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'rO TJIE QUEEN.

Revered, beloved-O you that hold ti nr ,A nobler office upon earth (

'"^ '

^,
''*''''"'' ''"' I^O"" >^ook of son"

;

Than arms, or powe- -f brain or birH, T
' '^^ '"''"''' '"^"'^ ^'^''^'^ ^^ du-t

Could give the warrio. .gsof ;,d i Vot ?T'
'^'""'^"' ^ '^-'^ '-^^°i^. pourkmdness. May you rule us long.

Victoria,~since your Royal giace
i
o
one ofless desert allows

This laurel greener from the brows
Ofhim that utter'd nothing base •

And leave us rulers of your blood
As noble till the latest day I

May children ofour children say,
i'he wrought her people Ipsting good;

And should your greatness, and the car*. « Tr
That ,ol.s.-i,h ..„,.;,,;;,Z^l\ ^-ourt was pu^; her life serene

;To niai.ecieninnd orr.,,-

Ifaught ofnnieni wort!

Oiicill i(,v;rio

\.C\x

lhen-.whilcaswee;<;r„n,:ic«-;v
And thro' wild March the throstle ^allsWhere all about your palace-walls '

The sun-ht almond -blossom shakes-

, ^^
"'O"^^^'^cidaiins(o reverenced. . c-

,''•' her as Mother, Wife, and Queen; '

Andstatesnic-nalhorcounc-i'-.^f
Who knew the season, when to uke
Occasion by the hand, and make

The bounds of freedom wider yet

By shaping some august decree,

^^^"f'^^P'^>"«'>^one unshaken still
Broad-based upon her people's will.

'

And compass'd by the inviolate sea.'

March 1851



JUVENILIA.

CLARIBEL.
A MELODY.

I.

Where ClaribeJ low-Jieth
The breezes pause and die,

But th'"''?^
""' rose-leaves fall

:

But the solemn oak-tree sigheth,

,-..^J"='^-'eaved, ambrosial,
With an ancient melody
Of an inward agony

Where Claribel low-lieth.

ir.

At eve the beetle boometh
Athwart the thicket lone •

At noon the wild bee hummeth
About the moss'd headstone-

At midnight the moon cometh,
And looketh down alone

Her song the lintwhiteswelleth.
The clear-voiced mavis dwelleth.
The callow throstle lispeth,

ThltS^'^^^'^ff^nnelcrispeth,
I he hollow grot repheth
Where Claribel low-lieth.

^ommc miL die.
When will the stream i«

flowing ^^ ^'^^^"-y of

wi,
Under my eye?

I

When will the heart beaweary of beatini?
, And nature die ?
Never, oh- never, nothing will die;

'

1 he stream flows,

The wind blows.
The cloud fleets,

The heart beats,

Nothing will die.

Nothing Mill die
;

All things will change
1'hro' eternity.

'Tis the world's winter

;

Autumn and summer
Are gone long ago •

Earth is dry to the 'centre,
i^ut sj^ring, a new comer,A spring rich and strange,
^hall make the winds blow
^^ound and round,
1'hro' and thro',

Here and there.

Till the air

And the ground
Shall be fill'd with life anew.

The world was never made;

JO Jet the wind range
j^or even and morn

Ever will be
Thro' eternity.

Nothing was born
;

Nothing will die
;

All things will change
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ALL TILINGS WILL DIE.

Clearly the blue river chimes in its
flowing

Under my eye •

Warmly and broadly the south winds are
blowing

Over the sky.
One after another the white clouds are

fleeting

;

Every heart this May morning in joyance
IS beatmg

Full merrily

;

Vet all things must die.
The stream will cease to flow

;

The wind will cease to blow;

'

The clouds will cease to fleet'-
The heart will cease to beat ;

'

,

For all things must die.
j

All things must die.

Spring will come never more.
Oh ! vanity

!

Death waits at the door.
See

! our friends are all forsal<i„
rhew.neand.the menymaking.We are call'd_we must go.
Laid low, very low,
In the dark we must lie.

The merry glees are still
;

The voice of the bird
Sliall no more be heard,
Nor the wind on the hill.

Oh I misery !

Hark 1 death is calling
While I speak to ye,
Thejaw is falling,

The red cheek paling,
The strong limbs failing

;
Ice with the warm blood mixing;
The eyeballs fixiig.

Nine Hmesg..:;,hi passing bell:
Ve merry souls, farewell.

The old earth

Had a birth.

As all men know.
Long ago.

And the old earth must die.
So let the warm winds range,
And the blue wave Ixjat the shore

;For even and mom
Ye will never see

Thio' eternity.

All things were born.
Ve will come never more,
For all things must die.

THE KRAKEN.
Below the thunders of the upper deep

;

I

l*ar, far beneath in the abysmal sea,
I

Hi-s ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep
IheKraken sleepeth

: faintest sunlights
flee

'^

About his shadowy sides: above him swell
Huge sponges of millennial growth and

height
;

And far away into the sickly light,

^
rom many a wondrous grot and secret cell

Unnumber'd and enormous polypi
Wmnowwith giant arms the slumbering

j

green. '^

There hath he lain for ages and will \\,
Battening upon huge seaworms in his

sleep.

Until the latter fire shall heat the deep;Then once by man and angels to be seenIn roarmg he shall rise anion the surface
die, '

SONG.

The winds, as at their hour of birth.
Leanmg upon the ridged sea,

Breathed low around the rolling earth
With mellow preludes, « We aie free



^ "^^^^^

The streams through many a lilied row
Down-carolling to the crisped sea,

I.ow-tink]ed with a I^ell-like flow
Atween the blossoms, < We are free.'

LILIAN.

I.

Airy, fairy Lilian,

Flitting, faiiy Lilian,

When I ask her if she love me,
Claps her tiny hands above mc.

Laughing all she can;
She'll not tell me ifshe love me,

Cruel little Lilian.

II.

When my passion seeks
Pleasance in love-sighs.

She, looking thro' and thro' me
Thoroughly to undo me.

Smiling, never speaks :

So innocent -arch, so cunning-simple
From beneath her gatherVl -.vimple

'

Glancing with black-beaded eyes,
Till the lightning laughters dimple'

The baby-roses in her cheeks
;

Then away she flies,

HI.

Piythee weep. May Lilian !

Gaiety without eciipse

Wearieth me, May Lilian :

Thro' my very heart it thrilleth
When from crimson-threaded lips

Silver-treble laughter trilleth

:

Prythee weep, May Lilian.

IV.

Praying all I can,
If prayeni will not hush thee.

Airy Lilian,

Like a rose-leaf I will crush thee,
Fairy Lilian,

Eves not down-dropt nor over bright
but fed

'

With the clear-pointed flame of chas-
tity,

Clear, without heat, undying, tended by
Pure vestal thoughts in the trans-

lucent fane

Of her still spirit; locks L.ot wide-
dispread,

Afadonna-wise on either side her
head

;

Sweet lips whereon pei-petually did
reign

The summer calm of golden chanty,
^^ ere fixed shadows of thy fixed mood.

Revered Isabel, the crown and head,
The stately flower of female fortitude.

Of perfect wifehood and pure lo'wli-
head.

n.

The intuitive decision of a bright
And thorough-edged intellect to part

Error from crime
; a prudence to

withhold
;

The laws of marriage character'd in
gold

Upon the blanched tablets of her heart •

A love still burning upward, giving light'
lo read those laws ; an accent very low
In blandishment, but a most silver flow

Of subtle-paced counsel in distress.
Right to the heart and brain, tho' un-

descried,

Winning its way with extreme gen.
tleness

Thro' all the outworks of suspicious pride •

A courage to endure and to obey ;A hate of gossip parlance, and of sway,

4
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MARI^iNA.

^^

J

Crown'd Isabel, thro- all her placid life

1 hequeenof marriage, a mostperfect wife.

nr.

The mellow'd reflex of a winter moon •

A clear stream flowing with a muddy
one,

^

Till in its onward current it absorbs
With swifter movement and in purer

light

The vexed eddies of its wayward
brother :

A leaning and upbearing parasite
Clothing the stem, which else had

fallen quite

With cluster'd flower-bells and ambro-
sial orbs

Of rich fruit-bunches leaning on each
other

—

Shadow forth thee :-the world hath
not another

(Tho' all her fairest forms are types of
thee.

And thou of God in thy great charity)
Of such a finish'd chasten'd purity.

Her tears fell with the dews at even •

Her tears fell ere the dews were
dried

;

She could not look on the sweet heaven,
Either at morn or eventide.

After the flitting of the bats,

"

When thickest dark did trance tlie
sky.

She drew her casement-curtain by.
And glanced athwart the glooming flats

She only said, ' The night is dreary,
He Cometh not,' she said

;

She said, ' I am aweaiy, awearj-,
I would that I were dead !'

MARIANA.
' Mariana in the moated grange '

Rh\tS!tn'for Measure.

With blackest moss the flower-p!ots
W^ere thickly crusted, one and all

:

The rusted nails fell from the knots
That held the pear to the gable-wall.

The broken sheds look'd sad and strange •

Unhfted was the clinking latch
;

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch
L pon the lonely moated grange.

She only said, ' My life is dreary.
He Cometh not,' she said

;

She said, « I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !

'

Upon the middle of the night.
Waking she heard the night-fowl crow;

llie cock sung out an hour ere light

:

From the dark fen the oxen's low

"

Came to her
: without hope of change,

In sleep she seem'd to walk forlorn.
Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed

morn
About the lonely moated grange.

She only said, ' The day is dreary,
He Cometh not,' she said

;

She said, ' I am aweary, aweaiy,
I would that I were dead !

'

About a stone-cast from the wall
A sluice with blacken'd waters slept,

And o'er it many, round and small,
The cluster'd marish-mosses crept.

Hard by a poplar shook alway.
Ail silver-green with gnarled bark :

For leagues no other tree did mark
The level waste, the rounding gray.

She only said, ' My life is dreary,
He CQUicth not,' she said

;

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !

*



MADELINE,

And ever when the moon was low,
And the shrill winds were up and away,

In the white curtain, to and fro,
She saw the gusty shadow sway.

But when the moon was very low,
And wild winds bound withi'n their

cell,

The shadow of the poplar fell
Upon her bed, across her brow.

She only said, ' The night is dreary,
He Cometh not,' she said;

She said, ' I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead "

TO

joyful

All day within the dreamy house,

t7^u, "^T "P°" *^^''" ^'"g« creak'd
;The Wue fly sung in the pane; the mouse

Behmd the mouldering wainscot
shnek'd,

Or from the crevice peer'd about.
Old faces glimmer'd thro' the doors.
Old footsteps trod the upper floors.

Old voices called her from without.
She only said, ' My life is dreary,
He Cometh not,' she said •

She said, 'lam aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead '

'

It

Clear-headed friend, whose
scorn.

Edged withsharp laughter, cuts atwain
I he knots that tangle human creeds

1 he wound.ngcords that bind and strain
1 he heart until it bleeds

Ray-fringed eyelids of the mo'rn
Roofnot a glance so keen as thine:
Ifaughtofprophecybemine,

Ihou wilt not live in vain.

n.

