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I

Expostulation and Reply

»Why, William, on that old grey stone,

Thus for the length of half a day,

Why, William, sit you thus alone,

And dream your time away?

 

Where are your books? – that light bequeathed

To Beings else forlorn and blind!

Up! up! and drink the spirit breathed

From dead men to their kind.

 

You look round on your Mother Earth,

As if she for no purpose bore you;

As if you were her first-born birth,

And none had lived before you!«

 

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,

When life was sweet, I knew not why,

To me my good friend Matthew spake,

And thus I made reply:

 

»The eye – it cannot choose but see;

We cannot bid the ear be still;

Our bodies feel, where'er they be,

Against or with our will.

 

Nor less I deem that there are Powers

Which of themselves our minds impress;

That we can feed this mind of ours

In a wise passiveness.

 

Think you, 'mid all this mighty sum

Of things for ever speaking,

That nothing of itself will come,

But we must still be seeking?

 

– Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,

Conversing as I may,

I sit upon this old grey stone,

And dream my time away.«

 

II

The Tables Turned

An Evening Scene on the Same Subject

 

Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books;

Or surely you'll grow double:

Up! up! my Friend, and clear your looks;

Why all this toil and trouble?

 

The sun, above the mountain's head,

A freshening lustre mellow

Through all the long green fields has spread,

His first sweet evening yellow.

 

Books! 'tis a dull and endless strife:

Come, hear the woodland linnet,

How sweet his music! on my life,

There's more of wisdom in it.

 

And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!

He, too, is no mean preacher:

Come forth into the light of things,

Let Nature be your Teacher.

 

She has a world of ready wealth,

Our minds and hearts to bless –

Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,

Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

 

One impulse from a vernal wood

May teach you more of man,

Of moral evil and of good,

Than all the sages can.

 

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings;

Our meddling intellect

Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things: –

We murder to dissect.

 

Enough of Science and of Art;

Close up those barren leaves;

Come forth, and bring with you a heart

That watches and receives.

 

III

Lines Written in Early Spring

I heard a thousand blended notes,

While in a grove I sate reclined,

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts

Bring sad thoughts to the mind.

 

To her fair works did Nature link

The human soul that through me ran;

And much it grieved my heart to think

What man has made of man.

 

Through primrose tufts, in that green bower,

The periwinkle trailed its wreaths;

And 'tis my faith that every flower

Enjoys the air it breathes.

 

The birds around me hopped and played,

Their thoughts I cannot measure: –

But the least motion which they made,

It seemed a thrill of pleasure.

 

The budding twigs spread out their fan,

To catch the breezy air;

And I must think, do all I can,

That there was pleasure there.

 

If this belief from heaven be sent,

If such be Nature's holy plan,

Have I not reason to lament

What man has made of man?

 

IV

A Character

I marvel how Nature could ever find space

For so many strange contrasts in one human face:

There's thought and no thought, and there's paleness and bloom

And bustle and sluggishness, pleasure and gloom.

 

There's weakness, and strength both redundant and vain;

Such strength as, if ever affliction and pain

Could pierce through a temper that's soft to disease,

Would be rational peace – a philosopher's ease.

 

There's indifference, alike when he fails or succeeds,

And attention full ten times as much as there needs;

Pride where there's no envy, there's so much of joy;

And mildness, and spirit both forward and coy.

 

There's freedom, and sometimes a diffident stare

Of shame scarcely seeming to know that she's there,

There's virtue, the title it surely may claim,

Yet wants heaven knows what to be worthy the name.

 

This picture from nature may seem to depart,

Yet the Man would at once run away with your heart;

And I for five centuries right gladly would be

Such an odd such a kind happy creature as he.

 

V

To My Sister

It is the first mild day of March:

Each minute sweeter than before,

The redbreast sings from the tall larch

That stands beside our door.

 

There is a blessing in the air,

Which seems a sense of joy to yield

To the bare trees, and mountains bare,

And grass in the green field.

 

My sister! ('tis a wish of mine)

Now that our morning meal is done,

Make haste, your morning task resign;

Come forth and feel the sun.

 

Edward will come with you; – and, pray,

Put on with speed your woodland dress;

And bring no book: for this one day

We'll give to idleness.

 

No joyless forms shall regulate

Our living calendar:

We from to-day, my Friend, will date

The opening of the year.

 

Love, now a universal birth,

From heart to heart is stealing,

From earth to man, from man to earth:

– It is the hour of feeling.

 

One moment now may give us more

Than years of toiling reason:

Our minds shall drink at every pore

The spirit of the season.

 

Some silent laws our hearts will make,

Which they shall long obey:

We for the year to come may take

Our temper from to-day.

 

And from the blessed power that rolls

About, below, above,

We'll frame the measure of our souls:

They shall be tuned to love.

 

Then come, my Sister! come, I pray,

With speed put on your woodland dress;

And bring no book: for this one day

We'll give to idleness.

 

VI

Simon Lee

The Old Huntsman

With an incident in which he was concerned.

 

In the sweet shire of Cardigan,

Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,

An old Man dwells, a little man, –

'Tis said he once was tall.

Full five-and-thirty years he lived

A running huntsman merry;

And still the centre of his cheek

Is red as a ripe cherry.

 

No man like him the horn could sound,

And hill and valley rang with glee

When Echo bandied, round and round,

The halloo of Simon Lee.

In those proud days, he little cared

For husbandry or tillage;

To blither tasks did Simon rouse

The sleepers of the village.

 

He all the country could outrun,

Could leave both man and horse behind;

And often, ere the chase was done,

He reeled, and was stone-blind.

And still there's something in the world

At which his heart rejoices;

For when the chiming hounds are out,

He dearly loves their voices!

 

But, oh the heavy change! – bereft

Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, see!

Old Simon to the world is left

In liveried poverty.

His Master's dead, – and no one now

Dwells in the Hall of Ivor;

Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;

He is the sole survivor.

 

And he is lean and he is sick;

His body, dwindled and awry,

Rests upon ankles swoln and thick;

His legs are thin and dry.

One prop he has, and only one,

His wife, an aged woman,

Lives with him, near the waterfall,

Upon the village Common.

 

Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,

Not twenty paces from the door,

A scrap of land they have, but they

Are poorest of the poor.

This scrap of land he from the heath

Enclosed when he was stronger;

But what to them avails the land

Which he can till no longer?

 

Oft, working by her Husband's side,

Ruth does what Simon cannot do;

For she, with scanty cause for pride,

Is stouter of the two.

And, though you with your utmost skill

From labour could not wean them,

'Tis little, very little – all

That they can do between them.

 

Few months of life has he in store

As he to you will tell,

For still, the more he works, the more

Do his weak ankles swell.

My gentle Reader, I perceive

How patiently you've waited,

And now I fear that you expect

Some tale will be related.

 

O Reader! had you in your mind

Such stores as silent thought can bring,

O gentle Reader! you would find

A tale in every thing.

What more I have to say is short,

And you must kindly take it:

It is no tale; but, should you think,

Perhaps a tale you'll make it.

 

One summer-day I chanced to see

This old Man doing all he could

To unearth the root of an old tree,

A stump of rotten wood.

The mattock tottered in his hand;

So vain was his endeavour,

That at the root of the old tree

He might have worked for ever.

 

»You're overtasked, good Simon Lee,

Give me your tool,« to him I said;

And at the word right gladly he

Received my proffered aid.

I struck, and with a single blow

The tangled root I severed,

At which the poor old Man so long

And vainly had endeavoured.

 

The tears into his eyes were brought,

And thanks and praises seemed to run

So fast out of his heart, I thought

They never would have done.

– I've heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds

With coldness still returning;

Alas! the gratitude of men

Hath oftener left me mourning.

 

VII

Written in Germany

On One of the Coldest Days of the Century

 

The Reader must be apprised that the Stoves in North Germany generally have the impression of a galloping horse upon them, this being part of the Brunswick Arms.

 

A plague on your languages, German and Norse!

Let me have the song of the kettle;

And the tongs and the poker, instead of that horse

That gallops away with such fury and force

On this dreary dull plate of black metal.

 

See that Fly, – a disconsolate creature! perhaps

A child of the field or the grove;

And, sorrow for him! the dull treacherous heat

Has seduced the poor fool from his winter retreat,

And he creeps to the edge of my stove.

 

Alas! how he fumbles about the domains

Which this comfortless oven environ!

He cannot find out in what track he must crawl,

Now back to the tiles, then in search of the wall,

And now on the brink of the iron.

 

Stock-still there he stands like a traveller bemazed:

The best of his skill he has tried;

His feelers, methinks, I can see him put forth

To the east and the west, to the south and the north,

But he finds neither guide-post nor guide.

 

His spindles sink under him, foot, leg, and thigh!

His eyesight and hearing are lost;

Between life and death his blood freezes and thaws;

And his two pretty pinions of blue dusky gauze

Are glued to his sides by the frost.

 

No brother, no mate has he near him – while I

Can draw warmth from the cheek of my Love;

As blest and as glad, in this desolate gloom,

As if green summer grass were the floor of my room,

And woodbines were hanging above.

 

Yet, God is my witness, thou small helpless Thing!

Thy life I would gladly sustain

Till summer come up from the south, and with crowds

Of thy brethren a march thou should'st sound through the clouds,

And back to the forests again!

 

VIII

A Poet's Epitaph

Art thou a Statist in the van

Of public conflicts trained and bred?

– First learn to love one living man;

Then may'st thou think upon the dead.

 

A Lawyer art thou? – draw not nigh!

Go, carry to some fitter place

The keenness of that practised eye,

The hardness of that sallow face.

 

Art thou a Man of purple cheer?

A rosy Man, right plump to see?

Approach; yet, Doctor, not too near,

This grave no cushion is for thee.

 

Or art thou one of gallant pride,

A Soldier and no man of chaff?

