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A Morning Exercise

Fancy, who leads the pastimes of the glad,

Full oft is pleased a wayward dart to throw;

Sending sad shadows after things not sad,

Peopling the harmless fields with signs of woe:

Beneath her sway, a simple forest cry

Becomes an echo of man's misery.

 

Blithe ravens croak of death; and when the owl

Tries his two voices for a favourite strain –

Tu-whit – Tu-whoo! the unsuspecting fowl

Forebodes mishap or seems but to complain;

Fancy, intent to harass and annoy,

Can thus pervert the evidence of joy.

 

Through border wilds where naked Indians stray,

Myriads of notes attest her subtle skill;

A feathered task-master cries, »WORK AWAY!«

And in thy iteration, »WHIP POOR WILL!«1

Is heard the spirit of a toil-worn slave,

Lashed out of life, not quiet in the grave.

 

What wonder? at her bidding, ancient lays

Steeped in dire grief the voice of Philomel;

And that fleet messenger of summer days,

The Swallow, twittered subject to like spell;

But ne'er could Fancy bend the buoyant Lark

To melancholy service – hark! O hark!

 

The daisy sleeps upon the dewy lawn,

Not lifting yet the head that evening bowed;

But He is risen, a later star of dawn,

Glittering and twinkling near yon rosy cloud;

Bright gem instinct with music, vocal spark;

The happiest bird that sprang out of the Ark!

 

Hail, blest above all kinds! – Supremely skilled

Restless with fixed to balance, high with low,

Thou leav'st the halcyon free her hopes to build

On such forbearance as the deep may show;

Perpetual flight, unchecked by earthly ties,

Leav'st to the wandering bird of paradise.

 

Faithful, though swift as lightning, the meek dove;

Yet more hath Nature reconciled in thee;

So constant with thy downward eye of love,

Yet, in aërial singleness, so free;

So humble, yet so ready to rejoice

In power of wing and never-wearied voice.

 

To the last point of vision, and beyond,

Mount, daring warbler! – that love-prompted strain,

('Twixt thee and thine a never-failing bond),

Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain:

Yet might'st thou seem, proud privilege! to sing

All independent of the leafy spring.

 

How would it please old Ocean to partake,

With sailors longing for a breeze in vain,

The harmony thy notes most gladly make

Where earth resembles most his own domain!

Urania's self might welcome with pleased ear

These matins mounting towards her native sphere.

 

Chanter by heaven attracted, whom no bars

To daylight known deter from that pursuit,

'Tis well that some sage instinct, when the stars

Come forth at evening, keeps Thee still and mute;

For not an eyelid could to sleep incline

Wert thou among them, singing as they shine!

 

1 See Waterton's »Wanderings in South America«.

 


 

A Flower Garden

At Coleorton Hall, Leicestershire.

Tell me, ye Zephyrs! that unfold,

While fluttering o'er this gay Recess,

Pinions that fanned the teeming mould

Of Eden's blissful wilderness,

Did only softly-stealing hours

There close the peaceful lives of flowers?

 

Say, when the moving creatures saw

All kinds commingled without fear,

Prevailed a like indulgent law

For the still growths that prosper here?

Did wanton fawn and kid forbear

The half-blown rose, the lily spare?

 

Or peeped they often from their beds

And prematurely disappeared,

Devoured like pleasure ere it spreads

A bosom to the sun endeared?

If such their harsh untimely doom,

It falls not here on bud or bloom.

 

All summer-long the happy Eve

Of this fair Spot her flowers may bind,

Nor e'er, with ruffled fancy, grieve,

From the next glance she casts, to find

That love for little things by Fate

Is rendered vain as love for great.

 

Yet, where the guardian fence is wound,

So subtly are our eyes beguiled,

We see not nor suspect a bound,

No more than in some forest wild;

The sight is free as air – or crost

Only by art in nature lost.

 

And, though the jealous turf refuse

By random footsteps to be prest,

And feed on never-sullied dews,

Ye, gentle breezes from the west,

With all the ministers of hope

Are tempted to this sunny slope!

 

And hither throngs of birds resort;

Some, inmates lodged in shady nests,

Some, perched on stems of stately port

That nod to welcome transient guests;

While hare and leveret, seen at play,

Appear not more shut out than they.

 

Apt emblem (for reproof of pride)

This delicate Enclosure shows

Of modest kindness, that would hide

The firm protection she bestows;

Of manners, like its viewless fence,

Ensuring peace to innocence.

 

Thus spake the moral Muse – her wing

Abruptly spreading to depart,

She left that farewell offering,

Memento for some docile heart;

That may respect the good old age

When Fancy was Truth's willing Page;

And Truth would skim the flowery glade,

Though entering but as Fancy's Shade.

 


 

[A whirl-blast from behind the hill]

A whirl-blast from behind the hill

Rushed o'er the wood with startling sound;

Then – all at once the air was still,

And showers of hailstones pattered round.

Where leafless oaks towered high above,

I sat within an undergrove

Of tallest hollies, tall and green;

A fairer bower was never seen.

From year to year the spacious floor

With withered leaves is covered o'er,

And all the year the bower is green.

 

But see! where'er the hailstones drop

The withered leaves all skip and hop;

There's not a breeze – no breath of air –

Yet here, and there, and every where

Along the floor, beneath the shade

By those embowering hollies made,

The leaves in myriads jump and spring,

As if with pipes and music rare

Some Robin Good-fellow were there,

And all those leaves, in festive glee,

Were dancing to the minstrelsy.

 


The Waterfall and the Eglantine

 

I

»Begone, thou fond presumptuous Elf,«

Exclaimed an angry Voice,

»Nor dare to thrust thy foolish self

Between me and my choice!«

A small Cascade fresh swoln with snows

Thus threatened a poor Briar-rose,

That, all bespattered with his foam,

And dancing high and dancing low,

Was living, as a child might know,

In an unhappy home.

 

II

»Dost thou presume my course to block?

Off, off! or, puny Thing!

I'll hurl thee headlong with the rock

To which thy fibres cling.«

The Flood was tyrannous and strong;

The patient Briar suffered long,

Nor did he utter groan or sigh,

Hoping the danger would be past;

But, seeing no relief, at last,

He ventured to reply.

 

III

»Ah!« said the Briar, »blame me not;

Why should we dwell in strife?

We who in this sequestered spot

Once lived a happy life!

You stirred me on my rocky bed –

What pleasure through my veins you spread

The summer long, from day to day,

My leaves you freshened and bedewed;

Nor was it common gratitude

That did your cares repay.

 

IV

When spring came on with bud and bell,

Among these rocks did I

Before you hang my wreaths to tell

That gentle days were nigh!

And in the sultry summer hours,

I sheltered you with leaves and flowers;

And in my leaves – now shed and gone,

The linnet lodged, and for us two

Chanted his pretty songs, when you

Had little voice or none.

 

V

But now proud thoughts are in your breast –

What grief is mine you see,

Ah! would you think, even yet how blest

Together we might be!

Though of both leaf and flower bereft,

Some ornaments to me are left –

Rich store of scarlet hips is mine,

With which I, in my humble way,

Would deck you many a winter day,

A happy Eglantine!«

 

VI

What more he said I cannot tell,

The Torrent down the rocky dell

Came thundering loud and fast;

I listened, nor aught else could hear;

The Briar quaked – and much I fear

Those accents were his last.

 


 

The Oak and the Broom

A Pastoral

I

His simple truths did Andrew glean

Beside the babbling rills;

A careful student he had been

Among the woods and hills.

One winter's night, when through the trees

The wind was roaring, on his knees

His youngest born did Andrew hold:

And while the rest, a ruddy quire,

Were seated round their blazing fire,

This Tale the Shepherd told.

 

II

»I saw a crag, a lofty stone

As ever tempest beat!

Out of its head an Oak had grown,

A Broom out of its feet.

The time was March, a cheerful noon –

The thaw-wind, with the breath of June,

Breathed gently from the warm south-west:

When, in a voice sedate with age,

This Oak, a giant and a sage,

His neighbour thus addressed: –

 

III

›Eight weary weeks, through rock and clay,

Along this mountain's edge,

The Frost hath wrought both night and day,

Wedge driving after wedge.

Look up! and think, above your head

What trouble, surely, will be bred;

Last night I heard a crash – 'tis true,

The splinters took another road –

I see them yonder – what a load

For such a Thing as you!

 





IV

 

You are preparing as before,

To deck your slender shape;

And yet, just three years back – no more –

You had a strange escape:

Down from yon cliff a fragment broke;

It thundered down, with fire and smoke,

And hitherward pursued its way;

This ponderous block was caught by me,

And o'er your head, as you may see,

'Tis hanging to this day!

 

V

If breeze or bird to this rough steep

Your kind's first seed did bear;

The breeze had better been asleep,

The bird caught in a snare:

For you and your green twigs decoy

The little witless shepherd-boy

To come and slumber in your bower;

And trust me, on some sultry noon,

Both you and he, Heaven knows how soon!

Will perish in one hour.

 

VI

From me this friendly warning take‹ –

The Broom began to doze,

And thus, to keep herself awake,

Did gently interpose:

›My thanks for your discourse are due;

That more than what you say is true,

I know, and I have known it long;

Frail is the bond by which we hold

Our being, whether young or old,

Wise, foolish, weak, or strong.

 

VII

Disasters, do the best we can,

Will reach both great and small;

And he is oft the wisest man,

Who is not wise at all.

For me, why should I wish to roam?

This spot is my paternal home,

It is my pleasant heritage;

My father many a happy year

Spread here his careless blossoms, here

Attained a good old age.

 

VIII

Even such as his may be my lot.

What cause have I to haunt

My heart with terrors? Am I not

In truth a favoured plant!

On me such bounty Summer pours,

That I am covered o'er with flowers;

And, when the Frost is in the sky,

My branches are so fresh and gay

That you might look at me and say,

This Plant can never die.

 

IX

The butterfly, all green and gold,

To me hath often flown,

Here in my blossoms to behold

Wings lovely as his own.

When grass is chill with rain or dew,

Beneath my shade, the mother-ewe

Lies with her infant lamb; I see

The love they to each other make,

And the sweet joy which they partake,

It is a joy to me.‹

 

X

Her voice was blithe, her heart was light;

The Broom might have pursued

Her speech, until the stars of night

Their journey had renewed;

But in the branches of the oak

Two ravens now began to croak

Their nuptial song, a gladsome air;

And to her own green bower the breeze

That instant brought two stripling bees

To rest, or murmur there.