The sparrow's chirrup on the roof,

vvr ^ ! T''°''' ^''^'''"S' ^"d the soundWhich to the wooing wind aloof
The poplar made, did all confound

Her sense; but most she loathed the
hour

When the thick-moted sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day

Was sloping toward his western bower.
Then, said she, ' I am very dreary.
He willnot come,' she said;

She wept, 'I am aweary, aweary,
Oh God, that I were dead !

'

Low-cowering shall the Sophist sit;
I

F^J^ehood shall bare her plaited brow •

With shnlhng shafts of subtle wit
Aor martyr-flames, nor trenchant" swordsCan do away that ancient lie •

I Qu'^^^''!"'
^^"""^ ''^^" Falsehood dieShot thro' and thro' with cunning Z\.,

nr.
Weak Truth a-leaning on her crutch,Wan w ted Truth in her utmost need,Ihykmgly intellect shall feed

Until she be an athlete bold!
And weary with a finger's touch
Those writhed limbs oflightning speed

Until the breaking of the light,
W^rested with wandering Israel,'

Past Yabbok brook the livelong nightAnd heaven's mazed signs stood ftill''
InthedimtractofPemiel.

MADELINE.

I.

No tranced summer calm is thine
I

Ever varying Madeline.

*>

'

«
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IX.

Smiling, frowning, evermore,
Ihour-rt perfect in love-lore
Revealings deep and clear are thineOf wealthy smiles : but who may knowWhether smile or frown be fleeter ?
^^hethcr smile or frown be sweeter,

'Who may know?
Frowns perfect-sweet along the brow
Light-glooming over eyes dirine.
Like httle clouds sun-fringed, are thine,

iiver varying Madeline.
Thy smile and frown are not aloof

i* rom one another.
Each to each is dearest brother :

Hues of the silken sheeny woof
Momently shot into each other.

_A1I the mystery is thine
;Smihng, frowning, evermore,

Ihou art perfect in love-lore,
Ever varying Madeline.'

iir.

A subtle, sudden flame.
By veering passion fann'd.

About thee breaks and dances:
A\ hen I would kiss thy hand,

Ihe flush ofangeid shame
O'erflows thy calmer glances,

And oer black brows drops downA sudden-curved frown :

E:-t when I turn away.
Thou, willing me to slay,

A\'ooest not, nor vainly wranglest

;

But, looking Hxedly the while
All my bounding heart entanglest

•In a golden-netted smile
;

Then in madness and in bliss,
Ifmy lips should dare to kiss'
Thy taper fingers amorously.
Again thou blushest angerly

;And o'er black brows drops downA sudden- curved frown.

SON'G-THE OWL.

When cats run home and light is come.And dew is cold upon the ground,
Andthefar-offstreamisdumb
And the whirring sail goes round.
And the whirring sail goes round;
Alone and warming his five wits,
Ihe white owl in the belfry sits.

ir.

When men-y milkmaids click the latch.And rarely smells the new-mown hay.And the cock hath sung beneath the
thatch

Twice or thrice his roundelay,
1w.ce or thrice his roundelay.
Alone and warming his five wits,
Ihe white owl in the belfry sits.

SECOND SONG.

TO THE SAME.

i "Y tuwhits are luli'd, I wot

J

Ihytuwhoos of yesternight,'
Which upon the dark afloat.
So took echo with delight.
So took echo with delight^
That her voice untunefu'l grown.
Wears all day a fainter tone.

I would mock (hy chaunt anew
;

I

But I cannot mimick it

;
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Not a whit of thy tuwhoo,
Thee to woo to thy tuwhit,
'J hee to woo to thy tuwhit,
With a lengthen'd loud halloo,
iuwhoo, tuwhit, tuwhit, tuwhoo-o-o.

RECOLLECTIONS OF TILE
ARABIAN NIGHTS,

WitEN the breeze of a joyful dawn bknv
free

In the silken sail of infanc)',

Thet.deoftimeflow'dbackwUme,
The forward-flowing tide of time:

And many a sheeny summer-morn
Adown the Tigris I was borne
By Bagdat's shrines of fretted gold
High-walled gardens green and old :

i me Mussulman was I and sworn
i-oritwasinthegoldonnrinie

'

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

A goodly place, a goodly time
I-oritM-as in the golden prime'
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

A motion from the river won
Kulged the smooth level, bearing onMy shallop thro' the star-strown calm
Until another night in night

'

I enter'd, from the clearer light
Imbower'd vaults of pillar'd palm
mprisoning sweets, which, as thej'clomb

dome
"""' ""^''^ '"-'"^'^"^ "'''

Of hollow boughs.-A goodly timefor u was .n the golden prime '

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

'%

Anight my shallop, nistling thro'
i he low and bloomed foliage, drove
The fragrant glistening deeps, and clove
iiie citron-shadows in the blue •

By garden porches on the brim

"

1 he costly doors fl,mg open wide.
Gold ghttering thro' lamplight dim,
And broider'd sofas on each side •

In sooth it was a goodly time
Jor it was in the golden prime
Ofgood Haroun Alraschid.

Still onward
; and the clear canal

Is rounded to as clear a lake
f rom the green rivage many a fall
Ofdiamondrillets musical.
Thro little crystal arches low
Down from the cenlral fountain's flowFall nsilver-chiming. seemed to slakeThe sparkling flints beneath the powA goodly place, a goodly time,
For It was in the golden prime
Ofgood Haroun Alraschid.

Often, where clear-stemm'd platans guardThe outlet, did I turn away
The boat-head down a broad canal
From the main river sluiced, where allIhe slopmg of the moon-lit swardWm damask-work, and deep inlay
Of braided blooms unmown, which creptAdown to where the water slept

Above thro' many a bowery turn

Wr'd engraind. On either side

F in fl"f f°"' '''' ^'•^S^-nt margeI rom fluted vase, and brazen urnIn order, eastern flowers large,.
Some dropping low their crim on bells

W h d^ks and tiars, fed the time

Ofgood Haroun Alraschid.

Far off, and where the lemon groveIn closest coverture upsprung,

Thenci

A reali

And m
Full of

And de

The sta

Thick r

Tall ori



ly time,

prime

tschici,

on

)eaiing on
trown calm,
it

I palm,

as they clomb
I't-'ncath the

odly time.

Time

:hid.

canal

a fall

in's flow

to shake

'le pro^v.

me,

me
id.

rn

Is

:r side

irge

n

•n bells

wide

time

ne

)ve

il'c living nirs of middle night
IJ-ed round the Lulhal as he smig

;

re darkness of the world, delfght.
L'f'-'.angmsl, death, i,„„,o,tallov;
Ccasmg not. „,i„glcd, .mrepress'd,
Apart fron, ,,|ace, witldmkiing time
]>"t flattering ,he golden prime '

OfgoodlJaroimAIrasehid.

JJack the gardon-bowers and grots
^'"-berM

: the .olenu, pfhnl ,,,,-
ranged

Above u„ VI of summer wind.

•

1'li.sh'd nil the loaves with rich gold-greenAnd, flowing rapidly between ^ '

1 heir interspaces, counterehanged
The level lake with <Iiamond.is
Ofdark and bright. A lovely time
I'or.t was in the golden prime
OfgoodlliUounAlraschid.

Graven with emblems of the time
In honour of the golden prime
<JfgoodIIarounA]raschid.

With dazed vision unawares
From the long alley's latticed shade
Emerged, I came upon the great
lavdionoftheCaliphat.
Kight to the carven ccdarn doors,
i'lung mward over spangled floors,
road-based flights of marble stairs

Kan up with golden balustrade
After the fashion of the time
Aiid humour of the golden prime
Of good Ilaroun Alraschid.

Dark-blue the deep sphere overhead,
Distmct with vivid stars inlaid,
Orew darker from that under-flame-

XV.' *'l""^'
^'«''"y ''•"'" <''e boat.

;^"'^«''v^''' anchor left afloat.
In marvel whence that glory came
Upon me, as in sleep I sank
In cool soft turf ui)on the bank
Entranced with that place and timeSo worthy of the golden prime '

Of good Ilaroun Alraschid.

Thence thro- the garden I was drawn-A realm of plcasance, many a mound.And many a shadow.chequer'd lawn
Full of the city's .stilly sound.
And deep myrrh-thickets blowing roundThe stately cedar, tamarisks, ^
ihickros.iricsofs.'cnted

i
Tall orient shrubs, and obei.sks

The fourscore windows all alight
As with the quintessence of flameA million tapers flaring bright '

rrom twisted silvers look'd to shame
The hollow-vaulted dark, and strcam'd
Upon the mooned domes aloof
In inmost Bagdat, till there seem'd
Hundreds of crescents on the roof

^^
Time

"''""''"' '^^' marvellous

To celebrate the golden prime
Ofgood Ilaroun Alraschid.

Then stole I up, and trancedly
Gazed on the Persian girl alone.
!^erene with argent-lidded eyes
Amorous, and lashes like to ray, i

Ofdarkness, andabrowofpearl '

Tressed with redolent ebony
In many a dark delicious curl
Flowing beneath her rose-hued zone •

The sweetest lady of the time, '

Wei worthy of the golden prime
Ofgood Haroun Alraschid.

Six r,.-.-mns, three on either side,-I — -^ vy,j cimcr s

I
^ """^ Silver, underpropt a rich
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Throne of the massive ore, from M-hich
Down-droop'd, in many a floating fold
iingarlanded and diaper'd
With inwrought flowers, a doth of gold
Ihereon, his deep eye laugluer-stirr'd
With merriment of kingly pride,
Sole star ofall that place and' time
I saw hnn-in his golden prime,
The Good Haroun Alrasciiid.

ODE TO MEMORY.
ADDRESSED TO ,

I.

Thou who stealest fire.

From the fountains of the past,

^^^""
m'isl''""

'""''' ^'"^ '^^ '"^"""e

And with the evening cloud.
Showenng thy gleaned wealth into my

open breast ^
(Those peerless flowers which in the

rudest wind

Never grow sere,
When rootod in the garden of the mind
Because theyare the earliest ofthe yeari

^7 ^as the night thy shroud.
In -sweet dreams softer than unbroken rest
Ihouleddestbythehand

thine infant
Hope.

The eddying of hergarments caught from
tncoT I T P^^'' thee

c»»— _ji coDe

.- » > "
V isit my low desire !

Strengthen me, enlighten me !

I famt in this obscurity,
Thou dewy dawn of memory.

ri.

Come not as thou earnest of late.
Fhngmg the gloom of yesternight

cope

Ofthehalf-attain'd
futurity,

Iho' deep not fathomless,
^Vaseloven^^^H the million stars Which

^llyl '''T
""'"^ of dauntless infancySmall thought was there of life's distress"-

Forsure she deem'd no mist of earth codOnthewl^ted^rb;u^b:d™^en'dl l^—^^^^-^^^^

,
^^orient state. T^^"^^ bSifi^^ ^ ^- -^

Whdome thou earnest with the morning f"^
'^^ ^.s nigher to heaven's spheres

V
' r'"'"^*^'^°'-'J'y"^"sic flowing fromEvenasamaid, whose stately brow The illimitable years ^

The dew-impearled winds of dawn have
"^ '

kissd

O Strengthen me, enlighten me !

-I taint m this obscurity,
'i'hou de\vy dawn of memoiy.

kiss'd.

