, take your fill;

Pansies, and the cuckoo-flower:

Of the lofty daffodil

Make your bed, or make your bower;

Fill your lap and fill your bosom;

Only spare the strawberry-blossom!

 

Primroses, the Spring may love them –

Summer knows but little of them:

Violets, a barren kind,

Withered on the ground must lie;

Daisies leave no fruit behind

When the pretty flowerets die;

Pluck them, and another year

As many will be blowing here.

 

God has given a kindlier power

To the favoured strawberry-flower.

Hither soon as spring is fled

You and Charles and I will walk;

Lurking berries, ripe and red,

Then will hang on every stalk,

Each within its leafy bower;

And for that promise spare the flower!

 

V



Characteristics of a Child Three Years Old

Loving she is, and tractable, though wild;

And Innocence hath privilege in her

To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes;

And feats of cunning; and the pretty round

Of trespasses, affected to provoke

Mock-chastisement and partnership in play.

And, as a faggot sparkles on the hearth,

Not less if unattended and alone

Than when both young and old sit gathered round

And take delight in its activity;

Even so this happy Creature of herself

Is all-sufficient; solitude to her

Is blithe society, who fills the air

With gladness and involuntary songs.

Light are her sallies as the tripping fawn's

Forth-startled from the fern where she lay couched;

Unthought-of, unexpected, as the stir

Of the soft breeze ruffling the meadow-flowers,

Or from before it chasing wantonly

The many-coloured images imprest

Upon the bosom of a placid lake.
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Address to a Child

During a Boisterous Winter Evening

By My Sister.

What way does the Wind come? What way does he go?

He rides over the water, and over the snow,

Through wood, and through vale; and o'er rocky height,

Which the goat cannot climb, takes his sounding flight;

He tosses about in every bare tree,

As, if you look up, you plainly may see;

But how he will come, and whither he goes,

There's never a scholar in England knows.

 

He will suddenly stop in a cunning nook,

And ring a sharp 'larum; – but, if you should look,

There's nothing to see but a cushion of snow

Round as a pillow, and whiter than milk,

And softer than if it were covered with silk.

Sometimes he'll hide in the cave of a rock,

Then whistle as shrill as the buzzard cock;

– Yet seek him, – and what shall you find in the place?

Nothing but silence and empty space;

Save, in a corner, a heap of dry leaves,

That he's left, for a bed, to beggars or thieves!

 

As soon as 'tis daylight to-morrow, with me

You shall go to the orchard, and then you will see

That he has been there, and made a great rout,

And cracked the branches, and strewn them about;

Heaven grant that he spare but that one upright twig

That looked up at the sky so proud and big

All last summer, as well you know,

Studded with apples, a beautiful show!

 

Hark! over the roof he makes a pause,

And growls as if he would fix his claws

Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle

Drive them down, like men in a battle:

– But let him range round; he does us no harm,

We build up the fire, we're snug and warm;

Untouched by his breath see the candle shines bright,

And burns with a clear and steady light;

Books have we to read, – but that half-stifled knell,

Alas! 'tis the sound of the eight o'clock bell.

– Come now we'll to bed! and when we are there

He may work his own will, and what shall we care?

He may knock at the door, – we'll not let him in;

May drive at the windows, – we'll laugh at his din;

Let him seek his own home wherever it be;

Here's a cozie warm house for Edward and me.
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The Mother's Return

By the same

A month, sweet Little-ones, is past

Since your dear Mother went away, –

And she to-morrow will return;

To-morrow is the happy day.

 

O blessèd tidings! thought of joy!

The eldest heard with steady glee;

Silent he stood; then laughed amain, –

And shouted, »Mother, come to me!«

 

Louder and louder did he shout,

With witless hope to bring her near;

»Nay, patience! patience, little boy;

Your tender mother cannot hear.«

 

I told of hills, and far-off towns,

And long, long vales to travel through;

He listens, puzzled, sore perplexed,

But he submits; what can he do?

 

No strife disturbs his sister's breast;

She wars not with the mystery

Of time and distance, night and day;

The bonds of our humanity.

 

Her joy is like an instinct, joy

Of kitten, bird, or summer fly;

She dances, runs without an aim,

She chatters in her ecstasy.

 

Her brother now takes up the note,

And echoes back his sister's glee;

They hug the infant in my arms,

As if to force his sympathy.

 

Then, settling into fond discourse,

We rested in the garden bower;

While sweetly shone the evening sun

In his departing hour.

 

We told o'er all that we had done, –

Our rambles by the swift brook's side

Far as the willow-skirted pool,

Where two fair swans together glide.