 

XI

One night, my Children! from the north

There came a furious blast;

At break of day I ventured forth,

And near the cliff I passed.

The storm had fallen upon the Oak,

And struck him with a mighty stroke,

And whirled, and whirled him far away;

And, in one hospitable cleft,

The little careless Broom was left

To live for many a day.«

 


 

To a Sexton

Let thy wheel-barrow alone –

Wherefore, Sexton, piling still

In thy bone-house bone on bone?

'Tis already like a hill

In a field of battle made,

Where three thousand skulls are laid;

These died in peace each with the other, –

Father, sister, friend, and brother.

 

Mark the spot to which I point!

From this platform, eight feet square

Take not even a finger-joint:

Andrew's whole fire-side is there.

Here, alone, before thine eyes,

Simon's sickly daughter lies,

From weakness now, and pain defended,

Whom he twenty winters tended.

 

Look but at the gardener's pride –

How he glories, when he sees

Roses, lilies, side by side,

Violets in families!

By the heart of Man, his tears,

By his hopes and by his fears,

Thou, too heedless, art the Warden

Of a far superior garden.

 

Thus then, each to other dear,

Let them all in quiet lie,

Andrew there, and Susan here,

Neighbours in mortality.

And should I live through sun and rain

Seven widowed years without my Jane,

O Sexton, do not then remove her,

Let one grave hold the Loved and Lover!

 


 

To the Daisy

 »Her1 divine skill taught me this,

 That from every thing I saw

 I could some instruction draw,

 And raise pleasure to the height

 Through the meanest object's sight.

 By the murmur of a spring,

 Or the least bough's rustelling;

 By a Daisy whose leaves spread

 Shut when Titan goes to bed;

 Or a shady bush or tree;

 She could more infuse in me

 Than all Nature's beauties can

 In some other wiser man.«

G. Wither.

 

In youth from rock to rock I went,

From hill to hill in discontent

Of pleasure high and turbulent,

Most pleased when most uneasy;

But now my own delights I make, –

My thirst at every rill can slake,

And gladly Nature's love partake

Of Thee, sweet Daisy!

 

Thee Winter in the garland wears

That thinly decks his few grey hairs;

Spring parts the clouds with softest airs,

That she may sun thee;

Whole Summer-fields are thine by right;

And Autumn, melancholy Wight!

Doth in thy crimson head delight

When rains are on thee.

 

In shoals and bands, a morrice train,

Thou greet'st the traveller in the lane;

Pleased at his greeting thee again;

Yet nothing daunted,

Nor grieved if thou be set at nought:

And oft alone in nooks remote

We meet thee, like a pleasant thought,

When such are wanted.

 

Be violets in their secret mews

The flowers the wanton Zephyrs choose;

Proud be the rose, with rains and dews

Her head impearling,

Thou liv'st with less ambitious aim,

Yet hast not gone without thy fame;

Thou art indeed by many a claim

The Poet's darling.

 

If to a rock from rains he fly,

Or, some bright day of April sky,

Imprisoned by hot sunshine lie

Near the green holly,

And wearily at length should fare;

He needs but look about, and there

Thou art! – a friend at hand, to scare

His melancholy.

 

A hundred times, by rock or bower,

Ere thus I have lain couched an hour,

Have I derived from thy sweet power

Some apprehension;

Some steady love; some brief delight;

Some memory that had taken flight;

Some chime of fancy wrong or right;

Or stray invention.

 

If stately passions in me burn,

And one chance look to Thee should turn,

I drink out of an humbler urn

A lowlier pleasure;

The homely sympathy that heeds

The common life our nature breeds;

A wisdom fitted to the needs

Of hearts at leisure.

 

Fresh-smitten by the morning ray,

When thou art up, alert and gay,

Then, cheerful Flower! my spirits play

With kindred gladness:

And when, at dusk, by dews opprest

Thou sink'st, the image of thy rest

Hath often eased my pensive breast

Of careful sadness.

 

And all day long I number yet,

All seasons through, another debt,

Which I, wherever thou art met,

To thee am owing;

An instinct call it, a blind sense;

A happy, genial influence,

Coming one knows not how, or whence,

Nor whither going.

 

Child of the Year! that round dost run

Thy pleasant course, – when day's begun

As ready to salute the sun

As lark or leveret,

Thy long-lost praise thou shalt regain;

Nor be less dear to future men

Than in old time; – thou not in vain

Art Nature's favourite.2

 

1 His Muse.

 

2 See, in Chaucer and elder Poets, the honours formerly paid to this flower.

 


To the Same Flower

 

With little here to do or see

Of things that in the great world be,

Daisy! again I talk to thee,

For thou art worthy,

Thou unassuming Common-place

Of Nature, with that homely face,

And yet with something of a grace,

Which love makes for thee!

 

Oft on the dappled turf at ease

I sit, and play with similes,

Loose types of things through all degrees,

Thoughts of thy raising:

And many a fond and idle name

I give to thee, for praise or blame,

As is the humour of the game,

While I am gazing.

 

A nun demure of lowly port;

Or sprightly maiden, of Love's court,

In thy simplicity the sport

Of all temptations;

A queen in crown of rubies drest;

A starveling in a scanty vest;

Are all, as seems to suit thee best,

Thy appellations.

 

A little Cyclops with one eye

Staring to threaten and defy,

That thought comes next – and instantly

The freak is over,

The shape will vanish – and behold

A silver shield with boss of gold,

That spreads itself, some faery bold

In fight to cover!

 

I see thee glittering from afar –

And then thou art a pretty star;

Not quite so fair as many are

In heaven above thee!

Yet like a star, with glittering crest,

Self-poised in air thou seem'st to rest; –

May peace come never to his nest,

Who shall reprove thee!

 

Bright Flower! for by that name at last,

When all my reveries are past,

I call thee, and to that cleave fast,

Sweet silent creature!

That breath'st with me in sun and air,

Do thou, as thou art wont, repair

My heart with gladness, and a share

Of thy meek nature!

 


 

The Green Linnet

Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed

Their snow-white blossoms on my head,

With brightest sunshine round me spread

Of spring's unclouded weather,

In this sequestered nook how sweet

To sit upon my orchard-seat!

And birds and flowers once more to greet,

My last year's friends together.

 

One have I marked, the happiest guest

In all this covert of the blest:

Hail to Thee, far above the rest

In joy of voice and pinion!

Thou, Linnet! in thy green array,

Presiding Spirit here to-day,

Dost lead the revels of the May;

And this is thy dominion.

 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers,

Make all one band of paramours,

Thou, ranging up and down the bowers,

Art sole in thy employment:

A Life, a Presence like the Air,

Scattering thy gladness without care,

Too blest with any one to pair;

Thyself thy own enjoyment.

 

Amid yon tuft of hazel trees,

That twinkle to the gusty breeze,

Behold him perched in ecstasies,

Yet seeming still to hover;

There! where the flutter of his wings

Upon his back and body flings

Shadows and sunny glimmerings,

That cover him all over.

 

My dazzled sight he oft deceives,

A Brother of the dancing leaves;

Then flits, and from the cottage-eaves

Pours forth his song in gushes;

As if by that exulting strain

He mocked and treated with disdain

The voiceless Form he chose to feign,

While fluttering in the bushes.

 


 

To a Sky-Lark

Up with me! up with me into the clouds!

For thy song, Lark, is strong;

Up with me, up with me into the clouds!

Singing, singing,

With clouds and sky about thee ringing,

Lift me, guide me till I find

That spot which seems so to thy mind!

 

I have walked through wildernesses dreary,

And to-day my heart is weary;

Had I now the wings of a Faery,

Up to thee would I fly.

There is madness about thee, and joy divine

In that song of thine;

Lift me, guide me high and high

To thy banqueting place in the sky.

Joyous as morning,

Thou art laughing and scorning;

Thou hast a nest for thy love and thy rest,

And, though little troubled with sloth,

Drunken Lark! thou would'st be loth

To be such a traveller as I.

Happy, happy Liver,

With a soul as strong as a mountain river

Pouring out praise to the almighty Giver,

Joy and jollity be with us both!

 

Alas! my journey, rugged and uneven,

Through prickly moors or dusty ways must wind:

But hearing thee, or others of thy kind,

As full of gladness and as free of heaven,

I, with my fate contented, will plod on,

And hope for higher raptures, when life's day is done.

 


 

To the Small Celandine1

Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies,

Let them live upon their praises;

Long as there's a sun that sets,

Primroses will have their glory;

Long as there are violets,

They will have a place in story:

There's a flower that shall be mine,

'Tis the little Celandine.

 

Eyes of some men travel far

For the finding of a star;

Up and down the heavens they go,

Men that keep a mighty rout!

I'm as great as they, I trow,

Since the day I found thee out,

Little Flower – I'll make a stir,

Like a sage astronomer.

 

Modest, yet withal an Elf

Bold, and lavish of thyself;

Since we needs must first have met

I have seen thee, high and low,

Thirty years or more, and yet

'Twas a face I did not know;

Thou hast now, go where I may,

Fifty greetings in a day.

 

Ere a leaf is on a bush,

In the time before the thrush

Has a thought about her nest,

Thou wilt come with half a call,

Spreading out thy glossy breast

Like a careless Prodigal;

Telling tales about the sun,

When we've little warmth, or none.

 

Poets, vain men in their mood!

Travel with the multitude:

Never heed them; I aver

That they all are wanton wooers;

But the thrifty cottager,

Who stirs little out of doors,

Joys to spy thee near her home;

Spring is coming, Thou art come!

 

Comfort have thou of thy merit,

Kindly, unassuming Spirit!

Careless of thy neighbourhood,

Thou dost show thy pleasant face

On the moor, and in the wood,

In the lane; – there's not a place,

Howsoever mean it be,

But 'tis good enough for thee.

 

Ill befall the yellow flowers,

Children of the flaring hours!

Buttercups, that will be seen,

Whether we will see or no;

Others, too, of lofty mien;

They have done as worldlings do,

Taken praise that should be thine,

Little, humble Celandine.

 

Prophet of delight and mirth,

Ill-requited upon earth;

Herald of a mighty band,

Of a joyous train ensuing,

Serving at my heart's command,

Tasks that are no tasks renewing,

I will sing, as doth behove,

Hymns in praise of what I love!

 

1 Common Pilewort.

 


To the Same Flower

 

Pleasures newly found are sweet

When they lie about our feet:

February last, my heart

First at sight of thee was glad;

All unheard of as thou art,

Thou must needs, I think, have had,

Celandine! and long ago,

Praise of which I nothing know.