When, she, as thou.
Stays on her floating locks the lovely

freight ',

The black earth with brilliance rare
" '°"'''' "°' ^'''^ ''^^^^s «f ''auntin''""^'

I vines '
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0Z>£ TO MEMORY.

le myriad

flaunt inrr

Unto mine inner eye,

L)ivinest Memory

!

Thou wert not nursed by the waf^rfall
WJnch ever sounds and shines
A pillar of white light upon the wallOf purple cliffs, aloof descried •

Come from the woods that belt the gray
hdl-side, *• '

The seven elms, the poplars four
That stand beside my father's door
And chiefly from tlie brook that lo'ves
i o purl o'er matted cress and ribbed sandOr d.mpic in the dark of rushy coves '

Drawing into his narrow earthen urn,'
In every elbow and turn,

The filter'd tribute ofthe rough woodland.
O ! hither lead thy feet

!

Pour round mine ears the livelong bleat
Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wattled

folds

Upon the ridged wolds,
When the first matin-song hath waken'd

loud

Over the dark dewy earth forlorn,
^Vhat time the amber morn
Forth gushes from beneath a low-liuntr

cloud.
*"

V.

Large dowries doth the raptured eye
To the young spirit present

I

When first che is wed
;

! And like a bride of old
In triumph led.

With music and sweet showers
Of festal flowers,

Unto the dwelling she must sway.
N\ ell hast thou done, great artist Me-

mory,

In setting ronnd thy first experiment
With royal frame-work of wroueht
gold;

^

Needs must thou dearly love thy first
essay,

And foremost in thy various gallery
Place it, where sweetest sunlight falls
Lpon the storied walls

j

For the discovery
And newness of thine art so pleased thee,
ihat all winch thou hast drawn of fairesi
Or boldest since, but lightly weighs

\\ith f.iee unto the love thou bearest
Hic first-born of thy genius. Artist-like
iiver retiring thou dost gaze
On the prime labour of thine early

days

:

'

No matter ^hat the sketch might be
;

\Miether the high field on the bushless
like,

Or even a sand-built ridge

I

Of heaped hills that mound the sea,
Overblown with murmurs harsh,
Or even a lowly cotlage whence'we sec
Stretch d wide and wild the waste enoi-

mous marsh,
Where from the frequent bridge,
Like emblems of infinity.

The trenched waters run from sky to
sky

;

Or a garden bower'd close
With plaited alleys of the trailing rose
Long alleys falling down to twilight grotsOr opening upon level plots
Of crowned lilies, standing near
Purple-spiked lavender :

Whither in after life retired
From brawling storms.
From weary wind.
With youthful fancy re-inspired.

We may hold converse with all forms
<-^t ttie many-sided mind,
And those whom passion hath not blinded,
bubtle-thoughted, myriad-minded

My fr,cnd, with you to live alone,
Were how much better than to o'wnA crown, a sceptre, and a throne '
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strengthen mc, enlighten mo !

1 faint in this obacurity,

Thou dewy cla\\a of memory.

SONG.

I.

A srrRir haunts tlic year's last hours
Dwellinf,' amid tlicsc yellowing bowers

;

To Jiiniieif he talks
;

For at eventide, listening earnestly,
v\t his work you may hear him soband ..igh

In the walks
;

Earthward he bowclli the heavy
stalks

Of the mouldering flo vers

:

Heavily hangs the broad Sl..n^o\^•cr

Over its grave i' the earth so chilly

;

llcavdy hangs the hollyhock,
Heavily hangs the tiger-lily.

'

n.

The air is damp, and hush'd, and close,
As a sick man's room when he takelh

repose

An hour before death
;

My very heart faints and my whole soul
grieves

At the moist rich sm .!! of the rotting
leaves,

And the breath

Of the fading edges ofbox beneath,
And the year's last rose.

Heavily hangs the broad sunflower
Over its grave i' the earth so chilly

;

Heavily hangs the hollyhock,

Heavily hangs the tiger-lily.

A CHARACTER.

With a half-glance upon the sky
At night he said, « The wanderings

Of this most intricate Universe
Teach mc the nothingness of things.'
Vet could not all creation pierce
Ueyond the bottom of his e) c.

He sp.ake of be.auty : that the dull
Saw no divinity in grass,

Life in dead stone?, or sjjirit in air

;

J'hcn looking as 'twere in a glass,

'

Hesmooth'd his chin and slcek'dhii hair
And said the earth was beautiful.

'

He spake of virtue : not tlic gods
More purely, when tlipy widi to charm
Pallas and Juno sitting by ;

And with a sweeping of the arm,
And a lack-lustre dead-blue eye,
Devolved his rounded periods.

Most delicately hour by hour
He canvass'd human mysteries,
And trod on silk, as if the winds
Blew liis own praises in his eyes.
And stood aloof from other minds
In impotence of fancied power.

With Jlpf .lepress'd as he v xxo meek,
Hiiiw'! ,.u 'nselfhesuid

:

Upon hiiuseh himself did feed :

Quiet, dispassionate, and cold,
And other than his form of creed.
With chlsell'd features clear and sleek

THE POET.

The poet in a golden clime \vas born,
With golden stars above •

Dower'd with the hate of hate, the scorn
of scorn

The love of love.
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T//JS POET\S MIND.

He saw thro' life and death, thro' good
and ill,

He saw thro' his own soul.

The marvel of the everlasting will,

An open scroll,

15cfurc liim lay : with echoing feet he
threaded

The secrctest walks of fame :

The viewless arrows of his thoughts were
headed

And wing'd with flame,

Like Indian reeds blown from his silver

Thus truth was multiplied on truth, tlw
world

Like one great garden show'd,
And thro' the wreaths of floating <fark

upcurl'd,

Rare sunrise flow'd.

And Freedom .ear'd in that august sunrise
Her beaut .il bold brow.

When riles and forms before his burning
(yes

Melted lik snow.

tongue.

And of so fierce a flight.

From Calpe unto Caucasus thry sung.
Filling with light

There was no blood upon her maiden robes
Sunn'd by those orient skies

;

But round about the circles of the globes
Of her keen eyes

And vagrant melodies the winds which bore
Them earthward till they lit

;

Then, like the arrow-seeds of the field

flower.

The fruitful wit

Cleaving, took root, and springing forth

anew

Where'er they fell, behold,
Like to the mother plant in semblance,

grew

A flower all gold,

And bravely furnish'd all abroad to fling

The winged shafts of truth,

Tothron-with stately blooms the breath-
ing spring

Of Hope and Youth.

So many minds did gird their orbs w;-.h

beams,

Tho' one did fling the fire.

Heaven flow'd upon the soul in many
dreams

Of high desire.

And in her raiment's hem was traced in

flame

Wisdom, a name to shake
All evil dreamsofpowrr—a sacred name.

And when she s ake,

Her words did gather tin der as they ran.
And as the lightninj. to the thunder

Which follows it, riving i j spirit of man,
Making earth wonucr.

So was their meaning to li- r words. No
sword

Of wrath her right arm whirl'd,
But one poor poet's scroll, and with his

word

She shook the world,

THE POET'S MLKD.

I.

Vex not thou the poet's mind
With thy shallow wit :

Vex not thou the poet's mind
;

I'or thou canst not fathom it.
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Clear and bright it should be ever,
Flowing like a crystal river

;

Bright as light, and clear as wind.

ir,

Dark-brow'd sophist, come not anear

;

All the place is holy ground
;

Hollow smile and frozen sneer

Come not here.

' Holy water will I pour
Into every spicy flower

Of the laurel-shrubs that hedge it around.
The flowers would faint at your cruel

cheer.

In your eye there is death,

There is frost in your breath
Which would blight the plants.

Where you stand you cannot hear
From the groves within

The wild-bird's din.

In the heart of the garden the merry bird
chants,

It would fall to the ground if you came

THE SEA-FAIRIES.

Slow .sail'd the weary mariners and saw,
Betwixt the green brink and the running

foam,

Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms
prest

To little harps of gold ; and while they
mused

Whispering to each other half in fear,
Shrill music reach'd them on the middle

sea.

m.

In the middle leaps a fountain

Like sheet lightning.

Ever brightening

With a low melodious thunder •

All day and all night it is ever drawn
From the brain of the purple mountain
Which stands in the distance yonder :

It springs on a level of bowery lawn.
And the mountain draws it from Heaven

above.

And it sings a song of undying love;
And yet, the' its voice be so clear and

full,
I

You never would hear it
; your ears are

so dull
;

So keep where you are : you are foul
with sin

;

It would shrink to the earth if you came
in.

Whither away, whither away, whither
away ? fly no more.

Whither away from the high green field,

and the happy blossoming shore ?
Day and night to the billow the fountain

calls

:

Down shower the gambolling waterfalls

I

From wandering over the lea :

Out of the live-green heart of the dells
They freshen the silvery-crimson shells,
And thick with white bells the clover-hill

swells

High over the full-toned sea :

O hither, come hither and furl your sails,

I

Come hither to me and to me :

j

Hither, come hither and frolic and play;
iiere it is only the mew that wails

;We will sing to you all the aay :

Mariner, mariner, furl your sails.

For here are the blissful downs and dales,
And merrily, merrily carol the gales.
And the spangle dances in bight 'and

bay.

And the rainbow forms and flies on the
land

Over the islands free

;

And the rainbow lives in the curve of the
sand;

Hither, come hither and see
;

Come a

Is

The hoi

An
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T/fli DESERTED HOUSE-THE DYING SWAN.
And the rainbow hangs on the poising

v/ave,

And sweet is the colour of cove and cave.
And sweet shall your welcome be :

O hither, come hither, and be our lords,
For merry brides are we :

We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak sweet
words

:

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten
With pleasure and love and jubilee :

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten
When the sharp clear twang of the golden

chords

Runs up the ridged sea.

Who can light on as happy a shore
All the world o'er, all the world o'er?
Whither away ? listen and stay : mariner,

mariner, fly no more.

THE DESERTED HOUSE.

IS

V.

Come away: for Life and Thought
Here no longer dwell

;

But in a city glorious—
A great and distant city—have bought
A mansion incorruptible.

Would they could have stayed with us !

Life and Thought have gone away
Side by side.

Leaving door and windows wide :

Careless tenants they J

IT.

All within is dark as night

:

In the windows is no light

;

And no murmur at the door,
So frequent on its hinge before.

in.
Close the door, the shutters close,

Or thro' the windows we shall see
The nakedness and vacancy

Of the dark deserted house.

IV.

Come away
: no more of mirth

Is here or merrj'-making sound.
The house was builded of the earth.

And shall fall again to ground.

7HE DYING SWAN.

I.

The plain was grassy, wild and bare.
Wide, v/ild, and open to the air,

Which had built up everywhere
An under-roof of doleful gray.

With an inner voice the river ran,
Adown it floated a dying swan,

And loudly did lament.
It was the middle of the day.

Ever the weary wind went on,
And took the reed-tops as it went,

ir.

Some blue peaks in the distance rose,
And white against the cold-white sky,
Shone out their crowning snows.
One willow over the river wept,

And shook the wave as the wind dfd sigh
;Above in the wind was the swallow.

Chasing itself at its own wild vvill.

And far thro' the marish green and
still

The tangled water-courses slept,
Shot over with purple, and green, and

yellow.

III.

The wild swan's death-hymn took the soul
Of that waste place with joy
Hidden in sorrow : at first to the ear
The warble was low, and full and clear

;

And floating about the under-sky.
Prevailing in weakness, the coronach

stole
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/I^OFE AND DEATH— Trrr,^ n a r l

.