 

We talked of change, of winter gone,

Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray,

Of birds that build their nests and sing,

And all »since Mother went away!«

 

To her these tales they will repeat,

To her our new-born tribes will show,

The goslings green, the ass's colt,

The lambs that in the meadow go.

 

– But see, the evening star comes forth!

To bed the children must depart;

A moment's heaviness they feel,

A sadness at the heart:

 

'Tis gone – and in a merry fit

They run up stairs in gamesome race;

I, too, infected by their mood,

I could have joined the wanton chase.

 

Five minutes past – and, O the change!

Asleep upon their beds they lie;

Their busy limbs in perfect rest,

And closed the sparkling eye.
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Alice Fell

Or, Poverty

The post-boy drove with fierce career,

For threatening clouds the moon had drowned;

When, as we hurried on, my ear

Was smitten with a startling sound.

 

As if the wind blew many ways

I heard the sound, – and more and more;

It seemed to follow with the chaise,

And still I heard it as before.

 

At length I to the boy called out;

He stopped his horses at the word,

But neither cry, nor voice, nor shout,

Nor aught else like it, could be heard.

 

The boy then smacked his whip, and fast

The horses scampered through the rain;

But, hearing soon upon the blast

The cry, I bade him halt again.

 

Forthwith alighting on the ground,

»Whence comes,« said I, »this piteous moan?«

And there a little Girl I found,

Sitting behind the chaise, alone.

 

»My cloak!« no other word she spake,

 

But loud and bitterly she wept,

As if her innocent heart would break;

And down from off her seat she leapt.

 

»What ails you, child?« – she sobbed, »Look here!«

I saw it in the wheel entangled,

A weather-beaten rag as e'er

From any garden scare-crow dangled.

 

There, twisted between nave and spoke,

It hung, nor could at once be freed;

But our joint pains unloosed the cloak,

A miserable rag indeed!

 

»And whither are you going, child,

To-night along these lonesome ways?«

»To Durham,« answered she, half wild –

»Then come with me into the chaise.«

 

Insensible to all relief

Sat the poor girl, and forth did send

Sob after sob, as if her grief

Could never, never have an end.

 

»My child, in Durham do you dwell?«

She checked herself in her distress,

And said, »My name is Alice Fell;

I'm fatherless and motherless.

 

And I to Durham, Sir, belong.«

Again, as if the thought would choke

Her very heart, her grief grew strong;

And all was for her tattered cloak!

 

The chaise drove on; our journey's end

Was nigh; and, sitting by my side,

As if she had lost her only friend

She wept, nor would be pacified.

 

Up to the tavern-door we post;

Of Alice and her grief I told;

And I gave money to the host,

To buy a new cloak for the old.

 

»And let it be of duffil grey,

As warm a cloak as man can sell!«

Proud creature was she the next day,

The little orphan, Alice Fell!
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Lucy Gray

Or, Solitude

Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray:

And, when I crossed the wild,

I chanced to see at break of day

The solitary child.

 

No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;

She dwelt on a wide moor,

– The sweetest thing that ever grew

Beside a human door!

 

You yet may spy the fawn at play,

The hare upon the green;

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray

Will never more be seen.

 

»To-night will be a stormy night –

You to the town must go;

And take a lantern, Child, to light

Your mother through the snow.«

 

»That, Father! will I gladly do:

'Tis scarcely afternoon –

The minster-clock has just struck two,

And yonder is the moon!«

 

At this the Father raised his hook,

And snapped a faggot-band;

He plied his work; – and Lucy took

The lantern in her hand.

 

Not blither is the mountain roe:

With many a wanton stroke

Her feet disperse the powdery snow,

That rises up like smoke.

 

The storm came on before its time:

She wandered up and down;

And many a hill did Lucy climb:

But never reached the town.

 

The wretched parents all that night

Went shouting far and wide;

But there was neither sound nor sight

To serve them for a guide.

 

At day-break on a hill they stood

That overlooked the moor;

And thence they saw the bridge of wood,

A furlong from their door.

 

They wept – and, turning homeward, cried,

»In heaven we all shall meet;«

– When in the snow the mother spied

The print of Lucy's feet.

 

Then downwards from the steep hill's edge

They tracked the footmarks small;

And through the broken hawthorn hedge,

And by the long stone-wall;

 

And then an open field they crossed:

The marks were still the same;

They tracked them on, nor ever lost;

And to the bridge they came.

 

They followed from the snowy bank

Those footmarks, one by one,

Into the middle of the plank;

And further there were none!

 

– Yet some maintain that to this day

She is a living child;

That you may see sweet Lucy Gray

Upon the lonesome wild.