 

I have not a doubt but he,

Whosoe'er the man might be,

Who the first with pointed rays

(Workman worthy to be sainted)

Set the sign-board in a blaze,

When the rising sun he painted,

Took the fancy from a glance

At thy glittering countenance.

 

Soon as gentle breezes bring

News of winter's vanishing,

And the children build their bowers,

Sticking 'kerchief-plots of mould

All about with full-blown flowers,

Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold!

With the proudest thou art there,

Mantling in the tiny square.

 

Often have I sighed to measure

By myself a lonely pleasure,

Sighed to think I read a book

Only read, perhaps, by me;

Yet I long could overlook

Thy bright coronet and Thee,

And thy arch and wily ways,

And thy store of other praise.

 

Blithe of heart, from week to week

Thou dost play at hide-and-seek;

While the patient primrose sits

Like a beggar in the cold,

Thou, a flower of wiser wits,

Slip'st into thy sheltering hold;

Liveliest of the vernal train

When ye all are out again.

 

Drawn by what peculiar spell,

By what charm of sight or smell,

Does the dim-eyed curious Bee,

Labouring for her waxen cells,

Fondly settle upon Thee

Prized above all buds and bells

Opening daily at thy side,

By the season multiplied?

 

Thou art not beyond the moon,

But a thing ›beneath our shoon:‹

Let the bold Discoverer thrid

In his bark the polar sea;

Rear who will a pyramid;

Praise it is enough for me,

If there be but three or four

Who will love my little Flower.

 


 

The Seven Sisters

Or, The Solitude of Binnorie

I

Seven Daughters had Lord Archibald,

All children of one mother:

You could not say in one short day

What love they bore each other.

A garland of seven lilies wrought!

Seven Sisters that together dwell;

But he, bold Knight as ever fought,

Their Father, took of them no thought,

He loved the wars so well.

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie!

 

II

Fresh blows the wind, a western wind,

And from the shores of Erin,

Across the wave, a Rover brave

To Binnorie is steering:

Right onward to the Scottish strand

The gallant ship is borne;

The warriors leap upon the land,

And hark! the Leader of the band

Hath blown his bugle horn.

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie.

 

III

Beside a grotto of their own,

With boughs above them closing,

The Seven are laid, and in the shade

They lie like fawns reposing.

But now, upstarting with affright

At noise of man and steed,

Away they fly to left, to right –

Of your fair household, Father-knight,

Methinks you take small heed!

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie.

 





IV

 

Away the seven fair Campbells fly,

And over hill and hollow,

With menace proud, and insult loud,

The youthful Rovers follow.

Cried they, »Your Father loves to roam:

Enough for him to find

The empty house when he comes home;

For us your yellow ringlets comb,

For us be fair and kind!«

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie.

 

V

Some close behind, some side by side,

Like clouds in stormy weather;

They run, and cry, »Nay, let us die,

And let us die together.«

A lake was near; the shore was steep;

There never foot had been;

They ran, and with a desperate leap

Together plunged into the deep,

Nor ever more were seen.

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie.

 

VI

The stream that flows out of the lake,

As through the glen it rambles,

Repeats a moan o'er moss and stone,

For those seven lovely Campbells.

Seven little Islands, green and bare,

Have risen from out the deep:

The fishers say, those sisters fair

By faeries all are buried there,

And there together sleep.

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully,

The solitude of Binnorie.

 


 

[Who fancied what a pretty sight]

Who fancied what a pretty sight

This Rock would be if edged around

With living snow-drops? circlet bright!

How glorious to this orchard-ground!

Who loved the little Rock, and set

Upon its head this coronet?

 

Was it the humour of a child?

Or rather of some gentle maid,

Whose brows, the day that she was styled

The shepherd-queen, were thus arrayed?

Of man mature, or matron sage?

Or old man toying with his age?

 

I asked – 'twas whispered; The device

To each and all might well belong:

It is the Spirit of Paradise

That prompts such work, a Spirit strong,

That gives to all the self-same bent

Where life is wise and innocent.

 


 

The Redbreast Chasing the Butterfly

Art thou the bird whom Man loves best,

The pious bird with the scarlet breast,

Our little English Robin;

The bird that comes about our doors

When Autumn-winds are sobbing?

Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors?

Their Thomas in Finland,

And Russia far inland?

The bird, that by some name or other

All men who know thee call their brother,

The darling of children and men?

Could Father Adam open his eyes1

And see this sight beneath the skies,

He'd wish to close them again.

– If the Butterfly knew but his friend,

Hither his flight he would bend;

And find his way to me,

Under the branches of the tree:

In and out, he darts about;

Can this be the bird, to man so good,

That, after their bewildering,

Covered with leaves the little children,

So painfully in the wood?

What ailed thee, Robin, that thou couldst pursue

A beautiful creature,

That is gentle by nature?

Beneath the summer sky

From flower to flower let him fly;

'Tis all that he wishes to do.

The cheerer Thou of our in-door sadness,

He is the friend of our summer gladness:

What hinders, then, that ye should be

Playmates in the sunny weather,

And fly about in the air together!

His beautiful wings in crimson are drest,

A crimson as bright as thine own:

Would'st thou be happy in thy nest,

O pious Bird! whom man loves best,

Love him, or leave him alone!

 

1 See »Paradise Lost,« Book XI., where Adam points out to Eve the ominous sign of the Eagle chasing ›two Birds of gayest plume,‹ and the gentle Hart and Hind pursued by their enemy.

 


Song for the Spinning Wheel

 

Founded Upon a Belief Prevalent

Among the Pastoral Vales of Westmoreland

Swiftly turn the murmuring wheel!

Night has brought the welcome hour,

When the weary fingers feel

Help, as if from faery power;

Dewy night o'ershades the ground;

Turn the swift wheel round and round!

 

Now, beneath the starry sky,

Couch the widely-scattered sheep; –

Ply the pleasant labour, ply!

For the spindle, while they sleep,

Runs with speed more smooth and fine,

Gathering up a trustier line.

 

Short-lived likings may be bred

By a glance from fickle eyes;

But true love is like the thread

Which the kindly wool supplies,

When the flocks are all at rest,

Sleeping on the mountain's breast.

 


 

Hint from the Mountains

For Certain Political Pretenders

»Who but hails the sight with pleasure

When the wings of genius rise,

Their ability to measure

With great enterprise;

But in man was ne'er such daring

As yon Hawk exhibits, pairing

His brave spirit with the war in

The stormy skies!

 

Mark him, how his power he uses,

Lays it by, at will resumes!

Mark, ere for his haunt he chooses

Clouds and utter glooms!

There, he wheels in downward mazes;

Sunward now his flight he raises,

Catches fire, as seems, and blazes

With uninjured plumes!«

 





Answer

 

»Stranger, 'tis no act of courage

Which aloft thou dost discern;

No bold bird gone forth to forage

'Mid the tempest stern;

But such mockery as the nations

See, when public perturbations

Lift men from their native stations,

Like yon TUFT OF FERN;

 

Such it is; the aspiring creature

Soaring on undaunted wing,

(So you fancied) is by nature

A dull helpless thing,

Dry and withered, light and yellow; –

That to be the tempest's fellow!

Wait – and you shall see how hollow

Its endeavouring!«

 


 

On Seeing a Needlecase in the Form of a Harp

The Work of E.M.S.

Frowns are on every Muse's face,

Reproaches from their lips are sent,

That mimicry should thus disgrace

The noble Instrument.

 

A very Harp in all but size!

Needles for strings in apt gradation!

Minerva's self would stigmatize

The unclassic profanation.

 

Even her own needle that subdued

Arachne's rival spirit,

Though wrought in Vulcan's happiest mood,

Such honour could not merit.

 

And this, too, from the Laureate's Child,

A living lord of melody!

How will her Sire be reconciled

To the refined indignity?

 

I spake, when whispered a low voice,

»Bard! moderate your ire;

Spirits of all degrees rejoice

In presence of the lyre.

 

The Minstrels of Pygmean bands,

Dwarf Genii, moonlight-loving Fays,

Have shells to fit their tiny hands

And suit their slender lays.

 

Some, still more delicate of ear,

Have lutes (believe my words)

Whose framework is of gossamer,

While sunbeams are the chords.

 

Gay Sylphs this miniature will court,

Made vocal by their brushing wings,

And sullen Gnomes will learn to sport

Around its polished strings;

 

Whence strains to love-sick maiden dear,

While in her lonely bower she tries

To cheat the thought she cannot cheer,

By fanciful embroideries.

 

Trust, angry Bard! a knowing Sprite,

Nor think the Harp her lot deplores;

Though 'mid the stars the Lyre shine bright,

Love stoops as fondly as he soars.«

 


 

To a Lady

In Answer to a Request That I Would Write Her a Poem upon Some Drawings that She Had Made of Flowers in the Island of Madeira

Fair Lady! can I sing of flowers

That in Madeira bloom and fade,

I who ne'er sate within their bowers,

Nor through their sunny lawns have strayed?

How they in sprightly dance are worn

By Shepherd-groom or May-day queen,

Or holy festal pomps adorn,

These eyes have never seen.

 

Yet tho' to me the pencil's art

No like remembrances can give,

Your portraits still may reach the heart

And there for gentle pleasure live;

While Fancy ranging with free scope

Shall on some lovely Alien set

A name with us endeared to hope,

To peace, or fond regret.

 

Still as we look with nicer care,

Some new resemblance we may trace

A Heart's-ease will perhaps be there,

A Speedwell may not want its place.

And so may we, with charmèd mind

Beholding what your skill has wrought,

Another Star-of-Bethlehem find,

A new Forget-me-not.

 

From earth to heaven with motion fleet

From heaven to earth our thoughts will pass,

A Holy-thistle here we meet

And there a Shepherd's weather-glass;

And haply some familiar name

Shall grace the fairest, sweetest, plant

Whose presence cheers the drooping frame

Of English Emigrant.

 

Gazing she feels its power beguile

Sad thoughts, and breathes with easier breath;

Alas! that meek that tender smile

Is but a harbinger of death:

And pointing with a feeble hand

She says, in faint words by sighs broken,

Bear for me to my native land

This precious Flower, true love's last token.

 


 

[Glad sight wherever new with old]

Glad sight wherever new with old

Is joined through some dear homeborn tie;

The life of all that we behold

Depends upon that mystery.

 

Vain is the glory of the sky,

The beauty vain of field and grove,

Unless, while with admiring eye

We gaze, we also learn to love.