~— tr:'Jf::;^fffjBALLAD OF ORIANA.

LOVE AND DEATH.
\\ nds were blowing, waters flowin..

^ .

^^'-'^^''"'^"'^ steeds to battle goin""What fme the mighty moon was gather- ,
, ,

^riana
;

^ ^'

>"gl<ght *'^^°"^^ t'^c hollow bugle blowintr
Love paced the thymy plots of Paradise

^"^^

And al about him roll-d his h,strous eyesmen, turmng round a cassia, full in view'Death, walkmg all alone beneath a yewAnd talkmg to himself, nrst met his siS'
* You miicf K . .. ,, o "•

»7

In tlie yew-wood black as night,

Oriana,
Ere I rode into the firrht

,,, *>^""""seii. mstmcthissieht • r.•vou ™s, tcE„„., 3„ia D»,.,„ . ,t; w„i,. wfe,r„,
°'

;t,i„,„ , .

,

Oriana,

Oriana,
I to thee my troth did plight,

Oriana.

Love wept and spread his sheeny vans
for flight

;

Vet ere he parted said, 'This hour is
thine :

Thou art the shadow of life, and as tlie
^^^ ''°°^ "P°" ''^e castle wall.

tree Oriana:
Stands m the sun and shadows all be-P^''^

'^'"'^'^^'^ "^y^rest among them '"
"eath. Oriana:

So in the light of great eternity ;^^^°
^^"^"^ "'^ %ht, she heard me callLife eminent creates the shade of death ;

^^ ^'" '"^^'^ '^'^'^ ^tept a foeman tall'The shadow passeth when the tree shall , Oriana,

Bu. if ;.„:».
^^-- -and the castle wall.But I shall reign for ever over all.'

THE BALLAD OF ORIANA
Mv heart is wasted with my woe,

Oriana.
There is no rest for mc below,

Oriana.

The bitter arrow went aside,

Oriana

:

The false, false arrow went aside,

Oriana :

The damned arrow glanced aside.And p.ercedtl^ heart, my love, my bride,
Onana •.

<^^riana.
. Oriana

!

^Vhen the long dun wolds are ribb'd with
^'^^^ '^""*' '"V 'i^e, my love, my bride

. ^ ,

«"°^. Oriana

!

^ '

And loud the Norland whirlwinds blow. Oh ! narrow, narrow wa, thOnana, ' "^yi^ow was the space.Oriana,
Alone I wander to and fro,

Oriana.

Ere the light on dark was growing,
Oriana.

At midnight the cock was crowing,
Oriana

Oriana.
Loud, loud rung out the bugle's brays,

Oriana.
Oh Ideathful stabs were dealt apaceThe battle deepen'd in its place,

Oriana
;

But I was down upon my face,

Oriana.

C
J



I8 CIRCUMSTANCE- THE MEKMAA\
i

.
They should havestabb'd mc where I lay,

j

Oriana

!

IIow could I rise and come away,

Oriana ?

IIow could I look upon the day ?

They should have ,stai)l)'d nic where I lay,

Oriana —
They should have trod mc into clay,

Oriana.

O breaking heart that will not break,

Oriana

!

pale, pale face so sweet and meek,

Oriana !

Thou smilest, but thou dost not speak,

And then the tears run dow n my clieek,

Oriana :

What wantest thou ? whom dost thou seek,

Oriana ?

1 cry aloud : none hear my cries,

Oriana.

Thou comest atween me and the skies,

Oriana.

I feel the tears of blood arise

Up from my heart unto my eyes,

Oriana.

Within thy heart my arrow lies,

Oriana.

O cursed hand I O cursed blow !

Oriana

!

O happy thou that liest low,

Oriana !

All night the silence seems to flow

Beside me in my utter woe,

Oriana.

A weary, weary way I go,

Oriana.

Thou liest licncath the greenwood tree,
I dare not die and come to thee,

Oriana.

\ hear the roaring of tjic soa,

Uriana.

CIRCUMSTANCE.

Two children in two neighbour villages

Playing mad pranks along the heathy leas;
Two strangers meeting at a festival

;

Two lovers whispering by an orchard
wall

;

Two lives bound fast in one with golden
case

;

Two graves grass-green beside a gray
church-tower,

Wash'd with still rains and daisy-blos-

somed ;

Two children in one hamlet born and
breii

;

So runs the round of life from hour to

hour.

THE MERMAN,

When Norland winds pipe down the sea,

Oriana,

I walk, I dare not think of thee,

Oriana,

Who would be
A merman bold,

Sitting alone,

Singing alone

Under the sea,

With a crown of gold.

On a throne ?

11.

I would be a merman bold,
I would sit and sing the whole of the day

;

I would idl the sea-halls with a voice of

l^ower ;

But at night I would roam abroad and play
With the mermaids in and out of the

rocks,

I
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THE MERMAID.
'9

Dressing their hair with the white sea-
tloiver

;

And holding tlicni back by their flowing
locks

I woidd kiss tlicm oftrn under llic sra,

And kixs them again till they kiss'd me
Laughingly, laughingly

;

And then we would wainlcr away, away
To the palc-grcen sea-groves straight and

high,

Ciiasing each other merrily.

Combing her hair

Under the sea,

In a golden curl

With a coml) of pearl,

On a throne ?

in.

There would be neither moon nor star
;

But the wave would make music above
us afar

—

Low thunder and light in the magic night—
Neither moon nor star.

We would call aloud in the dreamy dells,
Call to each other and whoop and cry

All night, merrily, merrily
;

Thoy would pelt me with starry spangles
and shells.

Laughing and clapping their hands be-
tween.

All night, merrily, merrily :

But I would throw to them back in mine
Turkis and agate and almondine :

Then leaping out upon them unseen
I would kiss them often under the sea.

And kiss them again till they kiss'd me
Laughingly, laughingly.

Oh ! what a happy life were mine
Under the hollow-hung ocean green !

Soft are the moss-beds under the sea
;

We would live merrily, merrily.

THE MERMAID.

1.

Who would be
A mermaid fair,

Singing alone,

I would be a mermaid fair

;

I would sing to myself the whole of the
day

;

With a comb of pearl I would comb my
hail

;

And still as I comb'd I would sing and
say,

' Who is it loves me ? who loves not me ?'

I would comb my hair till my ringlets
would liill

Low adown, low adown,
From under my starry sea- bud crown

Low adown and around,
And I should look like a fountain of gold

Springing alone

With a shrill inner sound.

Over the throne

In the midst of the hall
;

Till that great sea-snake under the sea
From his coiled sleeps in the central deeps
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold
Round the hall where I sate, and look in

at the gate

With his large calm eyes for the love of
me.

And all the mermen under the sea
Would feel their immortality
Die in their hearts for the l(jve of me.

Iir,

But at night I would wander away, away,
I would fling on each side my low-

flowing locks.

And lightly vault fiom the throne and play
With the mermen in and out of the

rocks
;

c a
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20 ADELINE.

We would run to and fro, and hide and
seek,

On the broad sea-wolds in the crimson
shells,

Whose silvery spikes arenighest the sea.
But if any came near I would call, and

shriek.

And adown the steep like a wave I would
leap

From the diamond-ledges that jut from
the dells

;

For I would not be kiss'd by all who
would list,

Of the bold merry mermen under the
sea

;

They would sue me, and woo me, and
flatter me.

In the purple twilights under the sea
;

But the king of them all would carrj-:
me,

Woo me, and win me, and marry me, '

In the branching jaspers under the sea

;

Then all the dry pied things that be
In the hueless mosses under the sea
Would curl round my silver feet silently,
All looking up for the love of me.
And if I should carol aloud, from aloft
All things that are forked, and horned

and soft
'

Would lean out from the hollow sphere of
the sea.

All looking down for the love of me.

Thy rose-lips and full blue eyes
'Jake the heart from out my breast

Wherefore those dim looks of thine,

"

Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ?

Wl
Wi

ADELINE,

I.

Mystery of mysteries,

Faintly smiling Adeline,

Scarce of earth nor all divine,
Nor unhappy, nor at rest.

But beyond expression fair

With thy floating flaxen haii

;

II.

Whence that aery bloom of thine,
Like a lily which the sun

Looks thro' in his sad decline.

And a rose-bush leans upon,
Thou that faintly smilct still,

As a Naiad in a well.

Looking at the set of day.
Or a phantom two hours old
Of a maiden past away.

Ere the placid lips be cold ?

Wherefore those faint smiles of thine.
Spiritual Adeline ?

in.
^V hat hope or fear or joy is thine ?
Who talketh with thee, Adeline?
For sure thou art not all alone.
Do beating hearts of salient springs

Keep measure with thine own ?

Hast thou heard the butterflies
MTiat they say betwixt their wings ?
Or in stillest evenings

With what voice the violet woos
To hi5 heart the silver dews ?

Or when little airs arise,

How the meiry bluebell rings
To the mosses underneath ?

Ilast thou look'd upon the breath
Of the lilies at sunrise ?

Wherefore that faint smile of thine,
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ?

IV.

Some honey -converse feeds thy mind.
Some spirit of a crimson rose
In love with thee forgets to close
His curtains, wasting odorous sighs

AH night long on darkness blind.
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^Vhat aileth thee? whom waitest thou
\Vith thy soften'd, shadow'd brow.

And those dew-lit eyes of thine
Thou faint smiler, Adeline ? '

V.

Lovest thou the doleful wind
When thou gazest at the skies?

Doth the low-tongued Orient
Wander from the side of the morn,
Dripping with Sabxan spice

On thy pillow, lowly bent
With melodious airs lovelorn

Breathing Light against thy face,
u hile his locks a-drooping twined
Round thy neck in subtle ring

Make a carcanet of rays.

And ye talk together still.

In the language wherewith Spring
Letters cowslips on the hill ?

Hence that look and smile of thine.
Spiritual Adeline.

MARGARET.

I.

O SWEET pale Margaret,
O rare pale Margaret,

What lit your eyes with tearful power.
Like moonlight on a falling shower ?
NV ho lent you, love, your mortal dower

Of pensive thought and aspect pale,
^ our melancholy sweet and frail

As perfume of the cuckoo-flower?
From the westward-winding flood,
l"rom the evening-lighted wood,

From all things outward you have
won

A tearful grace, as tlio' you stood
Between the rainbow nnd the sit

1 he very smile before you speak.
That dimples your transparent cheek,

I Encircles all the heart, and feedeth
1 he senses with a still delight

Of dainty sorrow without sound.
Like the tender amber round.

Which the moon about her spreadeth
Moving thro' a fleecy night.

Vou love, remaining peacefully.
To hear the murmur of the strife,
But enternot the toil of life.

Vour spirit is the calmed sea,

Laid by the tumult of the fight.
Vou are the evening star, alway

Remaining betwixt dark and bright-
1 -ull'd echoes of laborious day

Come to you, gleams of mellow light
Float by you on the verge of night.

III.

What can it matter, Margaret,
What songs below the waning stars

1 he hon-heart, Plantagenet,
Sang looking thro' his prison bars?

Exquisite Margaret, who can tell
The last wild thought of Chatelet,

Just ere the falling axe did part
The burning brain from the true heart
Even in her sight he loved so well?