 

O'er rough and smooth she trips along,

And never looks behind;

And sings a solitary song

That whistles in the wind.
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We Are Seven

– A simple Child,

That lightly draws its breath,

And feels its life in every limb,

What should it know of death?

 

I met a little cottage Girl:

She was eight years old, she said;

Her hair was thick with many a curl

That clustered round her head.

 

She had a rustic, woodland air,

And she was wildly clad:

Her eyes were fair, and very fair;

– Her beauty made me glad.

 

»Sisters and brothers, little Maid,

How many may you be?«

»How many? Seven in all,« she said,

And wondering looked at me.

 

»And where are they? I pray you tell.«

She answered, »Seven are we;

And two of us at Conway dwell,

And two are gone to sea.

 

Two of us in the church-yard lie,

My sister and my brother;

And, in the church-yard cottage, I

Dwell near them with my mother.«

 

»You say that two at Conway dwell,

And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven! I pray you tell,

Sweet Maid, how this may be.«

 

Then did the little Maid reply,

»Seven boys and girls are we;

Two of us in the church-yard lie,

Beneath the church-yard tree.«

 

»You run about, my little Maid,

Your limbs they are alive;

If two are in the church-yard laid,

Then ye are only five.«

 

»Their graves are green, they may be seen,«

The little Maid replied,

»Twelve steps or more from my mother's door,

And they are side by side.

 

My stockings there I often knit,

My kerchief there I hem;

And there upon the ground I sit,

And sing a song to them.

 

And often after sun-set, Sir,

When it is light and fair,

I take my little porringer,

And eat my supper there.

 

The first that died was sister Jane;

In bed she moaning lay,

Till God released her of her pain;

And then she went away.

 

So in the church-yard she was laid;

And, when the grass was dry,

Together round her grave we played,

My brother John and I.

 

And when the ground was white with snow,

And I could run and slide,

My brother John was forced to go,

And he lies by her side.«

 

»How many are you, then,« said I,

»If they two are in heaven?«

Quick was the little Maid's reply,

»O Master! we are seven.«

 

»But they are dead; those two are dead!

Their spirits are in heaven!«

'Twas throwing words away; for still

The little Maid would have her will,

And said, »Nay, we are seven!«
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The Idle Shepherd-Boys

Or, Dungeon-Ghyll Force.1

A Pastoral

The valley rings with mirth and joy;

Among the hills the echoes play

A never never ending song,

To welcome in the May.

The magpie chatters with delight;

The mountain raven's youngling brood

Have left the mother and the nest;

And they go rambling east and west

In search of their own food;

Or through the glittering vapours dart

In very wantonness of heart.

 

Beneath a rock, upon the grass,

Two boys are sitting in the sun;

Their work, if any work they have,

Is out of mind – or done.

On pipes of sycamore they play

 

The fragments of a Christmas hymn;

Or with that plant which in our dale

We call stag-horn, or fox's tail,

Their rusty hats they trim:

And thus, as happy as the day,

Those Shepherds wear the time away.

 

Along the river's stony marge

The sand-lark chants a joyous song;

The thrush is busy in the wood,

And carols loud and strong.

A thousand lambs are on the rocks,

All newly born! both earth and sky

Keep jubilee, and, more than all,

Those boys with their green coronal;

They never hear the cry,

That plaintive cry! which up the hill

Comes from the depth of Dungeon-Ghyll.

 

Said Walter, leaping from the ground,

»Down to the stump of yon old yew

We'll for our whistles run a race.«

– Away the shepherds flew;

They leapt – they ran – and when they came

Right opposite to Dungeon-Ghyll,

Seeing that he should lose the prize,

»Stop!« to his comrade Walter cries –

James stopped with no good will:

Said Walter then, exulting; »Here

You'll find a task for half a year.

 

Cross, if you dare, where I shall cross –

Come on, and tread where I shall tread.«

The other took him at his word,

And followed as he led.

It was a spot which you may see

If ever you to Langdale go;

Into a chasm a mighty block

Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock:

The gulf is deep below;

And, in a basin black and small,

Receives a lofty waterfall.

 

With staff in hand across the cleft

The challenger pursued his march;

And now, all eyes and feet, hath gained

The middle of the arch.

When list! he hears a piteous moan –

Again! – his heart within him dies –

His pulse is stopped, his breath is lost,

He totters, pallid as a ghost,

And, looking down, espies

A lamb, that in the pool is pent

Within that black and frightful rent.

 

The lamb had slipped into the stream,

And safe without a bruise or wound

The cataract had borne him down

Into the gulf profound.