Welcome! – but lay thy sword aside,

And lean upon a peasant's staff.

 

Physician art thou? – one, all eyes,

Philosopher! – a fingering slave,

One that would peep and botanize

Upon his mother's grave?

 

Wrapt closely in thy sensual fleece,

O turn aside, – and take, I pray,

That he below may rest in peace,

Thy ever-dwindling soul, away!

 

A Moralist perchance appears;

Led, Heaven knows how! to this poor sod:

And he has neither eyes nor ears;

Himself his world, and his own God;

 

One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can cling

Nor form, nor feeling, great or small;

A reasoning, self-sufficing thing,

An intellectual All-in-all!

 

Shut close the door; press down the latch;

Sleep in thy intellectual crust;

Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch

Near this unprofitable dust.

 

But who is He, with modest looks,

And clad in homely russet brown?

He murmurs near the running brooks

A music sweeter than their own.

 

He is retired as noontide dew,

Or fountain in a noon-day grove;

And you must love him, ere to you

He will seem worthy of your love.

 

The outward shows of sky and earth,

Of hill and valley, he has viewed;

And impulses of deeper birth

Have come to him in solitude.

 

In common things that round us lie

Some random truths he can impart, –

The harvest of a quiet eye

That broods and sleeps on his own heart.

 

But he is weak; both Man and Boy,

Hath been an idler in the land;

Contented if he might enjoy

The things which others understand.

 

– Come hither in thy hour of strength;

Come, weak as is a breaking wave!

Here stretch thy body at full length;

Or build thy house upon this grave.

 

IX

To the Daisy

Bright Flower! whose home is everywhere,

Bold in maternal Nature's care,

And all the long year through the heir

Of joy and sorrow;

Methinks that there abides in thee

Some concord with humanity,

Given to no other flower I see

The forest thorough!

 

Is it that Man is soon deprest?

A thoughtless Thing! who, once unblest,

Does little on his memory rest,

Or on his reason,

And Thou would'st teach him how to find

A shelter under every wind,

A hope for times that are unkind

And every season?

 

Thou wander'st the wide world about,

Uncheck'd by pride or scrupulous doubt,

With friends to greet thee, or without,

Yet pleased and willing;

Meek, yielding to the occasion's call,

And all things suffering from all,

Thy function apostolical

In peace fulfilling.

 

X

Matthew

In the School of –– is a tablet, on which are inscribed, in gilt letters, the Names of the several persons who have been Schoolmasters there since the foundation of the School, with the time at which they entered upon and quitted their office. Opposite to one of those Names the Author wrote the following lines.

 

If Nature, for a favourite child,

In thee hath tempered so her clay,

That every hour thy heart runs wild,

Yet never once doth go astray,

 

Read o'er these lines; and then review

This tablet, that thus humbly rears

In such diversity of hue

Its history of two hundred years.

 

– When through this little wreck of fame,

Cipher and syllable! thine eye

Has travelled down to Matthew's name,

Pause with no common sympathy.

 

And, if a sleeping tear should wake,

Then be it neither checked nor stayed:

For Matthew a request I make

Which for himself he had not made.

 

Poor Matthew, all his frolics o'er,

Is silent as a standing pool;

Far from the chimney's merry roar,

And murmur of the village school.

 

The sighs which Matthew heaved were sighs

Of one tired out with fun and madness;

The tears which came to Matthew's eyes

Were tears of light, the dew of gladness.

 

Yet, sometimes, when the secret cup

Of still and serious thought went round,

It seemed as if he drank it up –

He felt with spirit so profound.

 

– Thou soul of God's best earthly mould!

Thou happy Soul! and can it be

That these two words of glittering gold

Are all that must remain of thee?

 

XI

The Two April Mornings

We walked along, while bright and red

Uprose the morning sun;

And Matthew stopped, he looked, and said,

»The will of God be done!«

 

A village schoolmaster was he,

With hair of glittering grey;

As blithe a man as you could see

On a spring holiday.

 

And on that morning, through the grass,

And by the steaming rills,

We travelled merrily, to pass

A day among the hills.

 

»Our work,« said I, »was well begun,

Then, from thy breast what thought,

Beneath so beautiful a sun,

So sad a sigh has brought?«

 

A second time did Matthew stop;

And fixing still his eye

Upon the eastern mountain-top,

To me he made reply:

 

»Yon cloud with that long purple cleft

Brings fresh into my mind

A day like this which I have left

Full thirty years behind.

 

And just above yon slope of corn

Such colours, and no other,

Were in the sky, that April morn,

Of this the very brother.

 

With rod and line I sued the sport

Which that sweet season gave,

And, to the churchyard come, stopped short

Beside my daughter's grave.

 

Nine summers had she scarcely seen,

The pride of all the vale;

And then she sang; – she would have been

A very nightingale.

 

Six feet in earth my Emma lay;

And yet I loved her more,

For so it seemed, than till that day

I e'er had loved before.

 

And, turning from her grave, I met,

Beside the churchyard yew,

A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet

With points of morning dew.

 

A basket on her head she bare;

Her brow was smooth and white:

To see a child so very fair,

It was a pure delight!

 

No fountain from its rocky cave

E'er tripped with foot so free;

She seemed as happy as a wave

That dances on the sea.

 

There came from me a sigh of pain

Which I could ill confine;

I looked at her, and looked again:

And did not wish her mine!«

 

Matthew is in his grave, yet now,

Methinks, I see him stand,

As at that moment, with a bough

Of wilding in his hand.

 

XII

The Fountain

A Conversation

 

We talked with open heart, and tongue

Affectionate and true,

A pair of friends, though I was young,

And Matthew seventy-two.

 

We lay beneath a spreading oak,

Beside a mossy seat;

And from the turf a fountain broke,

And gurgled at our feet.

 

»Now, Matthew!« said I, »let us match

This water's pleasant tune

With some old border-song, or catch

That suits a summer's noon;

 

Or of the church-clock and the chimes

Sing here beneath the shade,

That half-mad thing of witty rhymes

Which you last April made!«

 

In silence Matthew lay, and eyed

The spring beneath the tree;

And thus the dear old Man replied,

The grey-haired man of glee:

 

»No check, no stay, this Streamlet fears;

How merrily it goes!

'Twill murmur on a thousand years,

And flow as now it flows.

 

And here, on this delightful day,

I cannot choose but think

How oft, a vigorous man, I lay

Beside this fountain's brink.

 

My eyes are dim with childish tears,

My heart is idly stirred,

For the same sound is in my ears

Which in those days I heard.

 

Thus fares it still in our decay:

And yet the wiser mind

Mourns less for what age takes away

Than what it leaves behind.

 

The blackbird amid leafy trees,

The lark above the hill,

Let loose their carols when they please,

Are quiet when they will.

 

With Nature never do they wage

A foolish strife; they see

A happy youth, and their old age

Is beautiful and free:

 

But we are pressed by heavy laws;

And often, glad no more,

We wear a face of joy, because

We have been glad of yore.

 

If there be one who need bemoan

His kindred laid in earth,

The household hearts that were his own;

It is the man of mirth.

 

My days, my Friend, are almost gone,

My life has been approved,

And many love me! but by none

Am I enough beloved.«

 

»Now both himself and me he wrongs,

The man who thus complains!

I live and sing my idle songs

Upon these happy plains;

 

And, Matthew, for thy children dead

I'll be a son to thee!«

At this he grasped my hand, and said,

»Alas! that cannot be.«

 

We rose up from the fountain-side;

And down the smooth descent

Of the green sheep-track did we glide;

And through the wood we went;

 

And, ere we came to Leonard's rock,

He sang those witty rhymes

About the crazy old church-clock,

And the bewildered chimes.

 

XIII

Personal Talk

I

 

I am not One who much or oft delight

To season my fireside with personal talk, –

Of friends, who live within an easy walk,

Or neighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight:

And, for my chance-acquaintance, ladies bright,

Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the stalk,

These all wear out of me, like Forms, with chalk

Painted on rich men's floors, for one feast-night.

Better than such discourse doth silence long,

Long, barren silence, square with my desire;

To sit without emotion, hope, or aim,

In the loved presence of my cottage-fire,

And listen to the flapping of the flame,

Or kettle whispering its faint undersong.

 

II

 

»Yet life,« you say, »is life; we have seen and see,

And with a living pleasure we describe;

And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe

The languid mind into activity.

Sound sense, and love itself, and mirth and glee

Are fostered by the comment and the gibe.«

Even be it so: yet still among your tribe,

Our daily world's true Worldlings, rank not me!

Children are blest, and powerful; their world lies

More justly balanced; partly at their feet,

And part far from them: – sweetest melodies

Are those that are by distance made more sweet;

Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes,

He is a Slave; the meanest we can meet!

 

III

 

Wings have we, – and as far as we can go

We may find pleasure: wilderness and wood,

Blank ocean and mere sky, support that mood

Which with the lofty sanctifies the low.

Dreams, books, are each a world; and books, we know,

Are a substantial world, both pure and good:

Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood,

Our pastime and our happiness will grow.

There find I personal themes, a plenteous store,

Matter wherein right voluble I am,

To which I listen with a ready ear;

Two shall be named, pre-eminently dear, –

The gentle Lady married to the Moor;

And heavenly Una with her milk-white Lamb.

 

IV

 

Nor can I not believe but that hereby

Great gains are mine; for thus I live remote

From evil-speaking; rancour, never sought,

Comes to me not; malignant truth, or lie.

Hence have I genial seasons, hence have I

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought:

And thus from day to day my little boat

Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably.

Blessings be with them – and eternal praise,

Who gave us nobler loves, and nobler cares –

The Poets, who on earth have made us heirs

Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays!

Oh! might my name be numbered among theirs,

Then gladly would I end my mortal days.