IV.
A fairy shield your Genius made

I

And gave you on your natal day.
V our sorrow, only sorrow's shade,

Keeps real sorrow far away.
'

Vou move not in such solitudes,'

Vou are not less divine,
liut more human in your moods,

Than your twin-sister, Adeline.
\ our hair is darker, and your eyes

Touch'd with a somewhat darker hue,
And less aerially blue.

But ever trembling thro' the dew
Of dainty-woeful sympathies.
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V.

O sweet pale Margaret,
O rare pale Margaret,

Come down, come down, and hear me
speak :

Tie up the ringlets on your cheek :

The sun is just about to set,
The arching limes are toll and slmdy

And faint, rainy lights are seen,

'

Moving in the leavy beech
Rise from the feast of sorrow, lady

Where all day long you sit between
Joy and woe, and whisper each

Or only look across the lawn.
Look out below your bower-eaves.

Look down, and let your blue eyes dawn
Upon me thro' the jasmine-leaves

Andshaclow'dcovesonasunny
shore,

i lie choicest wealth of all iheearth,
Jewel or shell, or starry ore
I o deck thy cradle, Eleano're.

ELEANORE.

I.

Thy dark eyes open'd not.
Nor first reveal'd themse'lves to En-lish

air,
*•

For there is nothing here.
Which, from the outward to the mward

brought,

Moulded thy baby thought.
Far off from human neighbourhood,

Thou wert born, on a summer morn,A mile beneath the cedar-wood
Thy bounteous forehead was not fann'd

With breezes from our oaken glades.
But thou wert nursed in some delicious

land

Of lavish hghts, and floating shades-And flattering thyehildish thought
The oriental fairy brought.
At the moment of thy birth

From old well-heads of haunted rills,
^nd the hearts of purple hills.

11,

Or the yellow-banded bees,
i nro' half-open lattices

Coming in the scented breeze
Fed thee, a child, lying .;ione,

^\ith whitest honey in fairy gar-
dens cull'd—

^

A glorious child, dreaming alone.

With th;""'"'?''-^'"^"">''^'''''"g
''"-".

\N ith the hum of swarming bees
Into dreamful slumber hiU'd.

UJiomaymmisterto thee?
Summer herself should minister

To thee, with Auitagegoklen-rinded
On gol.len salvers, or ,t may be.

youngest Autumn, in a bower
G.-ape.th,cken'd from the light, and

bbnded

With many a deep-hued bell-like
ilowcr

Offrngrant trailers, when the air
Sleepeth over all the heaven
And the crag that fronts the EvenAH along the shadowy shore.

Crimsons over an inland mere,

Eleiinore
!

How may full-sail'd verse express,
ilow may measured words adore
The full-flowing harmony

Ofthyswan-hkestateliness,

Elchnore ?

The luxuriant symmetry
Of thy floating gracefulness,

Eleanore ?
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ELEANORE.

Everyturn and glance of thine,

,

Every lineament divine,

ElcHnore,
And tile steady sunset glow
TIml stays upon thee? For in thee
T-* """""gsud,len, nothing sinrrle-

E.kc two streams of incense free
From one censer in one shnne,

'>""g'>t and motion mingle
Mmgicevcr. Motions flow
To one another, even as tho'
They were modulated so

To an vmheard melody,
\\h.ch lives about thee, and a sweepOf richest ,,auses, evermore

Drawn fron, each other mellow-deep • '

Who may express thee, Eleanore?

Ev'n while we gaze on it,

Should slowly round his orb, and slowly
grow '

To a full face, there like a sun remain
J' IX d—then as slowly fade again

And clrawitselftowhat
it was' before •

So full, so deep, so slow,
Thought seems to come and go

In thy large eyes, imperial Eleanore.

vir.

_ V.
I stand before thee, Elednorc

;

I see thy beauty gradually unfold,
Dady and hourly, more and more
i muse, as in a trance, the while

Slowly, as from a cloud of gold
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile!
i muse, as in a trance, whene'er

The languors of thy love-deep eyes
I'loat ontomc. I would I were

So tranced, so rapt in ecstasies,
lo stand apart, and to adore,
(iazing on thee for evermore,
Serene, imperial Elctinore I

'

VI.

Sometimes, with most intensity
Gazing, I seem to see
Thought fol.led over thought, smiling

asleep,
"

Slowly awaken'd, grow so full and deep
In thy large eyes, that, overpower'd quite
I cannot veil, or droop my sight,
isut am as nothing in its light

:

As tho' a star, in inmost heaven set,

As thunder-clouds that, hung on higTi
Roof'd the world with doubt and fJar

Floatmg thro' an evening atmosphere. '

I

Grow gokbii all about the sky •

In thee al! passion becomes passionless,
Touch'd by thy spirit's mellowness
Losmg his fire and active might '

In a silent meditation,

I

Falling into a still delight.

And luxury of contemplation-
As waves that up a quiet cove

Rolling slide, and lying still

Shadow forth the banks at will •

Or sometimes they swell and move '

Tressing up against the land, '

With motions of the outer sea-
And the self-same influence'
Controlleth all the soul and sense

O' I assion gazing upon thee
H.S bow-string slacken'd, languid Love,
Leaning his cheek upon his hand,
Broops both his wings, regarding thee.
And so would languish evermore,
Serene, nnperial Eleanore.

VIII.

But when I see thee roam, with tresses
unconfined,

W'hile the amorous, odorous wind
Breathes low between the sunset and

the moon

;

Or, in a shadowy saloon,



I

—

EARL Y SON-NETS.

On silken cushions half reclined
;

I watch thy grace; a,. 1 in its place
My heart a charmed slumber keeps,
While I muse upon thy fl^e •

And a languid fire creeps

Thro' my veins to all my frame,
Dissolvingly and slowly : soon

From thy rose-red lips my name
Floweth

; and then, as in a swoon,
With dinning sound my cars are rife,

My tremulous tongue faltcrcth,
I lose m> colour, I lose my breath,
I drink the cup of a costly death,

Brimm d with delirious draughts of warm
est life.

I die with my delight, l;efore

I liear what I would hear f,jn;
thee

;

Yet tell my name again to me,
I would be dying evermore,
So dying ever, Elcanore.

And when the sapjjy field and wood
Grow green beneath the showery gray

And rugged barks begin to bud,
And thro' damp holts new-flush'd with

may,

King sudden scritches of the jay,

Then lei vi^e Nature work her will,

^

And on my clay her darnel grow
;Come only, when the days are still.

And at n.y headstone whisper low.
And tell me if the woodbines blow.

EARLY SONNETS,

I.

My life is full of weary days.
But good things have not kept aloof.

T^or wander'd into other ways :

I have not lack'd thy mild reproof
Nor golden largess of thy praise.

And now shake hands across the brink
Of that deep grave to which I go •

bhake hands once more: I cannot sink

^ far-far down, but I shall know
ITiy voice, and answer from below.

n.
VVhen in the darkness over me
The four-handed mole shall scrape.

Want thou no dusky cypress-tree,
Nor wreathe thy cap with doleful crape,
But pledge me in the flowing grape.

TO .

!

As when with downcast eyes we muse
and brood,

And ebb into a former life, or seem
1 o lapse far back in some confused dream
lo states of mystical similitude •

If one but speaks or hems or stirs his chair
Jver the wonder waxeth more and more'
>So that we say, « All this hath been before,'AH this hath been, I know not when or

M'here.'

So, friend, Mhu; first I look'd upon your
face,

Our thought gave answer each to each, so
true

—

Opposed mirrors each reflecting each-
iiiat tho' I knewnot in what timeorplace,Methought that I had often met with youAnd either lived in either's heart and

speech.

TI.

I

TO J. M. K.

My hope and heart is with thee- thou
I wilt bo
A latter Luther, and a soldier-priest

3



'«>«iM«MMMMilii

i and wood
2 showery gray,

bud,

ew-ilush'd with

fthc jay,

< licr will,

iiel grow
;

are still,

lisper low,

bines blow,

ETS.

yes we muse

or seem

infused dream
Kle

;

itirshis chair,

re and more,

been before,

not when or

d upon your

h to each, so

ng each—
nie or place,

et with you,

! heart and

thee— thou

priest

EARLY SONNETS.

To scare church-harpies from the master's
fcarit

;

Our dusted velvets have much need of
thee

:

Thou art no sabbath-drawler of old saws,
Distill'd from some worm-canker'd ho-

mily
;

But spurr'd at heart with fierie.t energy
To embattail and to wall about thy cause
With iron-worded proof, hating to hark
The humming of the drowsy pulpit-drone
Half God's good sabbath, while the worn-

out clerk

Brow-beats his desk below. Thou from
a throne

Mounted in heaven wilt shoot into the
dark

Arrows of lightnings. I will stand and
mark.

itr.

25

IV.

ALEXANDER.

Warrior of God, whose strong right
arm debased

The throne of Persia, when her Satrap
bled '

AtLssusbytheSyri.'mgates,orfled
Beyond the Mcmmian naphtha-pits, dis-

graced

For ever-thee (thy pathway sand-erased)
Ol.dmg with equal crowns two serpents

led

Joyful to that palm-planted fountain-fed
Ammonian Oasis in the waste.
There in a silent shade of laur'el brown

Apart the Chamian Oracle divine
Shelter'd his unapproached mysteries :

High things were spoken there, unhanded
down

;

Only they saw thee from the secret
shrine

Returning with hot cheek and kindled
eyes.

V.

BUONAPARTE.

Mine be the strength of spirit, full and
free,

Like some broad river rushing down
alone,

With the selfsame impulse wherewith he
was thrown

From his loud fount upon the echoing

Which wUh i„c,»sl„g ,„:,„. ,«h r„,„a,,, H. ,ho„8l,. ,„ <,„„ ,„c ..ubbom hearts

%.o„n.^,„.Uow„, .,„a hi,,, .,„acape, Ma<..».:^ft c,.,„ „i.h chain, a„. hi„<,

Mine £1 p„„.„ „hich e., . i. ^/t:t;^:ir s?:::,T.t;

EVn as ,he wa,m julf-stream of F,„ri,,a Po,! afc pcT.t' K • • . ,Floats lar away into the Nottliem se« i I „ V- "J""'
"": Bniiih bailie broke,

The lavish g,„;a,s of s„„,h:*MeSL 'sal*.
'^"'"" ""= '^°P"'=

i
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We taught him lowlier moods, when El-
sinorc

Heard the war moan along the distant sea,
Kocking with shattcr'd spars, with sudden

fires

Flamed over: at Trafalgar yet once niore
We taught him : late he learned humility
Tcrforce, like those whom Gideon school'd

with briers.

vr.

POLAND.

IlDWlong, O God, shall men be ridden
down,

And trampled under by the last and least
Of men ? The heart of Poland hath not

ceased

To quiver, tho' her sacred blood doth
drown

The fields, and out of every smouldering
town

Cries to Thee, lest brute Power be in-

creased,

Till that o'ergrown Barbarian in the East
Transgress his ample bound to some new

crown :

—

Cries to Thee, 'Lord, how long shall

these things be ?

How long this icy-hearted Muscovite
Oppress the region?' Us, O Just and

Good,

Forgive, who smiled wlu n she was torn
in three

;

Us, who stand now, when we should aid
the right

—

A matter to be wept with tears of blood

And run thro' every change of sharp
and flat

;

And Fancy came and at her i)iIlowsat,
When Sleep had bound her in his rosy

band.