 


 

The Contrast

The Parrot and the Wren



I

Within her gilded cage confined

I saw a dazzling Belle,

A Parrot of that famous kind

Whose name is NON-PAREIL.

 

Like beads of glossy jet her eyes;

And, smoothed by Nature's skill,

With pearl or gleaming agate vies

Her finely-curvèd bill.

 

Her plumy mantle's living hues

In mass opposed to mass,

Outshine the splendour that imbues

The robes of pictured glass.

 

And, sooth to say, an apter Mate

Did never tempt the choice

Of feathered Thing most delicate

In figure and in voice.

 

But, exiled from Australian bowers,

And singleness her lot,

She trills her song with tutored powers,

Or mocks each casual note.

 

No more of pity for regrets

With which she may have striven!

Now but in wantonness she frets,

Or spite, if cause be given;

 

Arch, volatile, a sportive bird

By social glee inspired;

Ambitious to be seen or heard,

And pleased to be admired!

 

II

This moss-lined shed, green, soft, and dry,

Harbours a self-contented Wren,

Not shunning man's abode, though shy,

Almost as thought itself, of human ken.

 

Strange places, coverts unendeared,

She never tried; the very nest

In which this Child of Spring was reared

Is warmed, thro' winter, by her feathery breast.

 

To the bleak winds she sometimes gives

A slender unexpected strain;

Proof that the hermitess still lives,

Though she appear not, and be sought in vain.

 

Say, Dora! tell me, by yon placid moon,

If called to choose between the favoured pair,

Which would you be, – the bird of the saloon,

By lady-fingers tended with nice care,

Caressed, applauded, upon dainties fed,

Or Nature's DARKLING of this mossy shed?

 


 

The Danish Boy

A Fragment

I

Between two sister moorland rills

There is a spot that seems to lie

Sacred to flowerets of the hills,

And sacred to the sky.

And in this smooth and open dell

There is a tempest-stricken tree;

A corner-stone by lightning cut,

The last stone of a lonely hut;

And in this dell you see

A thing no storm can e'er destroy,

The shadow of a Danish Boy.

 





II

 

In clouds above, the lark is heard,

But drops not here to earth for rest;

Within this lonesome nook the bird

Did never build her nest.

No beast, no bird, hath here his home;

Bees, wafted on the breezy air,

Pass high above those fragrant bells

To other flowers: – to other dells

Their burdens do they bear;

The Danish Boy walks here alone:

The lovely dell is all his own.

 

III

A Spirit of noon-day is he;

Yet seems a form of flesh and blood;

Nor piping shepherd shall he be,

Nor herd-boy of the wood.

A regal vest of fur he wears,

In colour like a raven's wing;

It fears not rain, nor wind, nor dew;

But in the storm 'tis fresh and blue

As budding pines in spring;

His helmet has a vernal grace,

Fresh as the bloom upon his face.

 

IV

A harp is from his shoulder slung;

Resting the harp upon his knee,

To words of a forgotten tongue

He suits its melody.

Of flocks upon the neighbouring hill

He is the darling and the joy;

And often, when no cause appears,

The mountain-ponies prick their ears,

– They hear the Danish Boy,

While in the dell he sings alone

Beside the tree and corner-stone.

 

V

There sits he; in his face you spy

No trace of a ferocious air,

Nor ever was a cloudless sky

So steady or so fair.

The lovely Danish Boy is blest

And happy in his flowery cove:

From bloody deeds his thoughts are far;

And yet he warbles songs of war,

That seem like songs of love,

For calm and gentle is his mien;

Like a dead Boy he is serene.

 


 

Song

For the Wandering Jew

Though the torrents from their fountains

Roar down many a craggy steep,

Yet they find among the mountains

Resting-places calm and deep.

 

Clouds that love through air to hasten,

Ere the storm its fury stills,

Helmet-like themselves will fasten

On the heads of towering hills.

 

What, if through the frozen centre

Of the Alps the Chamois bound,

Yet he has a home to enter

In some nook of chosen ground:

 

And the Sea-horse, though the ocean

Yield him no domestic cave,

Slumbers without sense of motion,

Couched upon the rocking wave.

 

If on windy days the Raven

Gambol like a dancing skiff,

Not the less she loves her haven

In the bosom of the cliff.

 

The fleet Ostrich, till day closes,

Vagrant over desert sands,

Brooding on her eggs reposes

When chill night that care demands.

 

Day and night my toils redouble,

Never nearer to the goal;

Night and day, I feel the trouble

Of the Wanderer in my soul.

 


 

Stray Pleasures

 »– Pleasure is spread through the earth

 In stray gifts to be claimed by whoever shall find.«

 

By their floating mill,

That lies dead and still,

Behold yon Prisoners three,

The Miller with two Dames, on the breast of the Thames!

The platform is small, but gives room for them all;

And they're dancing merrily.

 

From the shore come the notes

To their mill where it floats,

To their house and their mill tethered fast:

To the small wooden isle where, their work to beguile,

They from morning to even take whatever is given; –

And many a blithe day they have past.

 

In sight of the spires,

All alive with the fires

Of the sun going down to his rest,

In the broad open eye of the solitary sky,

They dance, – there are three, as jocund as free,

While they dance on the calm river's breast.

 

Man and Maidens wheel,

They themselves make the reel,

And their music's a prey which they seize;

It plays not for them, – what matter? 'tis theirs;

And if they had care, it has scattered their cares

While they dance, crying, »Long as ye please!«

 

They dance not for me,

Yet mine is their glee!

Thus pleasure is spread through the earth

In stray gifts to be claimed by whoever shall find;

Thus a rich loving-kindness, redundantly kind,

Moves all nature to gladness and mirth.

 

The showers of the spring

Rouse the birds, and they sing;

If the wind do but stir for his proper delight,

Each leaf, that and this, his neighbour will kiss;

Each wave, one and t'other, speeds after his brother;

They are happy, for that is their right!

 


 

The Pilgrim's Dream;

Or, the Star and the Glow-Worm

A Pilgrim, when the summer day

Had closed upon his weary way,

A lodging begged beneath a castle's roof;

But him the haughty Warder spurned;

And from the gate the Pilgrim turned,

To seek such covert as the field

Or heath-besprinkled copse might yield,

Or lofty wood, shower-proof.

 

He paced along; and, pensively,

Halting beneath a shady tree,

Whose moss-grown root might serve for couch or seat,

Fixed on a Star his upward eye;

Then, from the tenant of the sky

He turned, and watched with kindred look

A Glow-worm, in a dusky nook,

Apparent at his feet.

 

The murmur of a neighbouring stream

Induced a soft and slumbrous dream,

A pregnant dream, within whose shadowy bounds

He recognised the earth-born Star,

And That which glittered from afar;

And (strange to witness!) from the frame

Of the ethereal Orb, there came

Intelligible sounds.

 

Much did it taunt the humble Light

That now, when day was fled, and night

Hushed the dark earth, fast closing weary eyes,

A very reptile could presume

To show her taper in the gloom,

As if in rivalship with One

Who sat a ruler on his throne

Erected in the skies.

 

»Exalted Star!« the Worm replied,

»Abate this unbecoming pride,

Or with a less uneasy lustre shine;

Thou shrink'st as momently thy rays

Are mastered by the breathing haze;

While neither mist, nor thickest cloud

That shapes in heaven its murky shroud,

Hath power to injure mine.

 

But not for this do I aspire

To match the spark of local fire,

That at my will burns on the dewy lawn,

With thy acknowledged glories; – No!

Yet, thus upbraided, I may show

What favours do attend me here,

Till, like thyself, I disappear

Before the purple dawn.«

 

When this in modest guise was said,

Across the welkin seemed to spread

A boding sound – for aught but sleep unfit!

Hills quaked, the rivers backward ran;

That Star, so proud of late, looked wan;

And reeled with visionary stir

In the blue depth, like Lucifer

Cast headlong to the pit!

 

Fire raged: and, when the spangled floor

Of ancient ether was no more

New heavens succeeded, by the dream brought forth:

And all the happy Souls that rode

Transfigured through that fresh abode

Had heretofore, in humble trust,

Shone meekly 'mid their native dust,

The Glow-worms of the earth!

 

This knowledge, from an Angel's voice

Proceeding, made the heart rejoice

Of Him who slept upon the open lea:

Waking at morn he murmured not;

And, till life's journey closed, the spot

Was to the Pilgrim's soul endeared,

Where by that dream he had been cheered

Beneath the shady tree.

 


 

The Poet and the Caged Turtledove

As often as I murmur here

My half-formed melodies,

Straight from her osier mansion near,

The Turtledove replies:

Though silent as a leaf before,

The captive promptly coos;

Is it to teach her own soft lore,

Or second my weak Muse?

 

I rather think the gentle Dove

Is murmuring a reproof,

Displeased that I from lays of love

Have dared to keep aloof;

That I, a Bard of hill and dale,

Have carolled, fancy free,

As if nor dove nor nightingale

Had heart or voice for me.

 

If such thy meaning, O forbear,

Sweet Bird! to do me wrong;

Love, blessed Love, is everywhere

The spirit of my song:

'Mid grove, and by the calm fireside,

Love animates my lyre –

That coo again! – 'tis not to chide,

I feel, but to inspire.

 


 

A Wren's Nest

Among the dwellings framed by birds

In field or forest with nice care,

Is none that with the little Wren's

In snugness may compare.

 

No door the tenement requires,

And seldom needs a laboured roof;

Yet is it to the fiercest sun

Impervious, and storm-proof.

So warm, so beautiful withal,

 

In perfect fitness for its aim,

That to the Kind by special grace

Their instinct surely came.

 

And when for their abodes they seek

An opportune recess,

The hermit has no finer eye

For shadowy quietness.

 

These find, 'mid ivied abbey-walls,

A canopy in some still nook;

Others are pent-housed by a brae

That overhangs a brook.

 

There to the brooding bird her mate

Warbles by fits his low clear song;

And by the busy streamlet both

Are sung to all day long.

 

Or in sequestered lanes they build,

Where, till the flitting bird's return,

Her eggs within the nest repose,

Like relics in an urn.

 

But still, where general choice is good,

There is a better and a best;

And, among fairest objects, some

Are fairer than the rest;

 

This, one of those small builders proved

In a green covert, where, from out

The forehead of a pollard oak,

The leafy antlers sprout;

 

For She who planned the mossy lodge,

Mistrusting her evasive skill,

Had to a Primrose looked for aid

Her wishes to fulfil.