 

XIV

Illustrated Books and Newspapers

Discourse was deemed Man's noblest attribute,

And written words the glory of his hand;

Then followed Printing with enlarged command

For thought – dominion vast and absolute

For spreading truth, and making love expand.

Now prose and verse sunk into disrepute

Must lacquey a dumb Art that best can suit

The taste of this once-intellectual Land.

A backward movement surely have we here,

From manhood – back to childhood; for the age –

Back towards caverned life's first rude career.

Avaunt this vile abuse of pictured page!

Must eyes be all in all, the tongue and ear

Nothing? Heaven keep us from a lower stage!

 

XV

To the Spade of a Friend

(An Agriculturist)

Composed while we were labouring

together in his pleasure-ground.

 

Spade! with which Wilkinson hath tilled his lands,

And shaped these pleasant walks by Emont's side,

Thou art a tool of honour in my hands;

I press Thee, through the yielding soil, with pride.

 

Rare master has it been thy lot to know;

Long hast Thou served a man to reason true;

Whose life combines the best of high and low,

The labouring many and the resting few;

 

Health, meekness, ardour, quietness secure,

And industry of body and of mind;

And elegant enjoyments, that are pure

As nature is; – too pure to be refined.

 

Here often hast Thou heard the Poet sing

In concord with his river murmuring by;

Or in some silent field, while timid spring

Is yet uncheered by other minstrelsy.

 

Who shall inherit Thee when death has laid

Low in the darksome cell thine own dear lord?

That man will have a trophy, humble Spade!

A trophy nobler than a conqueror's sword.

 

If he be one that feels, with skill to part

False praise from true, or, greater from the less,

Thee will he welcome to his hand and heart,

Thou monument of peaceful happiness!

 

He will not dread with Thee a toilsome day –

Thee his loved servant, his inspiring mate!

And, when Thou art past service, worn away,

No dull oblivious nook shall hide thy fate.

 

His thrift thy uselessness will never scorn;

An heir-loom in his cottage wilt Thou be: –

High will he hang thee up, well pleased to adorn

His rustic chimney with the last of Thee!

 

XVI

A Night Thought

Lo! where the Moon along the sky

Sails with her happy destiny;

Oft is she hid from mortal eye

Or dimly seen,

But when the clouds asunder fly

How bright her mien!

 

Far different we – a froward race,

Thousands though rich in Fortune's grace

With cherished sullenness of pace

Their way pursue,

Ingrates who wear a smileless face

The whole year through.

 

If kindred humours e'er would make

My spirit droop for drooping's sake,

From Fancy following in thy wake,

Bright ship of heaven!

A counter impulse let me take

And be forgiven.

 

XVII

Incident

Characteristic of a Favourite Dog

 

On his morning rounds the Master

Goes to learn how all things fare;

Searches pasture after pasture,

Sheep and cattle eyes with care;

And, for silence or for talk,

He hath comrades in his walk;

Four dogs, each pair of different breed,

Distinguished two for scent, and two for speed.

 

See a hare before him started!

– Off they fly in earnest chase;

Every dog is eager-hearted,

All the four are in the race:

And the hare whom they pursue,

Knows from instinct what to do;

Her hope is near: no turn she makes;

But, like an arrow, to the river takes.

 

Deep the river was, and crusted

Thinly by a one night's frost;

But the nimble Hare hath trusted

To the ice, and safely crost;

She hath crost, and without heed

All are following at full speed,

When, lo! the ice, so thinly spread,

Breaks – and the greyhound, DART, is over-head!

 

Better fate have PRINCE and SWALLOW –

See them cleaving to the sport!

MUSIC has no heart to follow,

Little MUSIC, she stops short.

She hath neither wish nor heart,

Hers is now another part:

A loving creature she, and brave!

And fondly strives her struggling friend to save.

 

From the brink her paws she stretches,

Very hands as you would say!

And afflicting moans she fetches,

As he breaks the ice away.

For herself she hath no fears, –

Him alone she sees and hears, –

Makes efforts with complainings; nor gives o'er

Until her fellow sinks to re-appear no more.

 

XVIII

Tribute to the Memory of the Same Dog

Lie here, without a record of thy worth,

Beneath a covering of the common earth!

It is not from unwillingness to praise,

Or want of love, that here no Stone we raise;

More thou deserv'st; but this man gives to man,

Brother to brother, this is all we can.

Yet they to whom thy virtues made thee dear

Shall find thee through all changes of the year:

This Oak points out thy grave; the silent tree

Will gladly stand a monument of thee.

 

We grieved for thee, and wished thy end were past;

And willingly have laid thee here at last:

For thou hadst lived till every thing that cheers

In thee had yielded to the weight of years;

Extreme old age had wasted thee away,

And left thee but a glimmering of the day;

Thy ears were deaf, and feeble were thy knees, –

I saw thee stagger in the summer breeze,

Too weak to stand against its sportive breath,

And ready for the gentlest stroke of death.

It came, and we were glad; yet tears were shed;

Both man and woman wept when thou wert dead;

Not only for a thousand thoughts that were,

Old household thoughts, in which thou hadst thy share;

But for some precious boons vouchsafed to thee,

Found scarcely anywhere in like degree!

For love, that comes wherever life and sense

Are given by God, in thee was most intense;

A chain of heart, a feeling of the mind,

A tender sympathy, which did thee bind

Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind:

Yea, for thy fellow-brutes in thee we saw

A soul of love, love's intellectual law: –

Hence, if we wept, it was not done in shame;

Our tears from passion and from reason came,

And, therefore, shall thou be an honoured name!

 

XIX

Fidelity

A barking sound the Shepherd hears,

A cry as of a dog or fox;

He halts – and searches with his eyes

Among the scattered rocks:

And now at distance can discern

A stirring in a brake of fern;

And instantly a dog is seen,

Glancing through that covert green.

 

The Dog is not of mountain breed;

Its motions, too, are wild and shy;

With something, as the Shepherd thinks,

Unusual in its cry:

Nor is there any one in sight

All round, in hollow or on height;

Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear;

What is the creature doing here?

 

It was a cove, a huge recess,

That keeps, till June, December's snow;

A lofty precipice in front,

A silent tarn1 below!

Far in the bosom of Helvellyn,

Remote from public road or dwelling,

Pathway, or cultivated land;

From trace of human foot or hand.

 

There sometimes doth a leaping fish

Send through the tarn a lonely cheer;

The crags repeat the raven's croak,

In symphony austere;

Thither the rainbow comes – the cloud –

And mists that spread the flying shroud;

And sunbeams; and the sounding blast,

That, if it could, would hurry past;

But that enormous barrier holds it fast.

 

Not free from boding thoughts, a while

The Shepherd stood; then makes his way

O'er rocks and stones, following the Dog

As quickly as he may;

Nor far had gone before he found

A human skeleton on the ground;

The appalled Discoverer with a sigh

Looks round, to learn the history.

 

From those abrupt and perilous rocks

The Man had fallen, that place of fear!

At length upon the Shepherd's mind

It breaks, and all is clear:

He instantly recalled the name,

And who he was, and whence he came;

Remembered, too, the very day

On which the Traveller passed this way.

 

But hear a wonder, for whose sake

This lamentable tale I tell!

A lasting monument of words

This wonder merits well.

The Dog, which still was hovering nigh,

Repeating the same timid cry,

This Dog, had been through three months' space

A dweller in that savage place.

 

Yes, proof was plain that, since the day

When this ill-fated Traveller died,

The Dog had watched about the spot,

Or by his master's side:

 

How nourished here through such long time

He knows who gave that love sublime;

And gave that strength of feeling, great

Above all human estimate!

 

1 Tarn is a small Mere or Lake, mostly high up in the mountains.
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Ode to Duty



 »Jam non consilio bonus, sed more eò perductus, ut non tantum rectè facere possim, sed nisi rectè facere non possim.«

 

Stern Daughter of the Voice of God!

O Duty! if that name thou love

Who art a light to guide, a rod

To check the erring, and reprove;

Thou, who art victory and law

When empty terrors overawe;

From vain temptations dost set free;

And calm'st the weary strife of frail humanity!

 

There are who ask not if thine eye

Be on them; who, in love and truth,

Where no misgiving is, rely

Upon the genial sense of youth;

Glad Hearts! without reproach or blot;

Who do thy work, and know it not:

Oh! if through confidence misplaced

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them cast.

 

Serene will be our days and bright,

And happy will our nature be,

When love is an unerring light,

And joy its own security.

And they a blissful course may hold

Even now, who, not unwisely bold,

Live in the spirit of this creed;

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need.

 

I, loving freedom, and untried;

No sport of every random gust,

Yet being to myself a guide,

Too blindly have reposed my trust:

And oft, when in my heart was heard

Thy timely mandate, I deferred

The task, in smoother walks to stray;

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may.

 

Through no disturbance of my soul,

Or strong compunction in me wrought,

I supplicate for thy control;

But in the quietness of thought:

Me this unchartered freedom tires;

I feel the weight of chance-desires:

My hopes no more must change their name,

I long for a repose that ever is the same.

 

[Yet not the less would I throughout

Still act according to the voice

Of my own wish; and feel past doubt

That my submissiveness was choice:

Not seeking in the school of pride

For ›precepts over dignified‹,

Denial and restraint I prize

No farther than they breed a second Will more wise.]

 

Stern Lawgiver! yet thou dost wear

The Godhead's most benignant grace;

Nor know we anything so fair

As is the smile upon thy face:

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds

And fragrance in thy footing treads;

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong;

And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are fresh and strong.

 

To humbler functions, awful Power!

I call thee: I myself commend

Unto thy guidance from this hour;

Oh, let my weakness have an end!

Give unto me, made lowly wise,

The spirit of self-sacrifice;

The confidence of reason give;

And in the light of truth thy Bondman let me live!
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Character of the Happy Warrior

Who is the happy Warrior? Who is he

That every man in arms should wish to be?