And chased away the still-.ecurring

gnat.

And woke her with a lay from fairyland,
liut now they live with Ucauty less and

less.

For Hope is other Hope and wanders
far.

Nor cares to lisp in love's delicious
creeds

;

And Fancy watches in the wilderness,
Poor Fancy sadder than a single star.

That sets at twilight in a land of
reeds.

viir.

VII.

Caress'd or chidden by the slender hand.
And singing airy trifles this or that.

Light Hope at Beauty's call would perch
and stand.

The form, the form alone is eloquent

!

A nobler yearning never broke her
rest

Than but to dance and sing, be gaily
drest,

And win all eyes with all accomplish-
nient :

Yet in the whirling dances as we went.
My fancy made me for a moment blest
To fmd my heart so near the beauteous

breast

That once had power to rob it of content.
A moment came the tenderness of tears.
The phantom of a wish that once could

move,

A ghost of passion that no smiles
restore

—

For ah ! the slight coquette, she can-
not love,

And if you kiss'd herfeet a thousand years,
She still would take the praise, and

care no more.
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IX.

Wan Sculptor, weep.csl thou to take the
cast

Of those dead lineaments that near thee
lie ?

'Twere joy, not fear, claspt hand-in-hand
with thee,

To wait for death-mute -careless of all
ills.

Apart upon a mountain, tho' the surge
"^ ' 'M''"i upon a mountain, tho' the surge

sorrovvest thou, pale Painter, for the I

*^'" '"'"<= "''^^'^'-•'"Ke from a thousand hills

,
P':^«f.

j

'''""g '^•''Rues of roaring fuam into the
In pamtmg some dead fiicnd from

memory?
Weep on

: beyond his object Love can
last

:

Ilis object lives : more cause to weep
have I :

^1

My tears, no tears of love, are flowing fast,

No tears of love, but tears that I.ovcl^ hR'DKSMaid, ere the happy knot was
can die. tied.

gorge

Helow us, as far on as eye could see.

xr.

THE BRIDEbMAID.

can die

I pledge her not in any cheerful cup,
Nor care to sit beside her where she

sits

—

Ah pity—hint it not in human tones,
But breathe it into earth and close it up

'

Thine eyes so wept that they could
hardly see

;

Thy sister smiled and said, 'No tears
for me !

A happy bridesmaid makes a happy
bride.'\\ 1th secret death for ever, in the pilj
bride.'

Which some green Christinas crams ^^"'^ "^*^"' ''^'^ couple standing side by
with wearv linnpe side.with weary bones.

If I were loved, as I desire to be,
What is there in the great sphere of the

earth.

And range of evil between death and
birth,

That I should fear,— if I were loved by
thee ?

^

All the inner, all the outer world of pain
Clear Love would pierce and cleave, if

thou wert mine,
As I have heard that, somewhere in the

main.

Fresh-water springs come up through
bitter brine.

side.

Love lighted down between them full

of glee.

And over his left shoulder laugh'd at
thee,

'O happy bridesmaid, make a happy
bride.'

^'^

And all at once a pleasant truth I learn'd.
For while the tender service made thee

M-eep,

I loved thee for the tear ihou couldst not
hide.

And prest thy hand, and knew the press
return'd.

And thought, 'My life is sick of single
sleep :

O happy bridesmaid, make a liapnv
bride 1'

^^^

4
f



'^HE LADY OF SHALOTT,
AND OTHER POEMS.

^//^ lADV OF SffALOTT.

PART r,

0-V either side the river Jie

And thro- the field the m, i

Gazing where the lihes Wow
^°'

«ound an island there beio:.
The island of Shalott.

S^r '''"^^«' aspens quiver

Fo»rJ!°:!?f'^T^«CameIot.

And the sdent isle imbowers
i^lieLadyofShaJott.

The shallop fl^t'etlor^''''P nitteth
sdken-sail'd

Or is <!},» b ^^^" her stand >^r IS she known in aiu,e land,The Lady of Shalott?

IAnd h'Jr"
'° """" <^''"» o,

,

PART II.

^'^hehasheardawCe'r
'AcurseisonherifshVsty

>e Wst^tTtir^'-^^^^-
Andsoshewearethsttur'"^^'^^'
Andlit^eotHercareSt,

(

^^^^'-''ly of Shalott.

And movinrr tiir„> ., _.
Thnf I. ^ ° '^ mirror clear

l»»o„„..,rJfromSh.l«,^

n «mbling pad,
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Sometimes a curly shepherd -lad.
I Or long-hair-d page in crimson clad

, . ^ ^°^' ^3^ '« tower'd Camelot :

;

And sometimes thro' the mirror blue

She hath no loyal knight and true
IheLadyofShalott.

'

But in her web she still delights
To weave the mirror's magic si-hts
For often thro' the silent nights '

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, went to Camelot

:

Or when the moon was overhead,
Came two young lovers lately wed •

'I am halfsick of shadows, 'said '

The Lady of Shalott.

TART III.

A Bow-siror from her bower-eaves
He rode between the barley-sheaves,

1
he sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,And flamed upon the brazen greaves

Of bold Sir Lancelot,
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd
To a lady in his shield,
That sparkled on the yellow field,

Beside remote Shalott.

1 he gemmy bridle glitter'd free
Like to some branch of stars we' see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily

As he rode down to Camelot :And from his blazon'd baldric slungA mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

*
iu- 'f

^^^ ''''"^ unclouded weather
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather.

BnrnT T'
'"^ '^' helmet-feather

Burn d like one burning flame together
As he rode down to Camelot. '

As often thro' the purple night.
Below the starry clusters bright

I Some bearded meteor, trailing light
Moves over still Shalott. '

His broad dear brow in sunlight glow'd •

On burnish'd hooves his war-hisetrode:
'
rom underneath his helmet flow'd

'

His coal-black curls as on he rode

r.om the bank and from the riverHe flash'dmto the crystal mirror,
Tirra lirra,' by the river

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom.
She made three paces thro' the roomShe saw the water-lily bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,

Onffl ^'It
"'"* ^°^n to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide-The mirror crack'd from side to sid;
;The curse ,s come upon me.' cried

1 he Lady of Shalott.

TART IV.

In the Stormy east-wind straining.
The pale yellow woods were waning,The broad stream in his banks complain-

Heavily the low sky raining
Over tower'd Camelot

;Down she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat
And round about the prow ^he wrote

T/ie Lady of Shalott.

Und down the river's dim expanse
I

Like some bold seer in a trance,



io

I

MARIAA'A IN THE SOUTH.

Seeing all his own mischance—
With a glassy countenance

Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay •

The broad stream bore her far away, '

The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right—
The leaves upon her falling light-
Thro' the noises of the night

She floated down to Camelot

:

And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They heard her singing her last song,

The Lady of Shalott,

Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly.
And her eyes were darken'd wholly,

Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.
For ere she reached upon the tide

'

The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died.

The Lady of Shaloit.

Under tower and balcony,
By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by.
Dead-pale between the houses high,

Silent into Camelot.
Out upon the wharfs they came,
Knight and burgher, lord and dame.
And round the prow they read her name.

The Lady of Shalott,

Who is this ? and what is here ?
And in the lighted palace near
Died the sound of royal cheer

;

And they cross'd themselves for fear.

All the knights at Camelot

:

j

But Lancelot mused a little space •

He said, ' She has a lovely face j

'

I

God in his mercy lend her grace,'

TheLady of Shalott.'

MARIANA IN THE SOUTH.

With one black shadow at its feet,
The house thro' all the level shines

Close-latticed to the brooding heat,
'

And silent in its dusty vines :

A faint-blue ridge upon the right.
An empty river-bed before,
And shallows on a distant shore.

In glaring sand and inlets bright.
But 'Ave Mary,' made she moan,
And 'Ave Mary/ night and morn.

And ' Ah,
'
she san> , ' to be all alone.

To live forgotten, and loveforiorn.'

She, as her carol sadder grew,
From brow and bosom slowly down

Thro' rosy taper fingers drew
Her streaming curis of deepest brown

lo left and right, and made appear'
Still-lighted in a secret shrine.
Her melancholy eyes divine.

The home of woe without a tear.
And 'Ave Mary,' was her moan,

|

' Madonna, sad is night and morn;

'

And 'Ah,' she sang. 'to he all alone,
I o live forgotten, and love foriorn.'

Till all the crimson changed, and past
Into deep orange o'er the sea.

Low on her knees herself she cast.
Before Our Lady murmur'd she •

Complaining, 'Mother, give me gr'ace
10 help me of my weary load.'
And nn tlig linnii-l m; i

1 he clear perfection of her face.

i

I

To
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THE TWO VOICES.

'Is this the form,' she made her
moan,

* That won his praises night and
mom ?

'

And «Ah,' she said, 'but I wake
alone,

I sleeo forgotten, I wake forlorn.'

Nor bird would sing, nor lamb would
bleot,

Nor any cloud would cross the vault.
But day increased from heat to heat,
On stony drought and steaming salt

;

Till now at noon she slept again,
And seem'd knee-deep in mountain

grass,

And heard her native breezes pass.
And runlets babbling down the glen.

She breathed in sleep a lower moan,
And murmuring, as at night and
mom.

She thought,' My spirit is here alone,
Walks forgotten, and is forlorn.''

Dreaming, sjie knew it was a dream :

She felt he was and was not there.

She woke : the babble of the stream
Fell, and, without, the steady glare

Shrank one sick willow sere and small.

The river-bed was dusty-white
;

And all the furnace of the light

Stnick up against the blinding wall.

She whisper'd, with a stifled moan
More inward than at night or

morn,

* Sweet Mother, let me not here alone
|

Live forgotten and die forlorn.'

And, rising, from her bosom drew
Old letters, breathing of her worth.

For 'Love,' they said, 'must needs be
true.

To what is loveliest upon earth.'

An image seem'd to pass the door.
To look at her with slight, and say
' But now thy ijeauty flows away.

So be alone for evermore.'
' O cruel heart,

' she changed her tone,
•And cruel love, whose end is scorn.

Is this the end to be left alone.
To live forgotten, and die 'brlorn ?

'

But sometimes in the falling day
An image seem'd to pass the door,

To look into her eyes and say,

'But thcu Shalt be alone no more.'
And flaming downward over all

From heat to heat the day decreased,
And slowly rounded to the east

The one bb.ck shadow from the wall.
'The day to night,' she made her

moan,

'The day to night, the night to
morn,

And day and night I am left alone
To live forgotten, and love forlorn.'

At eve a dry cicala sung.

There came a sound as of the sea
;

Backward the lattice-blind she flung'
And lean'd upon the balcony.

There all in spaces rosy-bright

Large Ilesper glitter'd on her tears.
And deepening thro' the silent spheres

Heaven over Heaven rose the night.
And weeping then she made her moan,

'The night comes on that knows not
morn,

When I shall cease to be all alone.

To live forgotten, and love forlorn.'

THE TWO VOICES.

A STILL small voice spake unto me,
' Thou art so full of misery.

Were it not better not to be ?

'



Then to the still small voice I said;
Let me not cast in endless shade

\Vhat IS so wonderfully made.'

To which the voice did urge reply;
i 0-day I saw the dragon-fly

Come from the wells where he did lie.