 

High on the trunk's projecting brow,

And fixed an infant's span above

The budding flowers, peeped forth the nest

The prettiest of the grove!

 

The treasure proudly did I show

To some whose minds without disdain

Can turn to little things; but once

Looked up for it in vain:

 

'Tis gone – a ruthless spoiler's prey,

Who heeds not beauty, love, or song,

'Tis gone! (so seemed it) and we grieved

Indignant at the wrong.

 

Just three days after, passing by

In clearer light the moss-built cell

I saw, espied its shaded mouth;

And felt that all was well.

 

The Primrose for a veil had spread

The largest of her upright leaves;

And thus, for purposes benign,

A simple flower deceives.

 

Concealed from friends who might disturb

Thy quiet with no ill intent,

Secure from evil eyes and hands

On barbarous plunder bent,

 

Rest, Mother-bird! and when thy young

Take flight, and thou art free to roam,

When withered is the guardian Flower,

And empty thy late home,

 

Think how ye prospered, thou and thine,

Amid the unviolated grove

Housed near the growing Primrose-tuft

In foresight, or in love.

 


 

Love Lies Bleeding

You call it, ›Love lies bleeding,‹ – so you may,

Though the red Flower, not prostrate, only droops,

As we have seen it here from day to day,

From month to month, life passing not away:

A flower how rich in sadness! Even thus stoops,

(Sentient by Grecian sculpture's marvellous power),

Thus leans, with hanging brow and body bent

Earthward in uncomplaining languishment,

The dying Gladiator. So, sad Flower!

('Tis Fancy guides me willing to be led,

Though by a slender thread,)

So drooped Adonis, bathed in sanguine dew

Of his death-wound, when he from innocent air

The gentlest breath of resignation drew;

While Venus in a passion of despair

Rent, weeping over him, her golden hair

Spangled with drops of that celestial shower.

She suffered, as Immortals sometimes do;

But pangs more lasting far, that Lover knew

Who first, weighed down by scorn, in some lone bower

Did press this semblance of unpitied smart

Into the service of his constant heart,

His own dejection, downcast Flower! could share

With thine, and gave the mournful name which thou wilt ever bear.

 


 

Companion to the Foregoing

Never enlivened with the liveliest ray

That fosters growth or checks or cheers decay,

Nor by the heaviest rain-drops more deprest,

This Flower, that first appeared as summer's guest,

Preserves her beauty 'mid autumnal leaves,

And to her mournful habits fondly cleaves.

When files of stateliest plants have ceased to bloom,

One after one submitting to their doom,

When her coevals each and all are fled,

What keeps her thus reclined upon her lonesome bed?

 

The old mythologists, more impress'd than we

Of this late day by character in tree

Or herb, that claimed peculiar sympathy,

Or by the silent lapse of fountain clear,

Or with the language of the viewless air

By bird or beast made vocal, sought a cause

To solve the mystery, not in Nature's laws

But in Man's fortunes. Hence a thousand tales

Sung to the plaintive lyre in Grecian vales.

Nor doubt that something of their spirit swayed

The fancy-stricken Youth or heart-sick Maid,

Who, while each stood companionless and eyed

This undeparting Flower in crimson dyed,

Thought of a wound which death is slow to cure,

A fate that has endured and will endure,

And, patience coveting yet passion feeding,

Called the dejected Lingerer, Love lies Bleeding.

 


 

Rural Illusions

Sylph was it? or a Bird more bright

Than those of fabulous stock?

A second darted by; – and lo!

Another of the flock,

Through sunshine flitting from the bough

To nestle in the rock.

Transient deception! a gay freak

Of April's mimicries!

Those brilliant strangers, hailed with joy

Among the budding trees,

Proved last year's leaves, pushed from the spray

To frolic on the breeze.

 

Maternal Flora! show thy face,

And let thy hand be seen,

Thy hand here sprinkling tiny flowers,

That, as they touch the green,

Take root (so seems it) and look up

In honour of their Queen.

Yet, sooth, those little starry specks,

That not in vain aspired

To be confounded with live growths,

Most dainty, most admired,

Were only blossoms dropped from twigs

Of their own offspring tired.

 

Not such the World's illusive shows;

Her wingless flutterings,

Her blossoms which, though shed, out-brave

The floweret as it springs,

For the undeceived, smile as they may,

Are melancholy things:

But gentle Nature plays her part

With ever-varying wiles,

And transient feignings with plain truth

So well she reconciles,

That those fond Idlers most are pleased

Whom oftenest she beguiles.

 


 

The Kitten and Falling Leaves

That way look, my Infant, lo!

What a pretty baby-show!

See the Kitten on the wall,

Sporting with the leaves that fall,

Withered leaves – one – two – and three –

From the lofty elder-tree!

Through the calm and frosty air

Of this morning bright and fair,

Eddying round and round they sink

Softly, slowly: one might think,

From the motions that are made,

Every little leaf conveyed

 

Sylph or Faery hither tending, –

To this lower world descending,

Each invisible and mute,

In his wavering parachute.

– But the Kitten, how she starts,

Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts!

First at one, and then its fellow,

Just as light and just as yellow;

There are many now – now one –

Now they stop and there are none:

What intenseness of desire

In her upward eye of fire!

With a tiger-leap half-way

Now she meets the coming prey,

Lets it go as fast, and then

Has it in her power again:

Now she works with three or four,

Like an Indian conjurer;

Quick as he in feats of art,

Far beyond in joy of heart.

Were her antics played in the eye

Of a thousand standers-by,

Clapping hands with shout and stare,

What would little Tabby care

For the plaudits of the crowd?

Over happy to be proud,

Over wealthy in the treasure

Of her own exceeding pleasure!

 

'Tis a pretty baby-treat;

Nor, I deem, for me unmeet;

Here, for neither Babe nor me,

Other playmate can I see.

Of the countless living things,

That with stir of feet and wings

(In the sun or under shade,

Upon bough or grassy blade)

And with busy revellings,

Chirp and song, and murmurings,

Made this orchard's narrow space,

And this vale, so blithe a place;

Multitudes are swept away

Never more to breathe the day:

Some are sleeping; some in bands

Travelled into distant lands;

Others slunk to moor and wood,

Far from human neighbourhood;

And, among the Kinds that keep

With us closer fellowship,

With us openly abide,

All have laid their mirth aside.

 

Where is he, that giddy Sprite,

Blue-cap, with his colours bright,

Who was blest as bird could be,

Feeding in the apple-tree;

Made such wanton spoil and rout,

Turning blossoms inside out:

Hung – head pointing towards the ground –

Fluttered, perched, into a round

Bound himself, and then unbound;

Lithest, gaudiest Harlequin!

Prettiest Tumbler ever seen!

Light of heart and light of limb;

What is now become of Him?

Lambs, that through the mountains went

Frisking, bleating merriment,

When the year was in its prime,

They are sobered by this time.

If you look to vale or hill,

If you listen, all is still,

Save a little neighbouring rill,

That from out the rocky ground

Strikes a solitary sound.

Vainly glitter hill and plain,

And the air is calm in vain;

Vainly Morning spreads the lure

Of a sky serene and pure;

Creature none can she decoy

Into open sign of joy:

Is it that they have a fear

Of the dreary season near?

Or that other pleasures be

Sweeter even than gaiety?

 

Yet, whate'er enjoyments dwell

In the impenetrable cell

Of the silent heart which Nature

Furnishes to every creature;

Whatsoe'er we feel and know

Too sedate for outward show,

Such a light of gladness breaks,

Pretty Kitten! from thy freaks, –

Spreads with such a living grace

O'er my little Dora's face;

Yes, the sight so stirs and charms

Thee, Baby, laughing in my arms,

That almost I could repine

That your transports are not mine,

That I do not wholly fare

Even as ye do, thoughtless pair!

And I will have my careless season

Spite of melancholy reason,

Will walk through life in such a way

That, when time brings on decay,

Now and then I may possess

Hours of perfect gladsomeness.

– Pleased by any random toy:

By a kitten's busy joy,

Or an infant's laughing eye

Sharing in the ecstasy;

I would fare like that or this,

Find my wisdom in my bliss;

Keep the sprightly soul awake,

And have faculties to take,

Even from things by sorrow wrought,

Matter for a jocund thought,

Spite of care, and spite of grief,

To gambol with Life's falling Leaf.

 


 

Address to My Infant Daughter, Dora

On Being Reminded That She Was a Month Old

That Day, September 16

– Hast thou then survived –

Mild Offspring of infirm humanity,

Meek Infant! among all forlornest things

The most forlorn – one life of that bright star,

The second glory of the Heavens? – Thou hast;

Already hast survived that great decay,

That transformation through the wide earth felt,

And by all nations. In that Being's sight

From whom the Race of human kind proceed,

A thousand years are but as yesterday;

And one day's narrow circuit is to Him

Not less capacious than a thousand years.

But what is time? What outward glory? Neither

A measure is of Thee, whose claims extend

Through ›heaven's eternal year.‹ – Yet hail to Thee,

Frail, feeble, Monthling! – by that name, methinks,

Thy scanty breathing-time is portioned out

Not idly. – Hadst thou been of Indian birth,

Couched on a casual bed of moss and leaves,

And rudely canopied by leafy boughs,

Or to the churlish elements exposed

On the blank plains, – the coldness of the night,

Or the night's darkness, or its cheerful face

Of beauty, by the changing moon adorned,

Would, with imperious admonition, then

Have scored thine age, and punctually timed

Thine infant history, on the minds of those

Who might have wandered with thee. – Mother's love,

Nor less than mother's love in other breasts,

Will, among us warm-clad and warmly housed,

Do for thee what the finger of the heavens

Doth all too often harshly execute

For thy unblest coevals, amid wilds

Where fancy hath small liberty to grace

The affections, to exalt them or refine;

And the maternal sympathy itself,

Though strong, is, in the main, a joyless tie

Of naked instinct, wound about the heart.

Happier, far happier is thy lot and ours!

Even now – to solemnise thy helpless state,

And to enliven in the mind's regard

Thy passive beauty – parallels have risen,

Resemblances, or contrasts, that connect,

Within the region of a father's thoughts,

Thee and thy mate and sister of the sky.

And first; – thy sinless progress, through a world

By sorrow darkened and by care disturbed,

Apt likeness bears to hers, through gathered clouds

Moving untouched in silver purity,

And cheering oft-times their reluctant gloom.