– It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought

Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought

Upon the plan that pleased his boyish thought:

Whose high endeavours are an inward light

That makes the path before him always bright:

Who, with a natural instinct to discern

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn;

Abides by this resolve, and stops not there,

But makes his moral being his prime care;

Who, doomed to go in company with Pain,

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train!

Turns his necessity to glorious gain;

In face of these doth exercise a power

Which is our human nature's highest dower;

Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves

Of their bad influence, and their good receives:

By objects which might force the soul to abate

Her feeling, rendered more compassionate;

Is placable – because occasions rise

So often that demand such sacrifice;

More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure,

As tempted more; more able to endure,

As more exposed to suffering and distress;

Thence, also, more alive to tenderness.

– 'Tis he whose law is reason; who depends

Upon that law as on the best of friends;

Whence, in a state where men are tempted still

To evil for a guard against worse ill,

And what in quality or act is best

Doth seldom on a right foundation rest,

He labours good on good to fix, and owes

To virtue every triumph that he knows:

– Who, if he rise to station of command,

Rises by open means; and there will stand

On honourable terms, or else retire,

And in himself possess his own desire;

Who comprehends his trust, and to the same

Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim;

And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait

For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state;

Whom they must follow; on whose head must fall

Like showers of manna, if they come at all:

Whose powers shed round him in the common strife,

Or mild concerns of ordinary life,

A constant influence, a peculiar grace;

But who, if he be called upon to face

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined

Great issues, good or bad for human kind,

Is happy as a Lover; and attired

With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired;

And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law

In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw;

Or if an unexpected call succeed,

Come when it will, is equal to the need:

– He who, though thus endued as with a sense

And faculty for storm and turbulence,

Is yet a Soul whose master-bias leans

To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes;

Sweet images! which, whereso'er he be,

Are at his heart; and such fidelity

It is his darling passion to approve;

More brave for this, that he hath much to love: –

'Tis, finally, the Man, who lifted high,

Conspicuous object in a Nation's eye,

Or left unthought-of in obscurity, –

Who, with a toward or untoward lot,

Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not –

Plays, in the many games of life, that one

Where what he most doth value must be won:

Whom neither shape of danger can dismay,

Nor thought of tender happiness betray;

Who, not content that former worth stand fast,

Looks forward, persevering to the last,

From well to better, daily self-surpast:

Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth

For ever, and to noble deeds give birth,

Or he must fall, to sleep without his fame,

And leave a dead unprofitable name –

Finds comfort in himself and in his cause;

And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws

His breath in confidence of Heaven's applause:

This is the happy Warrior; this is He

That every Man in arms should wish to be.
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The Force of Prayer1

or,

The Founding of Bolton Priory a Tradition

 

»What is good for a bootless bene?«

With these dark words begins my Tale;

And their meaning is, whence can comfort spring

When Prayer is of no avail?

 

»What is good for a bootless bene?«

The Falconer to the Lady said;

And she made answer »ENDLESS SORROW!«

For she knew that her Son was dead.

 

She knew it by the Falconer's words,

And from the look of the Falconer's eye;

And from the love which was in her soul

For her youthful Romilly.

 

– Young Romilly through Barden woods

Is ranging high and low;

And holds a greyhound in a leash,

To let slip upon buck or doe.

 

The pair have reached that fearful chasm,

How tempting to bestride!

For lordly Wharf is there pent in

With rocks on either side.

 

The striding-place is called THE STRID,

A name which it took of yore:

A thousand years hath it borne that name,

And shall a thousand more.

 

And hither is young Romilly come,

And what may now forbid

That he, perhaps for the hundredth time,

Shall bound across THE STRID?

 

He sprang in glee, – for what cared he

That the river was strong, and the rocks were steep? –

But the greyhound in the leash hung back,

And checked him in his leap.

 

The Boy is in the arms of Wharf,

And strangled by a merciless force;

For never more was young Romilly seen

Till he rose a lifeless corse.

 

Now there is stillness in the vale,

And long, unspeaking, sorrow:

Wharf shall be to pitying hearts

A name more sad than Yarrow.

 

If for a Lover the Lady wept,

A solace she might borrow

From death, and from the passion of death: –

Old Wharf might heal her sorrow.

 

She weeps not for the wedding-day

Which was to be to-morrow:

Her hope was a further-looking hope,

And hers is a mother's sorrow.

 

He was a tree that stood alone,

And proudly did its branches wave;

And the root of this delightful tree

Was in her husband's grave!

 

Long, long in darkness did she sit,

And her first words were, »Let there be

In Bolton, on the field of Wharf,

A stately Priory!«

 

The stately Priory was reared;

And Wharf, as he moved along,

To matins joined a mournful voice,

Nor failed at even-song.

 

And the Lady prayed in heaviness

That looked not for relief!

But slowly did her succour come,

And a patience to her grief.

 

Oh! there is never sorrow of heart

That shall lack a timely end,

If but to God we turn, and ask

Of Him to be our friend!

 

1 See »The White Doe of Rylstone.«
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A Fact, and an Imagination or,

Canute and Alfred, on the Sea-Shore

 

The Danish Conqueror, on his royal chair,

Mustering a face of haughty sovereignty,

To aid a covert purpose, cried – »O ye

Approaching Waters of the deep, that share

With this green isle my fortunes, come not where

Your Master's throne is set.« – Deaf was the Sea;

Her waves rolled on, respecting his decree

Less than they heed a breath of wanton air.

– Then Canute, rising from the invaded throne,

Said to his servile Courtiers, – »Poor the reach,

The undisguised extent, of mortal sway!

He only is a King, and he alone

Deserves the name (this truth the billows preach)

Whose everlasting laws, sea, earth, and heaven obey.«

 

This just reproof the prosperous Dane

Drew from the influx of the main,

For some whose rugged northern mouths would strain

At oriental flattery;

And Canute (fact more worthy to be known)

From that time forth did for his brows disown

The ostentatious symbol of a crown;

Esteeming earthly royalty

Contemptible as vain.

 

Now hear what one of elder days,

Rich theme of England's fondest praise,

Her darling Alfred, might have spoken;

To cheer the remnant of his host

When he was driven from coast to coast,

Distressed and harassed, but with mind unbroken:

 

»My faithful followers, lo! the tide is spent

That rose, and steadily advanced to fill

The shores and channels, working Nature's will

Among the mazy streams that backward went,

And in the sluggish pools where ships are pent:

And now, his task performed, the flood stands still,

At the green base of many an inland hill,

In placid beauty and sublime content!

Such the repose that sage and hero find;

Such measured rest the sedulous and good

Of humbler name; whose souls do, like the flood

Of Ocean, press right on; or gently wind,

Neither to be diverted nor withstood,

Until they reach the bounds by Heaven assigned.«

 

XXIV

A little onward lend thy guiding hand

»A little onward lend thy guiding hand

To these dark steps, a little further on!«

– What trick of memory to my voice hath brought

This mournful iteration? For though Time,

The Conqueror, crowns the Conquered, on his brow

Planting his favourite silver diadem,

Nor he, nor minister of his – intent

To run before him, hath enrolled me yet,

Though not unmenaced, among those who lean

Upon a living staff, with borrowed sight.

– O my own Dora, my belovèd child!

Should that day come – but hark! the birds salute

The cheerful dawn, brightening for me the east;

For me, thy natural leader, once again

Impatient to conduct thee, not as erst

A tottering infant, with compliant stoop

From flower to flower supported; but to curb

Thy nymph-like step swift-bounding o'er the lawn,

Along the loose rocks, or the slippery verge

Of foaming torrents. – From thy orisons

Come forth; and, while the morning air is yet

Transparent as the soul of innocent youth,

Let me, thy happy guide, now point thy way,

And now precede thee, winding to and fro,

Till we by perseverance gain the top

Of some smooth ridge, whose brink precipitous

Kindles intense desire for powers withheld

From this corporeal frame; whereon who stands

Is seized with strong incitement to push forth

His arms, as swimmers use, and plunge – dread thought,

For pastime plunge – into the ›abrupt abyss‹,

Where ravens spread their plumy vans, at ease!

 

And yet more gladly thee would I conduct

Through woods and spacious forests, – to behold

There, how the Original of human art,

Heaven-prompted Nature, measures and erects

Her temples, fearless for the stately work,

Though waves, to every breeze, its high-arched roof,

And storms the pillars rock. But we such schools

Of reverential awe will chiefly seek

In the still summer noon, while beams of light,

Reposing here, and in the aisles beyond

Traceably gliding through the dusk, recal

To mind the living presences of nuns;

A gentle, pensive, white-robed sisterhood,

Whose saintly radiance mitigates the gloom

Of those terrestial fabrics, where they serve,

To Christ, the Sun of righteousness, espoused.

 

Now also shall the page of classic lore,

To these glad eyes from bondage freed, again

Lie open; and the book of Holy writ,

Again unfolded, passage clear shall yield

To heights more glorious still, and into shades

More awful, where, advancing hand in hand,

We may be taught, O Darling of my care!

To calm the affections, elevate the soul,

And consecrate our lives to truth and love.
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Ode to Lycoris

May, 1817

 

I

 

An age hath been when Earth was proud

Of lustre too intense

To be sustained; and Mortals bowed

The front in self-defence.

Who then, if Dian's crescent gleamed,

Or Cupid's sparkling arrow streamed

While on the wing the Urchin played,

Could fearlessly approach the shade?

– Enough for one soft vernal day,

If I, a bard of ebbing time,

And nurtured in a fickle clime,

May haunt this hornèd bay;

Whose amorous water multiplies

The flitting halcyon's vivid dyes;

And smooths her liquid breast – to show

These swan-like specks of mountain snow,

White as the pair that slid along the plains

Of heaven, when Venus held the reins!

 

II

 

In youth we love the darksome lawn

Brushed by the owlet's wing;

Then, Twilight is preferred to Dawn,

And Autumn to the Spring.