'An inner impulse rent the veilOf h.s old husk .-from head to tailCame out clear plates of sapphire mail.

•
He dned his wings Mike gauze they

grew

:

^

Thro; crofts and pastures wet with dewA livmg flash of light he flew.'

I said, .When first the world beganYoung Nature thro' five cycle, ranAnd m the sixth she moulded m":

'She gave him mind, the lordl-'est
Proportion, and, above the rest,
Dommion in the head and breast.'

?J7;!?,
"^^^i'ent voice replied

;

Self-blmaed^reyoubyyourpHde.
Look up tlW night: the world's wide.

'This truth within thy mind rehear.seThat m a boundless universe
Is bcundless better, boundless worse

THE TWO VOICES.

Towl,chheanswer'dscofl5ngIy;
Good soul

- suppose I grantitheepMio
11 M-eep for thy deficiency? '

'Or will one beam be less intense.
VVhen thy peculiar difference

jlscancell'dinthcworldofsense?'

I would have said, ' Thou can«f n^f i

BuMnyfullheart,\hatr,?ri^r''

I

Ram'd thro' my sight its overflow

Again the voice spake unto me:
Thou art so steep'd in miserv.

Surely 'twere better not to be.

'Thine anguish will not let thee sleep
Jor any train of reason keep.

^'

Thou canst not think, but thou wilt weep.'

Ilf I'i'?? ^T"
^''^ '^^''^"ffeadvance:

;" 7"'^%^'^^ "ly countenance.

,

I shut my hfe from happier chance.

•Some turn this sickness yet mijrht tal-^tv'n yet.' But he • ' \\:\L t

'

A wilher'd nn '''""e: can make^^iinei d palsy cease to shake ?'

NC'aVr";',^''^""^''^'^'^--
In t fi of

""' ^'!^ '^°'-"
-''' Wowin tufts of rosy-tinted snow

J

fho thou wert scatter'd to the windYet IS there plenty of the kind.'
*

Then did my response clearer fall .No compound of this earthly balJIs hke another, all in all
'

I

' Yet, 'said the secret voice ' <=nm„ r
Sccner or later wll

^°"etmie,

Would sweep the ti
-^ '

I
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>. ot less the bee would range her cell,
1 he furzy prickle fire the dL ''

The foxglove cluster dappled bells.'

I said that 'all the years invent-
Each month is various to present
The world with some development.

'Were this not well, to bide mine hour.Tho watchmg from a ruin'd towerHow grows the day of human power?'

;The highest-mounted mind,' he said,
Stdl sees the sacred morning spreadThe silent summit overhead.

'Will thirty seasons render plain
Those Ion: lyiights that still rem..in,
Just breakmg over land and main ?

This )s more vile.' he made reply,
To breathe and loathe, to live an I sighjThan once from dread ofpain to die '

Sick art thou-a divided will
Mill heaping on the fear of ill
i he fear of men, a coward still.

'Do men love thee? Art thou so boundTo men, that how thy name may sound
^^ ill vex thee lying underground?

,

' The memory of the wither'd leafIn endless time is scarce more brief

I

Ihan of the gamer'd Autumn-sheaf.

j'Go, vexed Spirit, sleep in trust;
I
The right ear. that is fiU'd with dust,Hears httleofthe false or just'

*'l-^'S"''i;P'''''*''^^''"«'^"dletIhyfeet, millenniums hence, besetIn midst of knowledge, dream-d not yet

Nay-rather yet that I could raiseOne hope that warm'd me in the days
h^hile still I yeam'd for human pr'iL' ^' ""'"d" praise,

ihou hast not gain'd a real height <Wi,.„ -^ .Nor art thou nearer to the light, A„. \r ' '" '°"' ""^ ^°'^ °f tongue.
Because the scale is infinite. ru J '^' ''"*' ^ P^"^^^ ^"^ sung,

I i he distant battle flash'd and rung

ThIrc";'""°''°'^^-*''«-«p-K-.jhan ciy for strength, remaining weakAnd seem to find, but still to seek
'

I sung the joyful P^ean clear.
And sitting, burnish'd without fear
The brand, the buckler, and the spear-

• Moreover, but to seem to find I .w •.•

Asks whit thoulackest, thought rc< im VI
L^^'""^.*^ '^"^^'^ a happy strife.

A healthy .rame, a qui^t mind ' ^^ ' I°7"
^"^ ^'^''^^od to the kniVe.'

I And not f-n loc-, tu t ,,.- '

I said 'When I am gone away.
He dared not tarry," men will say.

i^oing dishonour to my clay.

'

.

—-^v-i.uuu lu me Kniie
And not to lose the good of life-

'Some hidden principle to move,
To put together, part and prove,

I

And mete the bounds ofhate and love -

D
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'As far as might be, to carve out
Free space for eveo^ human doubt.
That the whole mind might orb about-

' To search thro' all I felt or saw,
The springs of life, the depths of aweAnd reach the law within the law :

'

•At least, not rotting like a weed,

Fiuitful of further thought and deed,

'To pass, when Life her light with-
draws,

Not void of righteous self-applause.
Nor m a merely selfish causc-

' In some good cause, not in mine own.To per.sh. wept for. honour'd. knownAnd like a warrior overthrown
;

'Whose eyes are dim with gl ious
tears.

When, soii'd with noble dust, he hears
His country's war-song thrill his ears :

'Then dying of a mortal stroke.
What time th« foeman's line is broke,And all the war is roU'd in smoke '

' Yea I
'
said the voice, ' thy dream was

good.

While thou abodest in the bud.
It was the stirring of the blood.

'If Nature put not forth her power
About the opening 6f the flower,
Who is it that could live an hour?

'Yet hadst thou, thro' enduring pain

^;"^l"7'^'°-"th with su'h a chainOfkmtted purport, all were vain.

'Thou hadst not between death and birth
Dissolved the riddle of the earth
So were thy labour little-worth.

*

'That men with knowledge merelyplay'd
I told thee-hardly nigher made,^ ^ '

Tho scaling slow from grade to grade

;

•Much less this dreamer, deaf and blind,
Nanied man. may hope some truth to findThat bears relation to the mind.

'For every M-orm beneath the moonW T?""'
'^''''^'' '^"^'- ^^'^ '-^nd soon

Spins, toiling out his own cocoon.

'Cry, faint not : either Truth is born
Beyond the polar gleam foriorn,
<-rm the gateways of the morn.

'Cry, faint not, climb : the summits slopeBeyond the furthest flights of hope, ^
^Viapt in dense cloud from base to cope.

'Sometimes a little corner shines.
As over rainy mist inclines

*^'''"fT^'
t^e cl^eck, the change, the

Pain rises up, old pleasures pall,
mere IS one remedy for all.

A gleaming crag with belts of pines.

• I will go forward, sayest thou,
I shall not fail to find her now
Look up, the fold is on her brow.

'If straight thy track, or if oblique,
Thou know'st not. Shadows thoL dost

strike.

Embracing cloud, Ixion-like

;

'And owning but a little more
Than beasts, abidest lame and poor.
Calhngthyselfa little lower
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THE TWO VOICES.

'Than angels. Cease to wail and brawl •

Why mch by inch to darkness crawl?
There is one remndy for all.'

'0 dull, one-sided voice,' said I,
' Wilt thou make everything a li'e

To flatter me that I may die ?

• I know that age to age succeeds,
Blovvmg a noise of tongues and deeds,A dust of systems and of creeds.

'I cannot hide that some have striven
Achieving calm, to whom was given

'

The joy that mixes man with Heaven :

'Who, rowing Jmrd against the stream.
Saw distant gates of Eden gleam.
And did not dream it was a dream

^

' But heard, by secret transport led,
Ev'n m the charnels of the dead.
The murmur of the fountain-head—

' Which did accomplish their desire,
Bore and forbore, and did not tire,

'

Like Stephen, an unquenched fire.

' He heeded not reviling tones,
Nor sold his heart to idle moans,
Tho' cursed and scorn'd, and bruised with

stones :

' But looking upward, full of grace,
He pray'd, and from a happy place
God's glory smote him on the face.'

The sullen answer slid betwixt :

' Not that the grounds of hope were fix'd,
The elements were kjndlicr mix'd.'

I said, ' I toil beneath the curse,
But, knowing not the universe,

*

I fear to slide from bad to worse.

'And that, in seeking to undo
One riddle, and to find the true,
I knit a hundred others new :

'Or that this anguish fleeting hence,
Unmanacled from bonds of sense
Be fix'd and fro^'n to permanence

'For I go, weak from suffering here •

Naked I go, and void of cheer •

What is it that I may not fear
?*'

^'Consider well,' the voice replied,

W ,?5f''
i^'"/

''''° ^^"'•^ «5"ce liath died
;U lit thou find passion, pain or pride ?

'Will he obey when one commands?
Or answer should one press his hands ?He answers not, nor understands.

'His palms are folded on his breast •

There is no other thing expressed
But long disquiet merged in rest.

'His lips are very mild and meek .

Iho one should smite him on the cheekAnd on the mouth, he will not speak.

'His little daughter, -.hose sweet faceHe kiss'd. taking his last embrace,
Becomes dishonour to her race—

'His sons grow up that bear his name,
Some growto honour, sometoshame,-
But he IS chill to praise or blame.

'He will not hear the north-wind rave,
Nor, moaning, household shelter crave
From winter rains that beat his grave.

'High up the vapours fold nnd cu-im •

About him broods the twilight dim:
'

ihe place he knew forgetteth him.'
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J^^or canst th'ou show the dead are dead.

'TJie sap dries up: the plant declinesA deeper tale my heart divines.Wv I not Death .'the outward signs?

^I found him when my years were few.A shadow on the graves I knew,
'

And darkness in the village yew.

'From grave to grave the shadow crentIn her still place the morning ^pT!^'Touch'd by his feet the daisy slept.

'The simple senses crown'd his head •

.^nega
' thou art Lord,"4S •

^\ ef^nd no motion in the dead."

sSthaTpir/^^-'---.
-t.a^r::^^^-s::;t^^'

Bywhch he doubts against";e sense?

'He owns the fatal gift of eyesThat read his spirit blindlyS
^otsnnpleasathingthat'dies.'

j'"/^^^''^,^'^ shaping wings to fly.H's heart forebodes a mystery.
^•

He names the name Eternity;
"

J<wVatu>e can he nowhere find.He sows himselfon every wind.

^^Dour A.-orking to an end.

^

The end and the beginning vex

"itn motions, check-! n„ 1

checks. ' """^ ^°""'«-^r-

U"'^"^^^^''^^^"^^^
in his bloodAt such strange war with somethinrr cood

I

He may not do the thing he wo2.^'
Heaven opens inward, chasms yaM-n

'a.l .1« „n,l ;,„,„„ „„,

Assurance only breeds resolve.'

As when a billow, blown against

itiet.:^T^^'''^^^'-^''^^ceasea, but recommenced.

(Jn clays that never come agaTn.