Fair are ye both, and both are free from stain:

But thou, how leisurely thou fill'st thy horn

With brightness! leaving her to post along,

And range about, disquieted in change,

And still impatient of the shape she wears.

Once up, once down the hill, one journey, Babe,

That will suffice thee; and it seems that now

Thou hast foreknowledge that such task is thine;

Thou travellest so contentedly, and sleep'st

In such a heedless peace. Alas! full soon

Hath this conception, grateful to behold,

Changed countenance, like an object sullied o'er

By breathing mist; and thine appears to be

A mournful labour, while to her is given

Hope, and a renovation without end.

– That smile forbids the thought; for on thy face

Smiles are beginning, like the beams of dawn,

To shoot and circulate; smiles have there been seen; –

Tranquil assurances that Heaven supports

The feeble motions of thy life, and cheers

Thy loneliness: or shall those smiles be called

Feelers of love, put forth as if to explore

This untried world, and to prepare thy way

Through a strait passage intricate and dim?

Such are they; and the same are tokens, signs,

Which, when the appointed season hath arrived,

Joy, as her holiest language, shall adopt;

And Reason's godlike Power be proud to own.

 


 

The Waggoner

 »In Cairo's crowded streets

 The impatient Merchant, wondering, waits in vain,

 And Mecca saddens at the long delay.«

Thomson.

 

To Charles Lamb, Esq.

My Dear Friend,

When I sent you, a few weeks ago, the Tale of Peter Bell, you asked »why THE WAGGONER was not added?« – To say the truth, – from the higher tone of imagination, and the deeper touches of passion aimed at in the former, I apprehended this little Piece could not accompany it without disadvantage. In the year 1806, if I am not mistaken, THE WAGGONER was read to you in manuscript, and, as you have remembered it for so long a time, I am the more encouraged to hope that, since the localities on which the Poem partly depends did not prevent its being interesting to you, it may prove acceptable to others. Being therefore in some measure the cause of its present appearance, you must allow me the gratification of inscribing it to you; in acknowledgment of the pleasure I have derived from your Writings, and of the high esteem with which

I am very truly yours,

William Wordsworth.

RYDAL MOUNT, May 20, 1819.

 

Canto First

'Tis spent – this burning day of June!

Soft darkness o'er its latest gleams is stealing;

The buzzing dor-hawk, round and round, is wheeling, –

That solitary bird

Is all that can be heard

In silence deeper far than that of deepest noon!

 

Confiding Glow-worms, 'tis a night

Propitious to your earth-born light!

But, where the scattered stars are seen

In hazy straits the clouds between,

Each, in his station twinkling not,

Seems changed into a pallid spot.

The mountains against heaven's grave weight

Rise up, and grow to wondrous height.

The air, as in a lion's den,

Is close and hot; – and now and then

Comes a tired and sultry breeze

With a haunting and a panting,

Like the stifling of disease;

But the dews allay the heat,

And the silence makes it sweet.

 

Hush, there is some one on the stir!

'Tis Benjamin the Waggoner;

Who long hath trod this toilsome way,

Companion of the night and day.

That far-off tinkling's drowsy cheer,

Mixed with a faint yet grating sound

In a moment lost and found,

The Wain announces – by whose side

Along the banks of Rydal Mere

He paces on, a trusty Guide, –

Listen! you can scarcely hear!

Hither he his course is bending; –

Now he leaves the lower ground,

And up the craggy hill ascending

Many a stop and stay he makes,

Many a breathing-fit he takes; –

Steep the way and wearisome,

Yet all the while his whip is dumb!

 

The Horses have worked with right good-will,

And so have gained the top of the hill;

He was patient, they were strong,

And now they smoothly glide along,

Recovering breath, and pleased to win

The praises of mild Benjamin.

Heaven shield him from mishap and snare!

But why so early with this prayer?

Is it for threatenings in the sky?

Or for some other danger nigh?

No; none is near him yet, though he

Be one of much infirmity;

For at the bottom of the brow,

Where once the DOVE and OLIVE-BOUGH

Offered a greeting of good ale

To all who entered Grasmere Vale;

And called on him who must depart

To leave it with a jovial heart;

There, where the DOVE and OLIVE-BOUGH

Once hung, a Poet harbours now,

A simple water-drinking Bard;

Why need our Hero then (though frail

His best resolves) be on his guard?

He marches by, secure and bold;

Yet while he thinks on times of old,

It seems that all looks wondrous cold;

He shrugs his shoulders, shakes his head,

And, for the honest folk within,

It is a doubt with Benjamin

Whether they be alive or dead!

 

Here is no danger, – none at all!

Beyond his wish he walks secure;

But pass a mile – and then for trial, –

Then for the pride of self-denial;

If he resist that tempting door,

Which with such friendly voice will call;

If he resist those casement panes,

And that bright gleam which thence will fall

Upon his Leaders' bells and manes,

Inviting him with cheerful lure:

For still, though all be dark elsewhere,

Some shining notice will be there,

Of open house and ready fare.

 

The place to Benjamin right well

Is known, and by as strong a spell

As used to be that sign of love

And hope – the OLIVE-BOUGH and DOVE;

He knows it to his cost, good Man!

Who does not know the famous SWAN?

Object uncouth! and yet our boast,

For it was painted by the Host;

His own conceit the figure planned,

'Twas coloured all by his own hand;

And that frail Child of thirsty clay,

Of whom I sing this rustic lay,

Could tell with self-dissatisfaction

Quaint stories of the bird's attraction!1

 

Well! that is past – and in despite

Of open door and shining light.

And now the conqueror essays

The long ascent of Dunmail-raise;

And with his team is gentle here

As when he clomb from Rydal Mere;

His whip they do not dread – his voice

They only hear it to rejoice.

To stand or go is at their pleasure;

Their efforts and their time they measure

By generous pride within the breast;

And, while they strain, and while they rest,

He thus pursues his thoughts at leisure.

 

Now am I fairly safe to-night –

And with proud cause my heart is light:

I trespassed lately worse than ever –

But Heaven has blest a good endeavour;

And, to my soul's content, I find

The evil One is left behind.

Yes, let my master fume and fret,

Here am I – with my horses yet!

My jolly team, he finds that ye

Will work for nobody but me!

Full proof of this the Country gained;

It knows how ye were vexed and strained,

And forced unworthy stripes to bear,

When trusted to another's care.

Here was it – on this rugged slope,

Which now ye climb with heart and hope,

I saw you, between rage and fear,

Plunge, and fling back a spiteful ear,

And ever more and more confused,

As ye were more and more abused:

As chance would have it, passing by

I saw you in that jeopardy:

A word from me was like a charm;

Ye pulled together with one mind;

And your huge burthen, safe from harm,

Moved like a vessel in the wind!

 

– Yes, without me, up hills so high

'Tis vain to strive for mastery.

Then grieve not, jolly team! though tough

The road we travel, steep, and rough;

Though Rydal-heights and Dunmail-raise,

And all their fellow banks and braes,

Full often make you stretch and strain,

And halt for breath and halt again,

Yet to their sturdiness 'tis owing

That side by side we still are going!

 

While Benjamin in earnest mood

His meditations thus pursued,

A storm, which had been smothered long,

Was growing inwardly more strong;

And, in its struggles to get free,

Was busily employed as he.

The thunder had begun to growl –

He heard not, too intent of soul;

The air was now without a breath –

He marked not that 'twas still as death.

But soon large rain-drops on his head

Fell with the weight of drops of lead; –

He starts – and takes, at the admonition,

A sage survey of his condition.

The road is black before his eyes,

Glimmering faintly where it lies;

Black is the sky – and every hill,

Up to the sky, is blacker still –

Sky, hill, and dale, one dismal room,

Hung round and overhung with gloom;

Save that above a single height

Is to be seen a lurid light,

Above Helm-crag2 – a streak half dead,

A burning of portentous red;

And near that lurid light, full well

The ASTROLOGER, sage Sidrophel,

Where at his desk and book he sits,

Puzzling aloft his curious wits;

He whose domain is held in common

With no one but the ANCIENT WOMAN,

Cowering beside her rifted cell,

As if intent on magic spell; –

Dread pair that, spite of wind and weather,

Still sit upon Helm-crag together!

 

The ASTROLOGER was not unseen

By solitary Benjamin;

But total darkness came anon,

And he and everything was gone:

And suddenly a ruffling breeze,

(That would have rocked the sounding trees,

Had aught of sylvan growth been there)

Swept through the Hollow long and bare:

The rain rushed down – the road was battered,

As with the force of billows shattered;

The horses are dismayed, nor know

Whether they should stand or go;

And Benjamin is groping near them,

Sees nothing, and can scarcely hear them.

He is astounded, – wonder not, –

With such a charge in such a spot;

Astounded in the mountain gap

With thunder-peals, clap after clap,

Close-treading on the silent flashes –

And somewhere, as he thinks, by crashes

Among the rocks; with weight of rain,

And sullen motions long and slow,

That to a dreary distance go –

Till, breaking in upon the dying strain,

A rending o'er his head begins the fray again.

 

Meanwhile, uncertain what to do,

And oftentimes compelled to halt,

The horses cautiously pursue

Their way, without mishap or fault;

And now have reached that pile of stones,

Heaped over brave King Dunmail's bones,

He who had once supreme command,

Last king of rocky Cumberland;

His bones, and those of all his Power,

Slain here in a disastrous hour!

 

When, passing through this narrow strait,

Stony, and dark, and desolate,

Benjamin can faintly hear

A voice that comes from some one near,

A female voice: – »Whoe'er you be,

Stop,« it exclaimed, »and pity me!«

And less in pity than in wonder,

Amid the darkness and the thunder,

The Waggoner, with prompt command,

Summons his horses to a stand.

 

While, with increasing agitation,

The Woman urged her supplication,

In rueful words, with sobs between –

The voice of tears that fell unseen;

There came a flash – a startling glare,

And all Seat-Sandal was laid bare!

'Tis not a time for nice suggestion,

And Benjamin, without a question,

Taking her for some way-worn rover,

Said, »Mount, and get you under cover!«

 

Another voice, in tone as hoarse

As a swoln brook with rugged course,

Cried out, »Good brother, why so fast?

I've had a glimpse of you – avast!

Or, since it suits you to be civil,

Take her at once – for good and evil!«

 

»It is my Husband,« softly said

The Woman, as if half afraid:

By this time she was snug within,

Through help of honest Benjamin;

She and her Babe, which to her breast

With thankfulness the Mother pressed;

And now the same strong voice more near

Said cordially, »My Friend, what cheer?