Sad fancies do we then affect,

In luxury of disrespect

To our own prodigal excess

Of too familiar happiness.

Lycoris (if such name befit

Thee, thee my life's celestial sign!)

When Nature marks the year's decline,

Be ours to welcome it;

Pleased with the harvest hope that runs

Before the path of milder suns;

Pleased while the sylvan world displays

Its ripeness to the feeding gaze;

Pleased when the sullen winds resound the knell

Of the resplendent miracle.

 

III

 

But something whispers to my heart

That, as we downward tend,

Lycoris! life requires an art

To which our souls must bend;

A skill – to balance and supply;

And, ere the flowing fount be dry,

As soon it must, a sense to sip,

Or drink, with no fastidious lip.

Then welcome, above all, the Guest

Whose smiles, diffused o'er land and sea,

Seem to recal the Deity

Of youth into the breast:

May pensive Autumn ne'er present

A claim to her disparagement!

While blossoms and the budding spray

Inspire us in our own decay;

Still, as we nearer draw to life's dark goal,

Be hopeful Spring the favourite of the Soul!
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To the Same

Enough of climbing toil! – Ambition treads

Here, as 'mid busier scenes, ground steep and rough,

Or slippery even to peril! and each step,

As we for most uncertain recompence

Mount toward the empire of the fickle clouds,

Each weary step, dwarfing the world below,

Induces, for its old familiar sights,

Unacceptable feelings of contempt,

With wonder mixed – that Man could e'er be tied,

In anxious bondage, to such nice array

And formal fellowship of petty things!

– Oh! 'tis the heart that magnifies this life,

Making a truth and beauty of her own;

And moss-grown alleys, circumscribing shades,

And gurgling rills, assist her in the work

More efficaciously than realms outspread,

As in a map, before the adventurer's gaze –

Ocean and Earth contending for regard.

 

The umbrageous woods are left – how far beneath!

But lo! where darkness seems to guard the mouth

Of yon wild cave, whose jaggèd brows are fringed

With flaccid threads of ivy, in the still

And sultry air, depending motionless.

Yet cool the space within, and not uncheered

(As whoso enters shall ere long perceive) –

By stealthy influx of the timid day

Mingling with night, such twilight to compose

As Numa loved; when, in the Egerian grot,

From the sage Nymph appearing at his wish,

He gained whate'er a regal mind might ask,

Or need, of counsel breathed through lips divine.

 

Long as the heat shall rage, let that dim cave

Protect us, there deciphering as we may

Diluvian records; or the sighs of Earth

Interpreting; or counting for old Time

His minutes, by reiterated drops,

Audible tears, from some invisible source

That deepens upon fancy – more and more

Drawn toward the centre whence those sighs creep forth

To awe the lightness of humanity.

Or, shutting up thyself within thyself,

There let me see thee sink into a mood

Of gentler thought, protracted till thine eye

Be calm as water when the winds are gone,

And no one can tell whither. Dearest Friend!

We two have known such happy hours together

That, were power granted to replace them (fetched

From out the pensive shadows where they lie)

In the first warmth of their original sunshine,

Loth should I be to use it: passing sweet

Are the domains of tender memory!
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September, 1819

The sylvan slopes with corn-clad fields

Are hung, as if with golden shields,

Bright trophies of the sun!

Like a fair sister of the sky,

Unruffled doth the blue lake lie,

The mountains looking on.

 

And, sooth to say, yon vocal grove,

Albeit uninspired by love,

By love untaught to ring,

May well afford to mortal ear

An impulse more profoundly dear

Than music of the Spring.

 

For that from turbulence and heat

Proceeds, from some uneasy seat

In nature's struggling frame,

Some region of impatient life:

And jealousy, and quivering strife,

Therein a portion claim.

 

This, this is holy; – while I hear

These vespers of another year,

This hymn of thanks and praise,

My spirit seems to mount above

The anxieties of human love,

And earth's precarious days.

 

But list! – though winter storms be nigh,

Unchecked is that soft harmony:

There lives Who can provide

For all His creatures; and in Him,

Even like the radiant Seraphim,

These choristers confide.

 

XXVIII

Upon the Same Occasion

Departing summer hath assumed

An aspect tenderly illumed,

The gentlest look of spring;

That calls from yonder leafy shade

Unfaded, yet prepared to fade,

A timely carolling.

 

No faint and hesitating trill,

Such tribute as to winter chill

The lonely redbreast pays!

Clear, loud, and lively is the din,

From social warblers gathering in

Their harvest of sweet lays.

 

Nor doth the example fail to cheer

Me, conscious that my leaf is sere,

And yellow on the bough: –

Fall, rosy garlands, from my head!

Ye myrtle wreaths, your fragrance shed

Around a younger brow!

 

Yet will I temperately rejoice;

Wide is the range, and free the choice

Of undiscordant themes;

Which, haply, kindred souls may prize

Not less than vernal ecstasies,

And passion's feverish dreams.

 

For deathless powers to verse belong,

And they like Demi-gods are strong

On whom the Muses smile;

But some their function have disclaimed,

Best pleased with what is aptliest framed

To enervate and defile.

 

Not such the initiatory strains

Committed to the silent plains

In Britain's earliest dawn:

Trembled the groves, the stars grew pale,

While all-too-daringly the veil

Of nature was withdrawn!

 

Nor such the spirit-stirring note

When the live chords Alcæus smote,

Inflamed by sense of wrong;

Woe! woe to Tyrants! from the lyre

Broke threateningly, in sparkles dire

Of fierce vindictive song.

 

And not unhallowed was the page

By wingèd Love inscribed, to assuage

The pangs of vain pursuit;

Love listening while the Lesbian Maid

With finest touch of passion swayed

Her own 'olian lute.

 

O ye, who patiently explore

The wreck of Herculanean lore,

What rapture! could ye seize

Some Theban fragment, or unroll

One precious, tender-hearted, scroll

Of pure Simonides.

 

That were, indeed, a genuine birth

Of poesy; a bursting forth

Of genius from the dust:

What Horace gloried to behold,

What Maro loved, shall we enfold?

Can haughty Time be just!

 

XXIX

Memory

A pen – to register; a key –

That winds through secret wards;

Are well assigned to Memory

By allegoric Bards.

 

As aptly, also, might be given

A Pencil to her hand;

That, softening objects, sometimes even

Outstrips the heart's demand;

 

That smoothes foregone distress, the lines

Of lingering care subdues,

Long-vanished happiness refines,

And clothes in brighter hues;

 

Yet, like a tool of Fancy, works

Those Spectres to dilate

That startle Conscience, as she lurks

Within her lonely seat.

 

O! that our lives, which flee so fast,

In purity were such,

That not an image of the past

Should fear that pencil's touch!

 

Retirement then might hourly look

Upon a soothing scene,

Age steal to his allotted nook

Contented and serene;

 

With heart as calm as lakes that sleep,

In frosty moonlight glistening;

Or mountain rivers, where they creep

Along a channel smooth and deep,

To their own far-off murmurs listening.

 

XXX

This Lawn, a carpet all alive

With shadows flung from leaves – to strive

In dance, amid a press

Of sunshine, an apt emblem yields

Of Worldlings revelling in the fields

Of strenuous idleness;

 

Less quick the stir when tide and breeze

Encounter, and to narrow seas

Forbid a moment's rest;

The medley less when boreal Lights

Glance to and fro, like aery Sprites

To feats of arms addrest!

 

Yet, spite of all this eager strife,

This ceaseless play, the genuine life

That serves the stedfast hours,

Is in the grass beneath, that grows

Unheeded, and the mute repose

Of sweetly-breathing flowers.

 

XXXI

Humanity

The Rocking-stones, alluded to in the beginning of the following verses, are supposed to have been used, by our British ancestors, both for judicial and religious purposes. Such stones are not uncommonly found, at this day, both in Great Britain and in Ireland.

 

What though the Accused, upon his own appeal

To righteous Gods when man has ceased to feel,

Or at a doubting Judge's stern command,

Before the STONE OF POWER no longer stand –

To take his sentence from the balanced Block,

As, at his touch, it rocks, or seems to rock;

Though, in the depths of sunless groves, no more

The Druid-priest the hallowed Oak adore;

Yet, for the Initiate, rocks and whispering trees

Do still perform mysterious offices!

And functions dwell in beast and bird that sway

The reasoning mind, or with the fancy play,

Inviting, at all seasons, ears and eyes

To watch for undelusive auguries: –

Not uninspired appear their simplest ways;

Their voices mount symbolical of praise –

To mix with hymns that Spirits make and hear;

And to fallen man their innocence is dear.

Enraptured Art draws from those sacred springs

Streams that reflect the poetry of things!

Where Christian Martyrs stand in hues portrayed,

That, might a wish avail, would never fade,

Borne in their hands the lily and the palm

Shed round the altar a celestial calm;

There, too, behold the lamb and guileless dove

Prest in the tenderness of virgin love

To saintly bosoms! – Glorious is the blending

Of right affections climbing or descending

Along a scale of light and life, with cares

Alternate; carrying holy thoughts and prayers

Up to the sovereign seat of the Most High;

Descending to the worm in charity;

Like those good Angels whom a dream of night

Gave, in the field of Luz, to Jacob's sight

All, while he slept, treading the pendent stairs

Earthward or heavenward, radiant messengers,

That, with a perfect will in one accord

Of strict obedience, serve the Almighty Lord;

And with untired humility forbore

To speed their errand by the wings they wore.

 

What a fair world were ours for verse to paint,

If Power could live at ease with self-restraint!

Opinion bow before the naked sense

Of the great Vision, – faith in Providence;

Merciful over all his creatures, just

To the least particle of sentient dust;

But fixing by immutable decrees

Seedtime and harvest for his purposes!