His dam had seen him when he fell,

She saw him down the torrent borne;

And, while with all a mother's love

She from the lofty rocks above

Sent forth a cry forlorn,

The lamb still swimming round and round,

Made answer to that plaintive sound.

 

When he had learnt what thing it was,

That sent this rueful cry; I ween

The Boy recovered heart, and told

The sight which he had seen.

Both gladly now deferred their task;

Nor was there wanting other aid –

A Poet, one who loves the brooks

Far better than the sages' books,

By chance had thither strayed;

And there the helpless lamb he found

By those huge rocks encompassed round.

 

He drew it from the troubled pool,

And brought it forth into the light:

The Shepherds met him with his charge,

An unexpected sight!

Into their arms the lamb they took,

Whose life and limbs the flood had spared;

Then up the steep ascent they hied,

And placed him at his mother's side;

And gently did the Bard

Those idle Shepherd-boys upbraid,

And bade them better mind their trade.

 

1 Ghyll, in the dialect of Cumberland and Westmoreland, is a short and, for the most part, a steep narrow valley, with a stream running through it. Force is the word universally employed in these dialects for waterfall.
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Anecdote for Fathers

 »Retine vim istam, falsa enim dicam, si coges.«

Eusebius

 

I have a boy of five years old;

His face is fair and fresh to see;

His limbs are cast in beauty's mould,

And dearly he loves me.

 

One morn we strolled on our dry walk,

Our quiet home all full in view,

And held such intermitted talk

As we are wont to do.

 

My thoughts on former pleasures ran;

I thought of Kilve's delightful shore,

Our pleasant home when spring began,

A long, long year before.

 

A day it was when I could bear

Some fond regrets to entertain;

With so much happiness to spare,

I could not feel a pain.

 

The green earth echoed to the feet

Of lambs that bounded through the glade,

From shade to sunshine, and as fleet

From sunshine back to shade.

 

Birds warbled round me – and each trace

Of inward sadness had its charm;

Kilve, thought I, was a favoured place,

And so is Liswyn farm.

 

My boy beside me tripped, so slim

And graceful in his rustic dress!

And, as we talked, I questioned him,

In very idleness.

 

»Now tell me, had you rather be,«

I said, and took him by the arm,

»On Kilve's smooth shore, by the green sea,

Or here at Liswyn farm?«

 

In careless mood he looked at me,

While still I held him by the arm,

And said, »At Kilve I'd rather be

Than here at Liswyn farm.«

 

»Now, little Edward, say why so:

My little Edward, tell me why.« –

»I cannot tell, I do not know.« –

»Why, this is strange,« said I;

 

»For here are woods, hills smooth and warm:

There surely must some reason be

Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm

For Kilve by the green sea.«

 

At this my boy hung down his head,

He blushed with shame, nor made reply;

And three times to the child I said,

»Why, Edward, tell me why?«

 

His head he raised – there was in sight,

It caught his eye, he saw it plain –

Upon the house-top, glittering bright,

A broad and gilded vane.

 

Then did the boy his tongue unlock,

And eased his mind with this reply:

»At Kilve there was no weather-cock;

And that's the reason why.«

 

O dearest, dearest boy! my heart

For better lore would seldom yearn,

Could I but teach the hundredth part

Of what from thee I learn.
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Rural Architecture

There's George Fisher, Charles Fleming, and Reginald Shore,

Three rosy-cheeked school-boys, the highest not more

Than the height of a counsellor's bag;

To the top of GREAT HOW1 did it please them to climb:

And there they built up, without mortar or lime,

A Man on the peak of the crag.

 

They built him of stones gathered up as they lay:

They built him and christened him all in one day,

An urchin both vigorous and hale;

And so without scruple they called him Ralph Jones.

Now Ralph is renowned for the length of his bones;

The Magog of Legberthwaite dale.

 

Just half a week after, the wind sallied forth,

And in anger or merriment, out of the north,

Coming on with a terrible pother,

From the peak of the crag blew the giant away.

And what did these school-boys? – The very next day

They went and they built up another.

 

– Some little I've seen of blind boisterous works

By Christian disturbers more savage than Turks,

Spirits busy to do and undo:

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag;

Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top of the crag;

And I'll build up a giant with you.

 

1 GREAT HOW is a single and conspicuous hill, which rises towards the foot of Thirlmere, on the western side of the beautiful dale of Legberthwaite, along the high road between Keswick and Ambleside.
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The Pet-Lamb

A Pastoral

The dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink;

I heard a voice; it said, »Drink, pretty creature, drink!«

And looking o'er the hedge, before me I espied

A snow-white mountain-lamb with a Maiden at its side.