Rough doings these! as God's my judge,

The sky owes somebody a grudge!

We've had in half an hour or less

A twelvemonth's terror and distress!«

 

Then Benjamin entreats the Man

Would mount, too, quickly as he can:

The Sailor – Sailor now no more,

But such he had been heretofore –

To courteous Benjamin replied,

»Go you your way, and mind not me;

For I must have, whate'er betide,

My Ass and fifty things beside, –

Go, and I'll follow speedily!«

 

The Waggon moves – and with its load

Descends along the sloping road;

And the rough Sailor instantly

Turns to a little tent hard by:

For when, at closing-in of day,

The family had come that way,

Green pasture and the soft warm air

Tempted them to settle there. –

Green is the grass for beast to graze,

Around the stones of Dunmail-raise!

 

The Sailor gathers up his bed,

Takes down the canvas overhead;

And, after farewell to the place,

A parting word – though not of grace,

Pursues, with Ass and all his store,

The way the Waggon went before.

 

Canto Second

If Wytheburne's modest House of prayer,

As lowly as the lowliest dwelling,

Had, with its belfry's humble stock,

A little pair that hang in air,

Been mistress also of a clock,

(And one, too, not in crazy plight)

Twelve strokes that clock would have been telling

Under the brow of old Helvellyn –

Its bead-roll of midnight,

Then, when the Hero of my tale

Was passing by, and, down the vale

(The vale now silent, hushed, I ween,

As if a storm had never been)

Proceeding with a mind at ease;

While the old Familiar of the seas,

Intent to use his utmost haste,

Gained ground upon the Waggon fast,

And gives another lusty cheer;

For, spite of rumbling of the wheels,

A welcome greeting he can hear; –

It is a fiddle in its glee

Dinning from the CHERRY TREE!

 

Thence the sound – the light is there –

As Benjamin is now aware,

Who, to his inward thoughts confined,

Had almost reached the festive door,

When, startled by the Sailor's roar,

He hears a sound and sees the light,

And in a moment calls to mind

That 'tis the village MERRY-NIGHT!3

 

Although before in no dejection,

At this insidious recollection

His heart with sudden joy is filled, –

His ears are by the music thrilled,

His eyes take pleasure in the road

Glittering before him bright and broad;

And Benjamin is wet and cold,

And there are reasons manifold

That make the good, tow'rds which he's yearning,

Look fairly like a lawful earning.

 

Nor has thought time to come and go,

To vibrate between yes and no;

For, cries the Sailor, »Glorious chance

That blew us hither! – let him dance,

Who can or will! – my honest soul,

Our treat shall be a friendly bowl!«

He draws him to the door – »Come in,

Come, come,« cries he to Benjamin!

And Benjamin – ah, woe is me!

Gave the word – the horses heard

And halted, though reluctantly.

 

»Blithe souls and lightsome hearts have we

Feasting at the CHERRY TREE!«

This was the outside proclamation,

This was the inside salutation;

What bustling – jostling – high and low!

A universal overflow!

What tankards foaming from the tap!

What store of cakes in every lap!

What thumping – stumping – overhead!

The thunder had not been more busy:

With such a stir you would have said,

This little place may well be dizzy!

'Tis who can dance with greatest vigour –

'Tis what can be most prompt and eager;

As if it heard the fiddle's call,

The pewter clatters on the wall;

The very bacon shows its feeling,

Swinging from the smoky ceiling!

 

A steaming bowl, a blazing fire,

What greater good can heart desire?

'Twere worth a wise man's while to try

The utmost anger of the sky:

To seek for thoughts of a gloomy cast,

If such the bright amends at last.

Now should you say I judge amiss,

 

The CHERRY TREE shows proof of this;

For soon, of all the happy there,

Our Travellers are the happiest pair;

All care with Benjamin is gone –

A Cæsar past the Rubicon!

He thinks not of his long, long, strife; –

The Sailor, Man by nature gay,

Hath no resolves to throw away;

And he hath now forgot his Wife,

Hath quite forgotten her – or may be

Thinks her the luckiest soul on earth,

Within that warm and peaceful berth,

Under cover,

Terror over,

Sleeping by her sleeping Baby.

 

With bowl that sped from hand to hand,

The gladdest of the gladsome band,

Amid their own delight and fun,

They hear – when every dance is done,

When every whirling bout is o'er –

The fiddle's squeak4 – that call to bliss,

Ever followed by a kiss;

They envy not the happy lot,

But enjoy their own the more!

 

While thus our jocund Travellers fare,

Up springs the Sailor from his chair –

Limps (for I might have told before

That he was lame) across the floor –

Is gone – returns – and with a prize;

With what? – a Ship of lusty size;

A gallant stately Man-of-war,

Fixed on a smoothly-sliding car.

Surprise to all, but most surprise

To Benjamin, who rubs his eyes,

Not knowing that he had befriended

A Man so gloriously attended!

 

»This,« cries the Sailor, »a Third-rate is –

Stand back, and you shall see her gratis!

This was the Flag-ship at the Nile,

The VANGUARD – you may smirk and smile,

But, pretty Maid, if you look near,

You'll find you've much in little here!

A nobler ship did never swim,

And you shall see her in full trim:

I'll set, my friends, to do you honour,

Set every inch of sail upon her.«

So said, so done; and masts, sails, yards,

He names them all; and interlards

His speech with uncouth terms of art,

Accomplished in the showman's part;

And then, as from a sudden check,

Cries out – »'Tis there, the quarter-deck

On which brave Admiral Nelson stood –

A sight that would have roused your blood! –

One eye he had, which, bright as ten,

Burned like a fire among his men;

Let this be land, and that be sea,

Here lay the French – and thus came we!«

 

Hushed was by this the fiddle's sound,

The dancers all were gathered round,

And such the stillness of the house,

You might have heard a nibbling mouse;

While, borrowing helps where'er he may,

The Sailor through the story runs

Of ships to ships and guns to guns;

And does his utmost to display

The dismal conflict, and the might

And terror of that marvellous night!

»A bowl, a bowl of double measure,«

Cries Benjamin, »a draught of length,

To Nelson, England's pride and treasure,

Her bulwark and her tower of strength!«

When Benjamin had seized the bowl,

The mastiff, from beneath the waggon,

Where he lay, watchful as a dragon,

Rattled his chain; – 'twas all in vain,

For Benjamin, triumphant soul!

He heard the monitory growl;

Heard – and in opposition quaffed

A deep, determined, desperate draught!

Nor did the battered Tar forget,

Or flinch from what he deemed his debt:

Then, like a hero crowned with laurel,

Back to her place the ship he led;

Wheeled her back in full apparel;

And so, flag flying at mast head,

Re-yoked her to the Ass: – anon

Cries Benjamin, »We must be gone.«

Thus, after two hours' hearty stay,

Again behold them on their way!

 

Canto Third

Right gladly had the horses stirred,

When they the wished-for greeting heard,

The whip's loud notice from the door,

That they were free to move once more.

You think, those doings must have bred

In them disheartening doubts and dreads;

No, not a horse of all the eight,

Although it be a moonless night,

Fears either for himself or freight;

For this they know (and let it hide,

In part, the offences of their guide)

That Benjamin, with clouded brains,

Is worth the best with all their pains;

And, if they had a prayer to make,

The prayer would be that they may take

With him whatever comes in course,

The better fortune or the worse;

That no one else may have business near them,

And, drunk or sober, he may steer them.

 

So forth in dauntless mood they fare,

And with them goes the guardian pair.

 

Now, heroes, for the true commotion,

The triumph of your late devotion!

Can aught on earth impede delight,

Still mounting to a higher height;

And higher still – a greedy flight!

Can any low-born care pursue her,

Can any mortal clog come to her?

No notion have they – not a thought,

That is from joyless regions brought!

And, while they coast the silent lake,

Their inspiration I partake;

Share their empyreal spirits – yea,

With their enraptured vision, see –

O fancy – what a jubilee!

What shifting pictures – clad in gleams

Of colour bright as feverish dreams!

Earth, spangled sky, and lake serene,

Involved and restless all – a scene

Pregnant with mutual exaltation,

Rich change, and multiplied creation!

This sight to me the Muse imparts; –

And then, what kindness in their hearts!

What tears of rapture, what vow-making,

Profound entreaties, and hand-shaking!

What solemn, vacant, interlacing,

As if they'd fall asleep embracing!

Then, in the turbulence of glee,

And in the excess of amity,

Says Benjamin, »That Ass of thine,

He spoils thy sport, and hinders mine:

If he were tethered to the waggon,

He'd drag as well what he is dragging;

And we, as brother should with brother,

Might trudge it alongside each other!«

 

Forthwith, obedient to command,

The horses made a quiet stand;

And to the waggon's skirts was tied

The Creature, by the Mastiff's side,

The Mastiff wondering, and perplext

With dread of what will happen next;

And thinking it but sorry cheer

To have such company so near!

 

This new arrangement made, the Wain

Through the still night proceeds again;

No moon hath risen her light to lend;

But indistinctly may be kenned

The VANGUARD, following close behind,

Sails spread, as if to catch the wind!

»Thy wife and child are snug and warm,

Thy ship will travel without harm:

I like,« said Benjamin, »her shape and stature:

And this of mine – this bulky creature

Of which I have the steering – this,

Seen fairly, is not much amiss!

We want your streamers, friend, you know;

But, altogether as we go,

We make a kind of handsome show!

Among these hills, from first to last,

We've weathered many a furious blast;

Hard passage forcing on, with head

 

Against the storm, and canvas spread.

I hate a boaster; but to thee

Will say't, who know'st both land and sea,

The unluckiest hulk that stems the brine

Is hardly worse beset than mine,

When cross-winds on her quarter beat;

And, fairly lifted from my feet,

I stagger onward – heaven knows how;

But not so pleasantly as now:

Poor pilot I, by snows confounded,

And many a foundrous pit surrounded!

Yet here we are, by night and day

Grinding through rough and smooth our way;

Through foul and fair our task fulfilling;

And long shall be so yet – God willing!«

 

»Ay,« said the Tar, »through fair and foul –

But save us from yon screeching owl!«

That instant was begun a fray

Which called their thoughts another way:

The Mastiff, ill-conditioned carl!

What must he do but growl and snarl,

Still more and more dissatisfied

With the meek comrade at his side!

Till, not incensed though put to proof,

The Ass, uplifting a hind hoof,

Salutes the Mastiff on the head;

And so were better manners bred,

And all was calmed and quieted.