Then would be closed the restless oblique eye

That looks for evil like a treacherous spy;

Disputes would then relax, like stormy winds

That into breezes sink; impetuous minds

By discipline endeavour to grow meek

As Truth herself, whom they profess to seek.

Then Genius, shunning fellowship with Pride,

Would braid his golden locks at Wisdom's side;

Love ebb and flow untroubled by caprice;

And not alone harsh tyranny would cease,

But unoffending creatures find release

From qualified oppression, whose defence

Rests on a hollow plea of recompence;

Thought-tempered wrongs, for each humane respect

Oft worse to bear, or deadlier in effect.

Witness those glances of indignant scorn

From some high-minded Slave, impelled to spurn

The kindness that would make him less forlorn;

Or, if the soul to bondage be subdued,

His look of pitiable gratitude!

 

Alas for thee, bright Galaxy of Isles,

Whose day departs in pomp, returns with smiles –

To greet the flowers and fruitage of a land,

As the sun mounts, by sea-born breezes fanned;

A land whose azure mountain-tops are seats

For Gods in council, whose green vales, retreats

Fit for the shades of heroes, mingling there

To breathe Elysian peace in upper air.

 

Though cold as winter, gloomy as the grave,

Stone-walls a prisoner make, but not a slave.

Shall man assume a property in man?

Lay on the moral will a withering ban?

Shame that our laws at distance still protect

Enormities, which they at home reject!

»Slaves cannot breathe in England« – yet that boast

Is but a mockery! when from coast to coast,

Though fettered slave be none, her floors and soil

Groan underneath a weight of slavish toil,

For the poor Many, measured out by rules

Fetched with cupidity from heartless schools,

That to an Idol, falsely called »the Wealth

Of Nations«, sacrifice a People's health,

Body and mind and soul; a thirst so keen

Is ever urging on the vast machine

Of sleepless Labour, 'mid whose dizzy wheels

The Power least prized is that which thinks and feels.

 

Then, for the pastimes of this delicate age,

And all the heavy or light vassalage

Which for their sakes we fasten, as may suit

Our varying moods, on human kind or brute,

'Twere well in little, as in great, to pause,

Lest Fancy trifle with eternal laws.

Not from his fellows only man may learn

Rights to compare and duties to discern!

All creatures and all objects, in degree,

Are friends and patrons of humanity.

There are to whom the garden, grove, and field,

Perpetual lessons of forbearance yield;

Who would not lightly violate the grace

The lowliest flower possesses in its place;

Nor shorten the sweet life, too fugitive,

Which nothing less than Infinite Power could give.
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The unremitting voice of nightly streams

The unremitting voice of nightly streams

That wastes so oft, we think, its tuneful powers,

If neither soothing to the worm that gleams

Through dewy grass, nor small birds hushed in bowers,

Nor unto silent leaves and drowsy flowers, –

That voice of unpretending harmony

(For who what is shall measure by what seems

To be, or not to be,

Or tax high Heaven with prodigality?)

Wants not a healing influence that can creep

Into the human breast, and mix with sleep

To regulate the motion of our dreams

For kindly issues – as through every clime

Was felt near murmuring brooks in earliest time;

As, at this day, the rudest swains who dwell

Where torrents roar, or hear the tinkling knell

Of water-breaks, with grateful heart could tell.
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Thoughts on the Seasons

Flattered with promise of escape

From every hurtful blast,

Spring takes, O sprightly May! thy shape,

Her loveliest and her last.

 

Less fair is summer riding high

In fierce solstitial power,

Less fair than when a lenient sky

Brings on her parting hour.

 

When earth repays with golden sheaves

The labours of the plough,

And ripening fruits and forest leaves

All brighten on the bough;

 

What pensive beauty autumn shows,

Before she hears the sound

Of winter rushing in, to close

The emblematic round!

 

Such be our Spring, our Summer such;

So may our Autumn blend

With hoary Winter, and Life touch,

Through heaven-born hope, her end!
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To –

Upon the Birth of Her First-Born Child, March, 1833

 

»Tum porro puer, ut saevis projectus ab undis

 Navita, nudus humi jacet,« etc.

Lucretius.

 

Like a shipwreck'd Sailor tost

By rough waves on a perilous coast,

Lies the Babe, in helplessness

And in tenderest nakedness,

Flung by labouring Nature forth

Upon the mercies of the earth.

Can its eyes beseech? – no more

Than the hands are free to implore:

Voice but serves for one brief cry;

Plaint was it? or prophecy

Of sorrow that will surely come?

Omen of man's grievous doom!

 

But, O Mother! by the close

Duly granted to thy throes;

By the silent thanks, now tending

Incense-like to Heaven, descending

Now to mingle and to move

With the gush of earthly love,

As a debt to that frail Creature,

Instrument of struggling Nature

For the blissful calm, the peace

Known but to this one release –

Can the pitying spirit doubt

That for human-kind springs out

From the penalty a sense

Of more than mortal recompence?

 

As a floating summer cloud,

Though of gorgeous drapery proud,

To the sun-burnt traveller,

Or the stooping labourer,

Oft-times makes its bounty known

By its shadow round him thrown;

So, by chequerings of sad cheer,

Heavenly Guardians, brooding near,

Of their presence tell – too bright

Haply for corporeal sight!

Ministers of grace divine

Feelingly their brows incline

O'er this seeming Castaway

Breathing, in the light of day,

Something like the faintest breath

That has power to baffle death –

Beautiful, while very weakness

Captivates like passive meekness.

 

And, sweet Mother! under warrant

Of the universal Parent,

Who repays in season due

Them who have, like thee, been true

To the filial chain let down

From his everlasting throne,

Angels hovering round thy couch,

With their softest whispers vouch,

That – whatever griefs may fret,

Cares entangle, sins beset,

This thy First-born, and with tears

Stain her cheek in future years –

Heavenly succour, not denied

To the babe, whate'er betide,

Will to the woman be supplied!

 

Mother! blest be thy calm ease;

Blest the starry promises, –

And the firmament benign

Hallowed be it, where they shine!

Yes, for them whose souls have scope

Ample for a wingèd hope,

And can earthward bend an ear

For needful listening, pledge is here,

That, if thy new-born Charge shall tread

In thy footsteps, and be led

By that other Guide, whose light

Of manly virtues, mildly bright,

Gave him first the wished-for part

In thy gentle virgin heart;

Then, amid the storms of life

Presignified by that dread strife

Whence ye have escaped together,

She may look for serene weather;

In all trials sure to find

Comfort for a faithful mind;

Kindlier issues, holier rest,

Than even now await her prest,

Conscious Nursling, to thy breast!

 

XXXV

The Warning

A Sequel to the Foregoing

 

List, the winds of March are blowing;

Her ground-flowers shrink, afraid of showing

Their meek heads to the nipping air,

Which ye feel not, happy pair!

Sunk into a kindly sleep.

We, meanwhile, our hope will keep;

And if Time leagued with adverse Change

(Too busy fear!) shall cross its range,

Whatsoever check they bring,

Anxious duty hindering,

To like hope our prayers will cling.

 

Thus, while the ruminating spirit feeds

Upon the events of home as life proceeds,

Affections pure and holy in their source

Gain a fresh impulse, run a livelier course;

Hopes that within the Father's heart prevail,

Are in the experienced Grandsire's slow to fail;

And if the harp pleased his gay youth, it rings

To his grave touch with no unready strings,

While thoughts press on, and feelings overflow,

And quick words round him fall like flakes of snow.

 

Thanks to the Powers that yet maintain their sway,

And have renewed the tributary Lay,

Truths of the heart flock in with eager pace,

And FANCY greets them with a fond embrace;

Swift as the rising sun his beams extends

She shoots the tidings forth to distant friends;

Their gifts she hails (deemed precious, as they prove

For the unconscious Babe so prompt a love!) –

But from this peaceful centre of delight

Vague sympathies have urged her to take flight:

Rapt into upper regions, like the bee

That sucks from mountain heath her honey fee,

Or, like the warbling lark intent to shroud

His head in sunbeams or a bowery cloud,

She soars – and here and there her pinions rest

On proud towers, like this humble cottage, blest

With a new visitant, an infant guest –

Towers where red streamers flout the breezy sky

In pomp foreseen by her creative eye,

When feasts shall crowd the hall, and steeple bells

Glad proclamation make, and heights and dells

Catch the blithe music as it sinks and swells,

And harboured ships, whose pride is on the sea,

Shall hoist their topmost flags in sign of glee,

Honouring the hope of noble ancestry.

 

But who (though neither reckoning ills assigned

By Nature, nor reviewing in the mind

The track that was, and is, and must be, worn

With weary feet by all of woman born) –

Shall now by such a gift with joy be moved,

Nor feel the fulness of that joy reproved?

Not He, whose last faint memory will command

The truth that Britain was his native land;

Whose infant soul was tutored to confide

In the cleansed faith for which her martyrs died;

Whose boyish ear the voice of her renown

With rapture thrilled; whose Youth revered the crown

Of Saxon liberty that Alfred wore,

Alfred, dear Babe, thy great Progenitor!

– Not He, who from her mellowed practice drew

His social sense of just, and fair, and true;

And saw, thereafter, on the soil of France

Rash Polity begin her maniac dance,

Foundations broken up, the deeps run wild,

Nor grieved to see (himself not unbeguiled) –

Woke from the dream, the dreamer to upbraid,

And learn how sanguine expectations fade

When novel trusts by folly are betrayed, –

To see Presumption, turning pale, refrain

From further havoc, but repent in vain, –

Good aims lie down, and perish in the road

Where guilt had urged them on with ceaseless goad,

Proofs thickening round her that on public ends

Domestic virtue vitally depends,

That civic strife can turn the happiest hearth

Into a grievous sore of self-tormenting earth.

 

Can such a One, dear Babe! though glad and proud

To welcome thee, repel the fears that crowd

Into his English breast, and spare to quake

Less for his own than for thy innocent sake?