 

Nor sheep nor kine were near; the lamb was all alone,

And by a slender cord was tethered to a stone;

With one knee on the grass did the little Maiden kneel,

While to that mountain-lamb she gave its evening meal.

 

The lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took,

Seemed to feast with head and ears; and his tail with pleasure shook.

»Drink, pretty creature, drink,« she said in such a tone

That I almost received her heart into my own.

 

'Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a child of beauty rare!

I watched them with delight, they were a lovely pair.

Now with her empty can the Maiden turned away:

But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay.

 

Right towards the lamb she looked; and from a shady place

I unobserved could see the workings of her face:

If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring,

Thus, thought I, to her lamb that little Maid might sing:

 

»What ails thee, young One? what? Why pull so at thy cord?

Is it not well with thee? well both for bed and board?

Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be;

Rest, little young One, rest; what is't that aileth thee?

 

What is it thou wouldst seek? What is wanting to thy heart?

Thy limbs, are they not strong? And beautiful thou art:

This grass is tender grass; these flowers they have no peers;

And that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears!

 

If the sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen chain,

This beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain;

For rain and mountain-storms! the like thou need'st not fear,

The rain and storm are things that scarcely can come here.

 

Rest, little young One, rest; thou hast forgot the day

When my father found thee first in places far away;

Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert owned by none,

And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone.

 

He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee home:

A blessèd day for thee! then whither wouldst thou roam?

A faithful nurse thou hast; the dam that did thee yean

Upon the mountain-tops no kinder could have been.

 

Thou know'st that twice a day I have brought thee in this can

Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran;

And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with dew,

I bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new.

 

Thy limbs will shortly be twice as stout as they are now,

Then I'll yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the plough;

My playmate thou shalt be; and when the wind is cold

Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy fold.

 

It will not, will not rest! – Poor creature, can it be

That 'tis thy mother's heart which is working so in thee?

Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear,

And dreams of things which thou canst neither see nor hear.

 

Alas, the mountain-tops that look so green and fair!

I've heard of fearful winds and darkness that come there;

The little brooks that seem all pastime and all play,

When they are angry, roar like lions for their prey.

 

Here thou need'st not dread the raven in the sky;

Night and day thou art safe, – our cottage is hard by.

 

Why bleat so after me? Why pull so at thy chain?

Sleep – and at break of day I will come to thee again!«

 

– As homeward through the lane I went with lazy feet,

This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat;

And it seemed, as I retraced the ballad line by line,

That but half of it was hers, and one half of it was mine.

 

Again, and once again, did I repeat the song;

»Nay,« said I, »more than half to the damsel must belong,

For she looked with such a look, and she spake with such a tone,

That I almost received her heart into my own.«
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To H. C.

Six Years Old

O thou! whose fancies from afar are brought;

Who of thy words dost make a mock apparel,

And fittest to unutterable thought

The breeze-like motion and the self-born carol;

Thou faery voyager! that dost float

In such clear water, that thy boat

May rather seem

To brood on air than on an earthly stream;

Suspended in a stream as clear as sky,

Where earth and heaven do make one imagery;

O blessèd vision! happy child!

Thou art so exquisitely wild,

I think of thee with many fears

For what may be thy lot in future years.

 

I thought of times when Pain might be thy guest,

Lord of thy house and hospitality;

And Grief, uneasy lover! never rest

But when she sate within the touch of thee.

O too industrious folly!

O vain and causeless melancholy!

Nature will either end thee quite;

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight,

Preserve for thee, by individual right,

A young lamb's heart among the full-grown flocks.

What hast thou to do with sorrow,

Or the injuries of to-morrow?

Thou art a dew-drop, which the morn brings forth,

Ill fitted to sustain unkindly shocks,

Or to be trailed along the soiling earth;

A gem that glitters while it lives,

And no forewarning gives;

But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife

Slips in a moment out of life.
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Influence of Natural Objects

In Calling Forth and Strengthening the Imagination in Boyhood and Early Youth



From an Unpublished Poem

Wisdom and Spirit of the universe!

Thou Soul, that art the Eternity of thought!

And giv'st to forms and images a breath

And everlasting motion! not in vain,

By day or star-light, thus from my first dawn

Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me

The passions that build up our human-soul;

Not with the mean and vulgar works of Man;

But with high objects, with enduring things,

With life and nature; purifying thus

The elements of feeling and of thought,

And sanctifying by such discipline

Both pain and fear, – until we recognise

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.

 

Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me

With stinted kindness. In November days,

When vapours rolling down the valleys made

A lonely scene more lonesome; among woods

At noon; and 'mid the calm of summer nights,

When, by the margin of the trembling lake,

Beneath the gloomy hills, homeward I went

In solitude, such intercourse was mine:

Mine was it in the fields both day and night,

And by the waters, all the summer long.