 

»Yon screech-owl,« says the Sailor, turning

Back to his former cause of mourning,

»Yon owl! – pray God that all be well!

'Tis worse than any funeral bell;

As sure as I've the gift of sight,

We shall be meeting ghosts to-night!«

– Said Benjamin, »This whip shall lay

A thousand, if they cross our way.

I know that Wanton's noisy station,

I know him and his occupation;

The jolly bird hath learned his cheer

Upon the banks of Windermere;

Where a tribe of them make merry,

Mocking the Man that keeps the ferry;

Hallooing from an open throat,

Like travellers shouting for a boat.

– The tricks he learned at Windermere

This vagrant owl is playing here –

That is the worst of his employment:

He's at the top of his enjoyment!«

 

This explanation stilled the alarm,

Cured the foreboder like a charm;

This, and the manner, and the voice,

Summoned the Sailor to rejoice;

His heart is up – he fears no evil

From life or death, from man or devil;

He wheels – and, making many stops,

Brandished his crutch against the mountain tops;

And, while he talked of blows and scars,

Benjamin, among the stars,

Beheld a dancing – and a glancing;

Such retreating and advancing

As, I ween, was never seen

In bloodiest battle since the days of Mars!

 

Canto Fourth

Thus they, with freaks of proud delight,

Beguile the remnant of the night;

And many a snatch of jovial song

Regales them as they wind along;

While to the music, from on high,

The echoes make a glad reply. –

But the sage Muse the revel heeds

No farther than her story needs;

Nor will she servilely attend

The loitering journey to its end.

– Blithe spirits of her own impel

The Muse, who scents the morning air,

To take of this transported pair

A brief and unreproved farewell;

To quit the slow-paced waggon's side,

And wander down yon hawthorn dell,

With murmuring Greta for her guide.

– There doth she ken the awful form

Of Raven-crag – black as a storm –

Glimmering through the twilight pale;

And Ghimmer-crag,5 his tall twin brother,

Each peering forth to meet the other: –

And, while she roves through St. John's Vale,

Along the smooth unpathwayed plain,

By sheep-track or through cottage lane,

Where no disturbance comes to intrude

Upon the pensive solitude,

Her unsuspecting eye, perchance,

With the rude shepherd's favoured glance,

Behold the faeries in array,

Whose party-coloured garments gay

The silent company betray:

Red, green, and blue; a moment's sight!

For Skiddaw-top with rosy light

Is touched – and all the band take flight.

– Fly also, Muse! and from the dell

Mount to the ridge of Nathdale Fell;

Thence, look thou forth o'er wood and lawn

Hoar with the frost-like dews of dawn;

Across yon meadowy bottom look,

Where close fogs hide their parent brook;

And see, beyond that hamlet small,

The ruined towers of Threlkeld-hall,

Lurking in a double shade,

By trees and lingering twilight made!

There, at Blencathara's rugged feet,

Sir Lancelot gave a safe retreat

To noble Clifford; from annoy

Concealed the persecuted boy,

Well pleased in rustic garb to feed

His flock, and pipe on shepherd's reed

Among this multitude of hills,

Crags, woodlands, waterfalls, and rills;

Which soon the morning shall enfold,

From east to west, in ample vest

Of massy gloom and radiance bold.

 

The mists, that o'er the streamlet's bed

Hung low, begin to rise and spread;

Even while I speak, their skirts of grey

Are smitten by a silver ray;

And, lo! – up Castrigg's naked steep

(Where, smoothly urged, the vapours sweep

Along – and scatter and divide,

Like fleecy clouds self-multiplied)

The stately waggon is ascending,

With faithful Benjamin attending,

Apparent now beside his team –

Now lost amid a glittering steam:

And with him goes his Sailor-friend,

By this time near their journey's end;

And, after their high-minded riot,

Sickening into thoughtful quiet;

As if the morning's pleasant hour

Had for their joys a killing power.

And, sooth, for Benjamin a vein

Is opened of still deeper pain,

As if his heart by notes were stung

From out the lowly hedge-rows flung;

As if the warbler lost in light

Reproved his soarings of the night,

In strains of rapture pure and holy

Upbraided his distempered folly.

 

Drooping is he, his step is dull;

But the horses stretch and pull;

With increasing vigour climb,

Eager to repair lost time;

Whether, by their own desert,

Knowing what cause there is for shame,

They are labouring to avert

As much as may be of the blame,

Which, they foresee, must soon alight

Upon his head, whom, in despite

Of all his failings, they love best;

Whether for him they are distrest;

Or, by length of fasting roused,

Are impatient to be housed:

Up against the hill they strain

Tugging at the iron chain,

Tugging all with might and main,

Last and foremost, every horse

To the utmost of his force!

And the smoke and respiration,

Rising like an exhalation,

Blend with the mist – a moving shroud

To form, an undissolving cloud;

Which, with slant ray, the merry sun

Takes delight to play upon.

Never golden-haired Apollo,

Pleased some favourite chief to follow

Through accidents of peace or war,

In a perilous moment threw

Around the object of his care

Veil of such celestial hue;

Interposed so bright a screen –

Him and his enemies between?

 

Alas! what boots it? – who can hide,

When the malicious Fates are bent

On working out an ill intent?

Can destiny be turned aside?

No – sad progress of my story!

Benjamin, this outward glory

Cannot shield thee from thy Master,

Who from Keswick has pricked forth,

Sour and surly as the north;

And, in fear of some disaster,

Comes to give what help he may,

And to hear what thou canst say;

If, as needs he must forbode,

Thou hast been loitering on the road!

His fears, his doubts, may now take flight –

The wished-for object is in sight;

Yet, trust the Muse, it rather hath

Stirred him up to livelier wrath;

Which he stifles, moody man!

With all the patience that he can;

To the end that, at your meeting,

He may give thee decent greeting.

There he is – resolved to stop,

Till the waggon gains the top;

But stop he cannot – must advance:

Him Benjamin, with lucky glance,

Espies – and instantly is ready,

Self-collected, poised, and steady:

And, to be the better seen,

Issues from his radiant shroud,

From his close-attending cloud,

With careless air and open mien.

Erect his port, and firm his going;

So struts yon cock that now is crowing;

And the morning light in grace

Strikes upon his lifted face,

Hurrying the pallid hue away

That might his trespasses betray.

But what can all avail to clear him,

Or what need of explanation,

Parley or interrogation?

For the Master sees, alas!

That unhappy Figure near him,

Limping o'er the dewy grass,

Where the road it fringes, sweet,

Soft and cool to way-worn feet;

And, O indignity! an Ass,

By his noble Mastiff's side,

Tethered to the waggon's tail:

And the ship, in all her pride,

Following after in full sail!

Not to speak of babe and mother;

Who, contented with each other,

And snug as birds in leafy arbour,

Find, within, a blessed harbour!

 

With eager eyes the Master pries;

Looks in and out, and through and through;

Says nothing – till at last he spies

A wound upon the Mastiff's head,

A wound where plainly might be read

What feats an Ass's hoof can do!

But drop the rest: – this aggravation,

This complicated provocation,

A hoard of grievances unsealed;

All past forgiveness it repealed;

And thus, and through distempered blood

On both sides, Benjamin the good,

The patient, and the tender-hearted,

Was from his team and waggon parted;

When duty of that day was o'er,

Laid down his whip – and served no more. –

Nor could the waggon long survive,

When Benjamin had ceased to drive:

It lingered on; – guide after guide

Ambitiously the office tried;

But each unmanageable hill

Called for his patience and his skill; –

And sure it is that through this night,

And what the morning brought to light,

Two losses had we to sustain,

We lost both WAGGONER and WAIN!

 

––––––––––––––––––––––––

 

Accept, O Friend, for praise or blame,

The gift of this adventurous song;

A record which I dared to frame,

Though timid scruples checked me long;

They checked me – and I left the theme

Untouched; – in spite of many a gleam

Of fancy which thereon was shed,

Like pleasant sunbeams shifting still

Upon the side of a distant hill:

But Nature might not be gainsaid;

For what I have and what I miss

I sing of these; – it makes my bliss!

Nor is it I who play the part,

But a shy spirit in my heart,

That comes and goes – will sometimes leap

From hiding-places ten years deep;

Or haunts me with familiar face,

Returning, like a ghost unlaid,

Until the debt I owe be paid.

Forgive me, then; for I had been

On friendly terms with this Machine:

In him, while he was wont to trace

Our roads, through many a long year's space,

A living almanack had we;

We had a speaking diary,

That in this uneventful place,

Gave to the days a mark and name

By which we knew them when they came.

– Yes, I, and all about me here,

Through all the changes of the year,

Had seen him through the mountains go,

In pomp of mist or pomp of snow,

Majestically huge and slow:

Or, with a milder grace adorning

The landscape of a summer's morning;

While Grasmere smoothed her liquid plain

The moving image to detain;

And mighty Fairfield, with a chime

Of echoes, to his march kept time;

When little other business stirred,

And little other sound was heard;

In that delicious hour of balm,

Stillness, solitude, and calm,

While yet the valley is arrayed,

On this side with a sober shade;

On that is prodigally bright –

Crag, lawn, and wood – with rosy light.

– But most of all, thou lordly Wain!

I wish to have thee here again,

When windows flap and chimney roars,

And all is dismal out of doors;

And, sitting by my fire, I see

Eight sorry carts, no less a train!

Unworthy successors of thee,

Come straggling through the wind and rain:

And oft, as they pass slowly on,

Beneath my windows, one by one,

See, perched upon the naked height

The summit of a cumbrous freight,

A single traveller – and there

Another; then perhaps a pair –

The lame, the sickly, and the old;

Men, women, heartless with the cold;

And babes in wet and starveling plight;

Which once, be weather as it might,

Had still a nest within a nest,

Thy shelter – and their mother's breast!

Then most of all, then far the most,

Do I regret what we have lost;

Am grieved for that unhappy sin

Which robbed us of good Benjamin; –

And of his stately Charge, which none

Could keep alive when He was gone!

 

Notes

1 This rude piece of self-taught art (such is the progress of refinement) has been supplanted by a professional production.

 

2 A mountain of Grasmere, the broken summit of which presents two figures, full as distinctly shaped as that of the famous Cobbler near Arroquhar in Scotland.

 

3 A term well known in the North of England, and applied to rural Festivals where young persons meet in the evening for the purpose of dancing.

 

4 At the close of each strathspey, or jig, a particular note from the fiddle summons the Rustic to the agreeable duty of saluting his partner.

 

5 The crag of the ewe lamb.
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