Too late – or, should the providence of God

Lead, through dark ways by sin and sorrow trod,

Justice and peace to a secure abode,

Too soon – thou com'st into this breathing world;

Ensigns of mimic outrage are unfurled.

Who shall preserve or prop the tottering Realm?

What hand suffice to govern the state-helm?

If, in the aims of men, the surest test

Of good or bad (whate'er be sought for or protest)

Lie in the means required, or ways ordained,

For compassing the end, else never gained;

Yet governors and govern'd both are blind

To this plain truth, or fling it to the wind;

If to expedience principle must bow;

Past, future, shrinking up beneath the incumbent Now;

If cowardly concession still must feed

The thirst for power in men who ne'er concede;

Nor turn aside, unless to shape a way

For domination at some riper day;

If generous Loyalty must stand in awe

Of subtle Treason, in his mask of law,

Or with bravado insolent and hard,

Provoking punishment, to win reward;

If office help the factious to conspire,

And they who should extinguish, fan the fire –

Then, will the sceptre be a straw, the crown

Sit loosely, like the thistle's crest of down;

To be blown off at will, by Power that spares it

In cunning patience, from the head that wears it.

 

Lost people, trained to theoretic feud!

Lost above all, ye labouring multitude!

Bewildered whether ye, by slanderous tongues

Deceived, mistake calamities for wrongs;

And over fancied usurpations brood,

Oft snapping at revenge in sullen mood;

Or, from long stress of real injuries fly

To desperation for a remedy;

In bursts of outrage spread your judgments wide,

And to your wrath cry out, »Be thou our guide;«

Or, bound by oaths, come forth to tread earth's floor

In marshalled thousands, darkening street and moor

With the worst shape mock-patience ever wore;

Or, to the giddy top of self-esteem

By Flatterers carried, mount into a dream

Of boundless suffrage, at whose sage behest

Justice shall rule, disorder be supprest,

And every man sit down as Plenty's Guest!

– O for a bridle bitted with remorse

To stop your Leaders in their headstrong course!

Oh may the Almighty scatter with His grace

These mists, and lead you to a safer place,

By paths no human wisdom can foretrace!

May He pour round you, from worlds far above

Man's feverish passions, His pure light of love,

That quietly restores the natural mien

To hope, and makes truth willing to be seen!

Else shall your blood-stained hands in frenzy reap

Fields gaily sown when promises were cheap –

Why is the Past belied with wicked art,

The Future made to play so false a part,

Among a people famed for strength of mind,

Foremost in freedom, noblest of mankind?

We act as if we joyed in the sad tune

Storms make in rising, valued in the moon

Nought but her changes. Thus, ungrateful Nation!

If thou persist, and, scorning moderation,

Spread for thyself the snares of tribulation,

Whom, then, shall meekness guard? What savage skill

Lie in forbearance, strength in standing still?

– Soon shall the widow (for the speed of Time

Nought equals when the hours are winged with crime)

Widow, or wife, implore on tremulous knee,

From him who judged her lord, a like decree;

The skies will weep o'er old men desolate;

Ye little-ones! Earth shudders at your fate,

Outcasts and homeless orphans –

 

But turn, my Soul, and from the sleeping pair

Learn thou the beauty of omniscient care!

Be strong in faith, bid anxious thoughts lie still;

Seek for the good and cherish it – the ill

Oppose, or bear with a submissive will.
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If this great world of joy and pain

If this great world of joy and pain

Revolve in one sure track;

If freedom, set, will rise again,

And virtue, flown, come back;

Woe to the purblind crew who fill

The heart with each day's care;

Nor gain, from past or future, skill

To bear, and to forbear!
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The Labourer's Noon-Day Hymn

Up to the throne of God is borne

The voice of praise at early morn,

And he accepts the punctual hymn

Sung as the light of day grows dim.

 

Nor will he turn his ear aside

From holy offerings at noontide.

Then here reposing let us raise

A song of gratitude and praise.

 

What though our burthen be not light,

We need not toil from morn to night;

The respite of the mid-day hour

Is in the thankful Creature's power.

 

Blest are the moments, doubly blest,

That, drawn from this one hour of rest,

Are with a ready heart bestowed

Upon the service of our God!

 

Each field is then a hallowed spot,

An altar is in each man's cot,

A church in every grove that spreads

Its living roof above our heads.

 

Look up to Heaven! the industrious Sun

Already half his race hath run;

He cannot halt nor go astray,

But our immortal Spirits may.

 

Lord! since his rising in the East,

If we have faltered or transgressed,

Guide, from thy love's abundant source,

What yet remains of this day's course:

 

Help with thy grace, through life's short day,

Our upward and our downward way;

And glorify for us the west,

Where we shall sink to final rest.

 


 

XXXVIII

Ode

Composed on May Morning

 

While from the purpling east departs

The star that led the dawn,

Blithe Flora from her couch upstarts,

For May is on the lawn.

A quickening hope, a freshening glee,

Foreran the expected Power,

Whose first-drawn breath, from bush and tree,

Shakes off that pearly shower.

 

All Nature welcomes Her whose sway

Tempers the year's extremes;

Who scattereth lustres o'er noon-day,

Like morning's dewy gleams;

While mellow warble, sprightly trill,

The tremulous heart excite;

And hums the balmy air to still

The balance of delight.

 

Time was, blest Power! when youths and maids

At peep of dawn would rise,

And wander forth, in forest glades

Thy birth to solemnize.

Though mute the song – to grace the rite

Untouched the hawthorn bough,

Thy Spirit triumphs o'er the slight;

Man changes, but not Thou!

 

Thy feathered Lieges bill and wings

In love's disport employ;

Warmed by thy influence, creeping things

Awake to silent joy:

Queen art thou still for each gay plant

Where the slim wild deer roves;

And served in depths where fishes haunt

Their own mysterious groves.

 

Cloud-piercing peak, and trackless heath,

Instinctive homage pay;

Nor wants the dim-lit cave a wreath

To honour thee, sweet May!

Where cities fanned by thy brisk airs

Behold a smokeless sky,

Their puniest flower-pot-nursling dares

To open a bright eye.

 

And if, on this thy natal morn,

The pole, from which thy name

Hath not departed, stands forlorn

Of song and dance and game;

Still from the village-green a vow

Aspires to thee addrest,

Wherever peace is on the brow,

Or love within the breast.

 

Yes! where Love nestles thou canst teach

The soul to love the more;

Hearts also shall thy lessons reach

That never loved before.

Stript is the haughty one of pride,

The bashful freed from fear,

While rising, like the ocean-tide,

In flows the joyous year.

 

Hush, feeble lyre! weak words refuse

The service to prolong!

To yon exulting thrush the Muse

Entrusts the imperfect song;

His voice shall chant, in accents clear,

Throughout the live-long day,

Till the first silver star appear,

The sovereignty of May.
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To May

Though many suns have risen and set

Since thou, blithe May, wert born,

And Bards, who hailed thee, may forget

Thy gifts, thy beauty scorn;

There are who to a birthday strain

Confine not harp and voice,

But evermore throughout thy reign

Are grateful and rejoice!

 

Delicious odours! music sweet,

Too sweet to pass away!

Oh for a deathless song to meet

The soul's desire – a lay

That, when a thousand years are told,

Should praise thee, genial Power!

Through summer heat, autumnal cold,

And winter's dreariest hour.

 

Earth, sea, thy presence feel – nor less,

If yon ethereal blue

With its soft smile the truth express,

The heavens have felt it too.

The inmost heart of man if glad

Partakes a livelier cheer;

And eyes that cannot but be sad

Let fall a brightened tear.

 

Since thy return, through days and weeks

Of hope that grew by stealth,

How many wan and faded cheeks

Have kindled into health!

The Old, by thee revived, have said,

»Another year is ours;«

And wayworn Wanderers, poorly fed,

Have smiled upon thy flowers.

 

Who tripping lisps a merry song

Amid his playful peers?

The tender Infant who was long

A prisoner of fond fears;

But now, when every sharp-edged blast

Is quiet in its sheath,

His Mother leaves him free to taste

Earth's sweetness in thy breath.

 

Thy help is with the weed that creeps

Along the humblest ground;

No cliff so bare but on its steeps

Thy favours may be found;

But most on some peculiar nook

That our own hands have drest,

Thou and thy train are proud to look,

And seem to love it best.

 

And yet how pleased we wander forth

When May is whispering, »Come!

Choose from the bowers of virgin earth

The happiest for your home;

Heaven's bounteous love through me is spread

From sunshine, clouds, winds, waves,

Drops on the mouldering turret's head,

And on your turf-clad graves!«

 

Such greeting heard, away with sighs

For lilies that must fade,

Or »the rathe primrose as it dies

Forsaken« in the shade!

Vernal fruitions and desires

Are linked in endless chase;

While, as one kindly growth retires,

Another takes its place.

 

And what if thou, sweet May, hast known

Mishap by worm and blight;

If expectations newly blown

Have perished in thy sight;

If loves and joys, while up they sprung,

Were caught as in a snare;

Such is the lot of all the young,

However bright and fair.

 

Lo! Streams that April could not check

Are patient of thy rule;

Gurgling in foamy water-break,

Loitering in glassy pool:

By thee, thee only, could be sent

Such gentle mists as glide,

Curling with unconfirmed intent,

On that green mountain's side.

 

How delicate the leafy veil

Through which yon house of God

Gleams 'mid the peace of this deep dale

By few but shepherds trod!

And lowly huts, near beaten ways,

No sooner stand attired

In thy fresh wreaths, than they for praise

Peep forth, and are admired.

 

Season of fancy and of hope,

Permit not for one hour

A blossom from thy crown to drop,

Nor add to it a flower!

Keep, lovely May, as if by touch

Of self-restraining art,

This modest charm of not too much,

Part seen, imagined part!