And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and, visible for many a mile,

The cottage-windows through the twilight blazed,

I heeded not the summons: happy time

It was indeed for all of us; for me

It was a time of rapture! Clear and loud

The village-clock tolled six – I wheeled about,

Proud and exulting like an untired horse

That cares not for his home. – All shod with steel

We hissed along the polished ice, in games

Confederate, imitative of the chase

And woodland pleasures, – the resounding horn,

The pack loud-chiming, and the hunted hare.

So through the darkness and the cold we flew,

And not a voice was idle: with the din

Smitten, the precipices rang aloud;

The leafless trees and every icy crag

Tinkled like iron; while far-distant hills

Into the tumult sent an alien sound

Of melancholy, not unnoticed while the stars,

Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the west

The orange sky of evening died away.

 

Not seldom from the uproar I retired

Into a silent bay, or sportively

Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,

To cut across the reflex of a star;

Image, that, flying still before me, gleamed

Upon the glassy plain: and oftentimes,

When we had given our bodies to the wind,

And all the shadowy banks on either side

Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still

The rapid line of motion, then at once

Have I, reclining back upon my heels,

Stopped short; yet still the solitary cliffs

Wheeled by me – even as if the earth had rolled

With visible motion her diurnal round!

Behind me did they stretch in solemn train,

Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watched

Till all was tranquil as a summer sea.
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The Longest Day

Addressed to my Daughter, Dora

Let us quit the leafy arbour,

And the torrent murmuring by;

For the sun is in his harbour,

Weary of the open sky.

 

Evening now unbinds the fetters

Fashioned by the glowing light;

All that breathe are thankful debtors

To the harbinger of night.

 

Yet by some grave thoughts attended

Eve renews her calm career;

For the day that now is ended

Is the longest of the year.

 

Dora! sport, as now thou sportest,

On this platform, light and free;

Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest,

Are indifferent to thee!

 

Who would check the happy feeling

That inspires the linnet's song?

Who would stop the swallow, wheeling

On her pinions swift and strong?

 

Yet, at this impressive season,

Words which tenderness can speak

From the truths of homely reason

Might exalt the loveliest cheek;

 

And, while shades to shades succeeding,

Steal the landscape from the sight,

I would urge this moral pleading,

Last forerunner of »Good night!«

 

SUMMER ebbs; – each day that follows

Is a reflux from on high,

Tending to the darksome hollows

Where the frosts of winter lie.

 

He who governs the creation,

In his providence, assigned

Such a gradual declination

To the life of human kind.

 

Yet we mark it not; – fruits redden,

Fresh flowers blow, as flowers have blown,

And the heart is loth to deaden

Hopes that she so long hath known.

 

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden!

And when thy decline shall come,

Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden,

Hide the knowledge of thy doom.

 

Now, even now, ere wrapped in slumber,

Fix thine eyes upon the sea

That absorbs time, space, and number;

Look thou to Eternity!

 

Follow thou the flowing river

On whose breast are thither borne

All deceived, and each deceiver,

Through the gates of night and morn;

 

Through the year's successive portals;

Through the bounds which many a star

Marks, not mindless of frail mortals,

When his light returns from far.

 

Thus when thou with Time hast travelled

Toward the mighty gulf of things,

And the mazy stream unravelled

With thy best imaginings;

 

Think, if thou on beauty leanest,

Think how pitiful that stay,

Did not virtue give the meanest

Charms superior to decay.

 

Duty, like a strict preceptor,

Sometimes frowns, or seems to frown;

Choose her thistle for thy sceptre,

While youth's roses are thy crown.

 

Grasp it, – if thou shrink and tremble,

Fairest damsel of the green,

Thou wilt lack the only symbol

That proclaims a genuine queen;

 

And ensures those palms of honour

Which selected spirits wear,

Bending low before the Donor,

Lord of Heaven's unchanging year!
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The Norman Boy

High on a broad unfertile tract of forest-skirted Down,

Nor kept by Nature for herself, nor made by man his own,

From home and company remote and every playful joy,

Served, tending a few sheep and goats, a ragged Norman Boy.

 

Him never saw I, nor the spot; but from an English Dame,

Stranger to me and yet my friend, a simple notice came,

With suit that I would speak in verse of that sequestered child

Whom, one bleak winter's day, she met upon the dreary Wild.

 

His flock, along the woodland's edge with relics sprinkled o'er

Of last night's snow, beneath a sky threatening the fall of more,

Where tufts of herbage tempted each, were busy at their feed,

And the poor Boy was busier still, with work of anxious heed.

 

There was he, where of branches rent and withered and decayed,

For covert from the keen north wind, his hands a hut had made.

A tiny tenement, forsooth, and frail, as needs must be

A thing of such materials framed, by a builder such as he.

 

The hut stood finished by his pains, nor seemingly lacked aught

That skill or means of his could add, but the architect had wrought

Some limber twigs into a Cross, well-shaped with fingers nice,

To be engrafted on the top of his small edifice.

 

That Cross he now was fastening there, as the surest power and best

For supplying all deficiencies, all wants of the rude nest

In which, from burning heat, or tempest driving far and wide,

The innocent Boy, else shelterless, his lonely head must hide.

 

That Cross belike he also raised as a standard for the true

And faithful service of his heart in the worst that might ensue

Of hardship and distressful fear, amid the houseless waste

Where he, in his poor self so weak, by Providence was placed.

 

– Here, Lady! might I cease; but nay, let us before we part

With this dear holy shepherd-boy breathe a prayer of earnest heart,

That unto him, where'er shall lie his life's appointed way,

The Cross, fixed in his soul, may prove an all-sufficing stay.
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The Poet's Dream

Sequel to »The Norman Boy«

Just as those final words were penned, the sun broke out in power,

And gladdened all things; but, as chanced, within that very hour,

Air blackened, thunder growled, fire flashed from clouds that hid the sky,

And for the Subject of my Verse I heaved a pensive sigh.

 

Nor could my heart by second thoughts from heaviness be cleared,

For bodied forth before my eyes the cross-crowned hut appeared;

And, while around it storm as fierce seemed troubling earth and air,

I saw, within, the Norman Boy kneeling alone in prayer.

 

The Child, as if the thunder's voice spake with articulate call,

Bowed meekly in submissive fear, before the Lord of All;

His lips were moving; and his eyes, upraised to sue for grace,

With soft illumination cheered the dimness of that place.

 

How beautiful is holiness! – what wonder if the sight,

Almost as vivid as a dream, produced a dream at night?

It came with sleep and showed the Boy, no cherub, not transformed,

But the poor ragged Thing whose ways my human heart had warmed.

 

Me had the dream equipped with wings, so I took him in my arms,

And lifted from the grassy floor, stilling his faint alarms,

And bore him high through yielding air my debt of love to pay,

By giving him for both our sakes, an hour of holiday.

 

I whispered, »Yet a little while, dear Child! thou art my own,

To show thee some delightful thing, in country or in town.

What shall it be? a mirthful throng? or that holy place and calm

St. Denis, filled with royal tombs, or the Church of Notre Dame?

 

St. Ouen's golden Shrine? Or choose what else would please thee most

Of any wonder Normandy, or all proud France, can boast!«

»My Mother,« said the Boy, »was born near to a blessèd Tree,

The Chapel Oak of Allonville; good Angel, show it me!«

 

On wings from broad and steadfast poise let loose by this reply,

For Allonville, o'er down and dale, away then did we fly;

O'er town and tower we fled, and fields in May's fresh verdure drest;

The wings they did not flag; the Child, though grave, was not deprest.

 

But who shall show, to waking sense, the gleam of light that broke

Forth from his eyes, when first the Boy looked down on that huge oak,

For length of days so much revered, so famous where it stands

For twofold hallowing – Nature's care, and work of human hands?

 

Strong as an Eagle with my charge I glided round and round

The wide-spread boughs, for view of door, window, and stair that wound

Gracefully up the gnarled trunk; nor left we unsurveyed

The pointed steeple peering forth from the centre of the shade.

 

I lighted – opened with soft touch the chapel's iron door,

Past softly, leading in the Boy; and while from roof to floor

From floor to roof all round his eyes the Child with wonder cast,

Pleasure on pleasure crowded in, each livelier than the last.

 

For, deftly framed within the trunk, the sanctuary showed,

By light of lamp and precious stones, that glimmered here, there glowed,

Shrine, Altar, Image, Offerings hung in sign of gratitude;

Sight that inspired accordant thoughts; and speech I thus renewed:

 

»Hither the Afflicted come, as thou hast heard thy Mother say,

And, kneeling, supplication make to our Lady de la Paix;

What mournful sighs have here been heard, and, when the voice was stopt

By sudden pangs; what bitter tears have on this pavement dropt!

 

Poor Shepherd of the naked Down, a favoured lot is thine,

Far happier lot, dear Boy, than brings full many to this shrine;

From body pains and pains of soul thou needest no release,

Thy hours as they flow on are spent, if not in joy in peace.