 

XL

Lines

Suggested by a Portrait from the Pencil of F. Stone

 

Beguiled into forgetfulness of care

Due to the day's unfinished task; of pen

Or book regardless, and of that fair scene

In Nature's prodigality displayed

Before my window, oftentimes and long

I gaze upon a Portrait whose mild gleam

Of beauty never ceases to enrich

The common light; whose stillness charms the air,

Or seems to charm it, into like repose;

Whose silence, for the pleasure of the ear,

Surpasses sweetest music. There she sits

With emblematic purity attired

In a white vest, white as her marble neck

Is, and the pillar of the throat would be

But for the shadow by the drooping chin

Cast into that recess – the tender shade,

The shade and light, both there and everywhere,

And through the very atmosphere she breathes,

Broad, clear, and toned harmoniously, with skill

That might from nature have been learnt in the hour

When the lone shepherd sees the morning spread

Upon the mountains. Look at her, whoe'er

Thou be that, kindling with a poet's soul,

Hast loved the painter's true Promethean craft

Intensely – from Imagination take

The treasure, – what mine eyes behold see thou,

Even though the Atlantic ocean roll between.

 

A silver line, that runs from brow to crown

And in the middle parts the braided hair,

Just serves to show how delicate a soil

The golden harvest grows in; and those eyes,

Soft and capacious as a cloudless sky

Whose azure depth their colour emulates,

Must needs be conversant with upward looks,

Prayer's voiceless service; but now, seeking nought

And shunning nought, their own peculiar life

Of motion they renounce, and with the head

Partake its inclination towards earth

In humble grace, and quiet pensiveness

Caught at the point where it stops short of sadness.

 

Offspring of soul-bewitching Art, make me

Thy confidant! say, whence derived that air

Of calm abstraction? Can the ruling thought

Be with some lover far away, or one

Crossed by misfortune, or of doubted faith?

Inapt conjecture! Childhood here, a moon

Crescent in simple loveliness serene,

Has but approached the gates of womanhood,

Not entered them; her heart is yet unpierced

By the blind Archer-god; her fancy free:

The fount of feeling, if unsought elsewhere,

Will not be found. 

Her right hand, as it lies

Across the slender wrist of the left arm

Upon her lap reposing, holds – but mark

How slackly, for the absent mind permits

No firmer grasp – a little wild-flower, joined

As in a posy, with a few pale ears

Of yellowing corn, the same that overtopped

And in their common birthplace sheltered it

Till they were plucked together; a blue flower

Called by the thrifty husbandman a weed;

But Ceres, in her garland, might have worn

That ornament, unblamed. The floweret, held

In scarcely conscious fingers, was, she knows,

(Her Father told her so) in youth's gay dawn

Her Mother's favourite; and the orphan Girl,

In her own dawn – a dawn less gay and bright,

Loves it, while there in solitary peace

She sits, for that departed Mother's sake.

– Not from a source less sacred is derived

(Surely I do not err) that pensive air

Of calm abstraction through the face diffused

And the whole person. 

Words have something told

More than the pencil can, and verily

More than is needed, but the precious Art

Forgives their interference – Art divine,

That both creates and fixes, in despite

Of Death and Time, the marvels it hath wrought.

 

Strange contrasts have we in this world of ours!

That posture, and the look of filial love

Thinking of past and gone, with what is left

Dearly united, might be swept away

From this fair Portrait's fleshly Archetype,

Even by an innocent fancy's slightest freak

Banished, nor ever, haply, be restored

To their lost place, or meet in harmony

So exquisite; but here do they abide,

Enshrined for ages. Is not then the Art

Godlike, a humble branch of the divine,

In visible quest of immortality,

Stretched forth with trembling hope? – In every realm,

From high Gibraltar to Siberian plains,

Thousands, in each variety of tongue

That Europe knows, would echo this appeal;

One above all, a Monk who waits on God

In the magnific Convent built of yore

To sanctify the Escurial palace. He –

Guiding, from cell to cell and room to room,

A British Painter (eminent for truth

In character, and depth of feeling, shown

By labours that have touched the hearts of kings,

And are endeared to simple cottagers) –

Came, in that service, to a glorious work,

Our Lord's Last Supper, beautiful as when first

The appropriate Picture, fresh from Titian's hand,

Graced the Refectory: and there, while both

Stood with eyes fixed upon that masterpiece,

The hoary Father in the Stranger's ear

Breathed out these words: – »Here daily do we sit,

Thanks given to God for daily bread, and here

Pondering the mischiefs of these restless times,

And thinking of my Brethren, dead, dispersed,

Or changed and changing, I not seldom gaze

Upon this solemn Company unmoved

By shock of circumstance, or lapse of years,

Until I cannot but believe that they –

They are in truth the Substance, we the Shadows.«

 

So spake the mild Jeronymite, his griefs

Melting away within him like a dream

Ere he had ceased to gaze, perhaps to speak:

And I, grown old, but in a happier land,

Domestic Portrait! have to verse consigned

In thy calm presence those heart-moving words:

Words that can soothe, more than they agitate;

Whose spirit, like the angel that went down

Into Bethesda's pool, with healing virtue

Informs the fountain in the human breast

Which by the visitation was disturbed.

– But why this stealing tear? Companion mute,

On thee I look, not sorrowing; fare thee well,

My Song's Inspirer, once again farewell!1

 

1 The pile of buildings composing the palace and convent of San Lorenzo has, in common usage, lost its proper name in that of the Escurial, a village at the foot of the hill upon which the splendid edifice, built by Philip the Second, stands. It need scarcely be added that Wilkie is the painter alluded to.

 

XLI

The Foregoing Subject Resumed

Among a grave fraternity of Monks,

For One, but surely not for One alone,

Triumphs, in that great work, the Painter's skill,

Humbling the body, to exalt the soul;

Yet representing, amid wreck and wrong

And dissolution and decay, the warm

And breathing life of flesh, as if already

Clothed with impassive majesty, and graced

With no mean earnest of a heritage

Assigned to it in future worlds. Thou, too,

With thy memorial flower, meek Portraiture!

From whose serene companionship I passed,

Pursued by thoughts that haunt me still; thou also –

Though but a simple object, into light

Called forth by those affections that endear

Thy private hearth; though keeping thy sole seat

In singleness, and little tried by time,

Creation, as it were, of yesterday –

With a congenial function art endued

For each and all of us, together joined

In course of nature under a low roof

By charities and duties that proceed

Out of the bosom of a wiser vow.

To a like salutary sense of awe

Or sacred wonder, growing with the power

Of meditation that attempts to weigh,

In faithful scales, things and their opposites,

Can thy enduring quiet gently raise

A household small and sensitive, – whose love,

Dependent as in part its blessings are

Upon frail ties dissolving or dissolved

On earth, will be revived, we trust, in heaven.1

 

1 In the class entitled »Musings«, in Mr. Southey's Minor Poems, is one upon his own miniature Picture, taken in childhood, and another upon a landscape painted by Gaspar Poussin. It is possible that every word of the above verses, though similar in subject, might have been written had the author been unacquainted with those beautiful effusions of poetic sentiment. But, for his own satisfaction, he must be allowed thus publicly to acknowledge the pleasure those two Poems of his Friend have given him, and the grateful influence they have upon his mind as often as he reads them or thinks of them.

 

XLII

So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive

So fair, so sweet, withal so sensitive,

Would that the little Flowers were born to live,

Conscious of half the pleasure which they give;

 

That to this mountain-daisy's self were known

The beauty of its star-shaped shadow, thrown

On the smooth surface of this naked stone!

 

And what if hence a bold desire should mount

High as the Sun, that he could take account

Of all that issues from his glorious fount!

 

So might he ken how by his sovereign aid

These delicate companionships are made;

And how he rules the pomp of light and shade;

 

And were the Sister-power that shines by night

So privileged, what a countenance of delight

Would through the clouds break forth on human sight!

 

Fond fancies! wheresoe'er shall turn thine eye

On earth, air, ocean, or the starry sky,

Converse with Nature in pure sympathy;

 

All vain desires, all lawless wishes quelled,

Be Thou to love and praise alike impelled,

Whatever boon is granted or withheld.

 

XLIII

Upon Seeing a Coloured Drawing of the Bird of Paradise in an Album

Who rashly strove thy Image to portray?

Thou buoyant minion of the tropic air;

How could he think of the live creature – gay

With a divinity of colours, drest

In all her brightness, from the dancing crest

Far as the last gleam of the filmy train

Extended and extending to sustain

The motions that it graces – and forbear

To drop his pencil! Flowers of every clime

Depicted on these pages smile at time;

And gorgeous insects copied with nice care

Are here, and likenesses of many a shell

Tossed ashore by restless waves,

Or in the diver's grasp fetched up from caves

Where sea-nymphs might be proud to dwell:

But whose rash hand (again I ask) could dare,

'Mid casual tokens and promiscuous shows,

To circumscribe this Shape in fixed repose;

Could imitate for indolent survey,

Perhaps for touch profane,

Plumes that might catch, but cannot keep, a stain;

And, with cloud-streaks lightest and loftiest, share

The sun's first greeting, his last farewell ray!

 

Resplendent Wanderer! followed with glad eyes

Where'er her course; mysterious Bird!

To whom, by wondering Fancy stirred,

Eastern Islanders have given

A holy name – the Bird of Heaven!

And even a title higher still,

The Bird of God! whose blessed will

She seems performing as she flies

Over the earth and through the skies

In never-wearied search of Paradise –

Region that crowns her beauty with the name

She bears for us – for us how blest,

How happy at all seasons, could like aim

Uphold our Spirits urged to kindred flight

On wings that fear no glance of God's pure sight,

No tempest from his breath, their promised rest

Seeking with indefatigable quest

Above a world that deems itself most wise

When most enslaved by gross realities!
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