 

Then offer up thy heart to God in thankfulness and praise,

Give to Him prayers, and many thoughts, in thy most busy days;

And in His sight the fragile Cross, on thy small hut, will be

Holy as that which long hath crowned the Chapel of this Tree;

 

Holy as that far seen which crowns the sumptuous Church in Rome

Where thousands meet to worship God under a mighty Dome;

He sees the bending multitude, He hears the choral rites,

Yet, not the less, in children's hymns and lonely prayer, delights.

 

God for His service needeth not proud work of human skill;

They please Him best who labour most to do in peace His will:

So let us strive to live, and to our Spirits will be given

Such wings as, when our Saviour calls, shall bear us up to heaven.«

 

The Boy no answer made by words, but, so earnest was his look,

Sleep fled, and with it fled the dream – recorded in this book,

Lest all that passed should melt away in silence from my mind,

As visions still more bright have done, and left no trace behind.

 

But oh! that Country-man of thine, whose eye, loved Child, can see

A pledge of endless bliss in acts of early piety,

In verse, which to thy ear might come, would treat this simple theme,

Nor leave untold our happy flight in that adventurous dream.

 

Alas the dream, to thee, poor Boy! to thee from whom it flowed,

Was nothing, scarcely can be aught, yet 'twas bounteously bestowed,

If I may dare to cherish hope that gentle eyes will read

Not loth, and listening Little-ones, heart-touched, their fancies feed.
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The Westmoreland Girl

To My Grandchildren



Part I

Seek who will delight in fable,

I shall tell you truth. A Lamb

Leapt from this steep bank to follow

'Cross the brook its thoughtless dam.

 

Far and wide on hill and valley

Rain had fallen, unceasing rain,

And the bleating mother's Young-one

Struggled with the flood in vain:

 

But, as chanced, a Cottage-maiden

(Ten years scarcely had she told)

Seeing, plunged into the torrent,

Clasped the Lamb and kept her hold.

 

Whirled adown the rocky channel,

Sinking, rising, on they go,

Peace and rest, as seems, before them

Only in the lake below.

 

Oh! it was a frightful current

Whose fierce wrath the Girl had braved;

Clap your hands with joy my Hearers,

Shout in triumph, both are saved;

 

Saved by courage that with danger

Grew, by strength the gift of love,

And belike a guardian angel

Came with succour from above.

 

Part II

Now, to a maturer Audience,

Let me speak of this brave Child

Left among her native mountains

With wild Nature to run wild.

 

So, unwatched by love maternal,

Mother's care no more her guide,

Fared this little bright-eyed Orphan

Even while at her father's side.

 

Spare your blame, – remembrance makes him

Loth to rule by strict command;

Still upon his cheek are living

Touches of her infant hand,

 

Dear caresses given in pity,

Sympathy that soothed his grief,

As the dying mother witnessed

To her thankful mind's relief.

 

Time passed on; the Child was happy,

Like a Spirit of air she moved,

Wayward, yet by all who knew her

For her tender heart beloved.

 

Scarcely less than sacred passions,

Bred in house, in grove, and field,

Link her with the inferior creatures,

Urge her powers their rights to shield.

 

Anglers, bent on reckless pastime,

Learn how she can feel alike

Both for tiny harmless minnow

And the fierce sharp-toothed pike.

 

Merciful protectress, kindling

Into anger or disdain;

Many a captive hath she rescued,

Others saved from lingering pain.

 

Listen yet awhile; – with patience

Hear the homely truths I tell,

She in Grasmere's old church-steeple

Tolled this day the passing bell.

 

Yes, the wild Girl of the mountains

To their echoes gave the sound,

Notice punctual as the minute,

Warning solemn and profound.

 

She, fulfilling her sire's office,

Rang alone the far-heard knell,

Tribute, by her hand, in sorrow,

Paid to One who loved her well.

 

When his spirit was departed,

On that service she went forth;

Nor will fail the like to render

When his corse is laid in earth.

 

What then wants the Child to temper,

In her breast, unruly fire,

To control the froward impulse

And restrain the vague desire?

 

Easily a pious training

And a steadfast outward power

Would supplant the weeds, and cherish,

In their stead, each opening flower.

 

Thus the fearless Lamb-deliv'rer,

Woman-grown, meek-hearted, sage,

May become a blest example

For her sex, of every age.

 

Watchful as a wheeling eagle,

Constant as a soaring lark,

Should the country need a heroine,

She might prove our Maid of Arc.

 

Leave that thought; and here be uttered

Prayer that Grace divine may raise

Her humane courageous spirit

Up to heaven, thro' peaceful ways.
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