I
'Before the little ducts beganTo feed thy bones with Iime\nd rnn

I

"''"'^'^'''^ouw.rt also man:
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A hfe of nothing,,
„,^^,,i

-on. hn,t ,.,,,,,,, ^^/,^.
i that last nothing under e..rth-

•

Or ,f thro' lower lives I came,Tho all experience past became
Consolidate in mind and frame-.,Tu ,

"'"' "ame-
These words, 'I,said <nr,. J;i u
No eertain clearness, bu't at best "''V '"'^^'' '^'S^' ^^ ^^aker lot

;

No certain clearness, but at bestA vague suspicion of the breast:

'But if I grant, tlu,umightst defendThe thesis which thy words intend-
^''^t to begin implies to end;

Jiecnuse my memory is so cold,That I /irst was in human mould?

'I cannot mala, this nutter phin

f I;ould shoot, howe'cr n'-alnA random arrow from the biain.

' J; njay be tliat no life is f„„„,,.

I alls off, but cycles always round.

'As old mythologies rebto,
^onie draught of Lethe might awaitThe slipping thro' from state to 21.

5^.^;^n:t'r''^'^'^^"^"-''"i-y lajj 111 tinncc again.

Asr^f r

"'''''""•
^^•'^''^"''^••'^^"ch

^l !?;.'!.'-'^'r^''"-'--->ch,

for IS not our first year forgot?
The haunts of memory echo not.

'And men, whose reason long was blind•rom cells of madness unconLd''
Oft lose whole years of darker mind.

' Much „,ore, if first I floated free.AS naked essence, must I be
Incompetent of memory:

I
'For memory dealing but with time,

I ivl 1 r'^'
'"'"'' ^^°"'^ ^he climb

I

'^'>°"^1 her own material prime ?

'Moreover, something is or seems,
1
lauouches me with mystic gleams,

l-'U glimpses of forgotten dreams-

'
Ofsomething felt, like somethinghere:

Ofsomething done, Iknow not where
^uch as no language may declare.' '

The still voice laugh'd.
'Not with thy dreams,
ihy pain is a reality.'

'I talk, 'said he,

Suffice it thee

—
,

...uv....oer much \vi"'
'^'°"'' '*'"'''

^' '^^^^t miss'd thy mark

IHifl lapsed from nobler place"jome legend of a fallen r.nce ^
'

^^'one might hint of my disgrace;

;
Why not set forth, if I should do

P^"^' ''"sold soul in organs new?
;Some vague emotion of dcbVht !<,,'.
'" &^^'"g up an Alpine height v , r^7^'

"''"'y '°"'°w saith.

«
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I -Oife, whereof our nerves are scant,Oh l.A:-, not death, for which .ve pant
;^lore life, and fuller, that I want.'

I ceased, and sat as one forlorn
Then .said the voice, in quiet scorn,
J'ehold, it is the Sabbath morn.'

And I arose, and I released
The casement, and the light increased
\Vith freshness in the dawning east.

Like soften'd airs that blowing steal,
'

Hhen meres begin to uncjngeal,
The sweet church bells began to peal.

On to God's house the peoj)Ie prest •

I assmg the place where each must rest
tach enler'd like a welcome gu-si. '

One walk'd between his wife and child,
nith measured footfall firm and mildAnd now and then he gravely smiled.'

As from some blissful neighbourhood,A notice family understood

I

'I see the end, and know the good.'

A little hint to solace woe,
A hint, a whisper breathing low,

I

' I niay not speak of what I know.'

Like an /tolian harp that wakes
^o certain air, but overtakes
Far thought with music that it makes :

Such seem'd the whisper at my side:
^Vhat IS It thou knowest, sweet voice?'

I cried.

'A hidden hope,' the voice replied :

So heavenly-toned, that in that hour
J rom out my sullen heart a power
iJroke, l,ke the rainbow from the shower

The prudent partner of his blood
Lean-d on him, faithful, gentle, good,
Wearmg the rose of womanhood!

And in their double love secure,
1 he httle maiden walk'd demure,
Pacmg with downward eyelids pure.

These three made unity so sweet,My frozen heart began to beat,
Remembering its ancient heat.

To feel, altho' no tongue can prove,
That eve.-y cloud, that spreads above
And veileth love, itself is iove.

And forth into the fields I went,
And Nature's living motion lent

1 he pulse of hope to discontent.

I wonder'd at the bounteous hours.
n^^ slow result of winter showers •

V ou scarce could see the grass for flowers.

I wonder'd, while I paced along :

The woods were fill'd so full with song.
There seem'd no room for sense of wrong.- ,

'" '^"<" lur sense 01 wro
A i^Jest them, and they wander'd on • c
I spoke but answer came there none : t ."'"T ^,

'''"'''' '" '^'"^^ ^"'""ghnThe dull and bitter voice was gone
' '"^^'-veU'd how the mind was brought

1

1 o anchor by one gloomy thought

;

A second voice was at mine ear,A Jittle whisper silver-clear.
A murmur, 'Be of better cheer'

And wherefore rather I made choice
1
o commune with that barren voice,

( Than hnn that said, 'Rejoice! rejoice!'
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7V/£ MILLER'S DAUGHTER.

iiri.ER'S DAUGHTER.
I SEK the wealthy miller yet,

His double chin, his portly size,

And who that knew him could forget
The busy wrinkles round his eyes?

The slow wise smile that, round about
His dusty forehead drily curl'd,

Secm'd half-within and lialf-without,
And full of dealings with the world?

In yonder chair I see him sit,

Three fingers round the old silver cup-
I see his gray eyes twinkle yet
At his own jest -gray eyes lit up

W ith summer lightnings of a soul
So full of summer warmth, so glad.

So healthy, sound, and clear and whole,
His memory scarce can make me sad.'

Yet fill my glass : give me one kiss ;

My own sweet Alice, we must die.
There's somewhat in this world amiss

Shall be unriddled by and by.
There's somewhat flows to us in life,

But more is taken quite away.
Tray, Alice, pray, my darling wife,
That we may die the self-same day.

Have I not found a happy earth ?
I least should brei^the a thought of pain,

Would God renew me from my birth
I'd almost live my life again.

So sweet it seems with thee to walk,
And once again to woo thee mine-

It seems in after-dinner talk

Across the walnuts and the wine-

To be the long and listless boy
Late-left an orphan of the squire.

Where this old mansion mounted high
Looks down upon the village spire:

For even here, where I and you
Have lived and loved alone so lonti,

Each morn my sleep was broken thro''
By some wild skylark's matin song.

And oft I heard the tender dove
In firry woodlands making moan

;

But ere I saw your eyes, my love,
I had no motion of my own.

For scarce my life with fancy play'd
Before I dream'd that pleasant dream-

Still hither thither idly sway'd
Like those long mosses in the stream.

Or from the bridge I lean'd to hear
The milldam rushing down with noise.

And see the minnows everywhere
In crystal eddies glance and poise,

Ihe tall flag-flowers when they sprung
Below the range of stepping-stones.

Or those three chestnuts near, that hung
In masses thick with milky cones.

But, Alice, what an hour was that.
When after loving in the woods'

(
Twas April then), I came and sat
Below the chestnuts, when their buds

Were glistening to the breezy blue
;And on the slope, an absent fool]

I cast me down, nor thought of you,
But angled in the higher pool.

A love-song I had somewhere read,
An echo from a measured strain

'

Beat time to nothing in my head
From some odd corner of the brain.

It haunted me, the morning lonrr,

With weary sameness in the rhymes,
Ihe phantom ofa silent song,
That went and came a thousand times.

Then leapt a trout. In lazy mood
I watch'd the little circles die •

They past into the level flood,

I
-^"^ 'here a vision caught my eye

;
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iJioeflcxofabcuutccnisfuini,

Aj,.|owingann, aKlcainint-ncck,
As when a .si,„he,i,n wavers warm
\\itlmuhc dark and climplcj beck.

For you remember, you. had set,
Ihat morning, on the casemcnt-cdircA longgreen box of mignonette,
And you were leaning from the ledgeAru when I raised my eyes, above

Ihat these have never lost their Jight.

I loved, and love dispell'd the fear
hat I.should die an early death:

i "' '"ve possess'd the atmosphere
And fill'd the breast with, urerLreathMy mother thought. What aisthely-
Tor I was alter'd, and beganTo move about the house with joyAnd with the certain .tep of man.

I loved the brimming wave that swamTlo,j,„et.meadows round the mil!,The sleepy pool above the dam,
'

The pool beneath it never still,The meal sacks on the whiten'd'fl„or,
Thedark round of the dripping wheelThe >^ry.a,r about the door ^

'

Made misty with the floating meal

r//^ MlLLER\s DAUGIir/iK.

I
~1

j'O Unit I were beside her nuwj
<

'
wdl she answer if I call

->

would she give me vow fo." vow
' &wt'ct Alice, ifl told her all?'

'

Wtimeilsawyousitandspin;
And, in the pauses of the wind

Sometimes I heard you sing withi'n;
Somcfmes your shadow cross'd the

ijlmd.

At last you rose and moved the light.And the long shadow of the chair
^ iitted across into the night
And all the casement darken'd there.

^helanes, you know, were white with
may,

fLTi !:r T"' "°'' '"' >''^"-'-'^'^

And so It was-half-sly; half-shy,
^

,
,,^.''"7"''''""^' "-o"''! not. little one-Although I pleaded tenderh.
And you and I were all alone.

And oft .n ramblings on the wold,

An]A"i?P'''"'"^'''^'^^^-^«blo\v,

1 saw the village lights below :I '^"ew your taper far'auay,
'

^^InTn^T^
&roan'd beneath the mill

Thtwhi^f,^P''^^^-g'^t...hesitsr^hewhuechalk-qunny from the hill

OWm'dtothefl,„,gmoonbyflts.

And slowly wa. my mother brought
io yield consent to my desire:

She w.sh'd n,e happy, but she thought
.n,ght have look'd a little higheffAnd I was young-too young to wed

J
et must Hove her for ycnir sake-Go fetch your Alice here,' she saidHer eyelid quiver'd as she spake.'

JAnd down I went to fetch my bride:
I

J/ut, Alice, you were ill at ease
;Tlusdre.s and that by turns you tried.Too fearful that you should ^ot

please.

'I loved you better for your fears.
I knew you could not look but well-And dews, that would have faTl^ 'in

I kiss'd away before they fell.
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I watch'd the little fluttering.
The doubt my mother wouhl not see-

She spoke at large of many things '

And at the last she spoke of me •

And turning look'd upon your face,'
As near this door you sat apart,

And rose, and, with a silent grace
Approaching, pre ss'dyou heart to heart.

Ah, well-but sing the foolish song
I gave you, Alice, on the day

\Mien, arm in arm, we went along,
A pensive pair, and you were gay

^^f
bridal flowers-that I may seemAsm the nights of old, to lie

Beside the mill-whed in the stream.
While those r.v

che.u.uts whisper hy.

It is t!„; miller's daughter,
Ami she i. grown so dear, so dear,

Xhat I would be the jewel
That trembles in her ear •

For hid in ringlets day and night,
I d touch her neck so warm and wl>ue.

And I would be the girdle
About her dainty dainty waist,And her heart would beat against me,
In sorrow and in rest •

And I should know if it beat rightId clasp u round so close and tight.

^ncir would be the necklace,

^Pf,"''" balmy bosom,
With her laughter or her sighsAnd I would lie so light, so hih

I scarce should be unclasp'dal night.

I
^ ly'^'^^'/^'eet! which true love spells-

f hue love interprets-right alone.
"'shght upon the letter dwells,
for all the spirit is his own.

i^o.if I waste words now, in truth

'f^^f_M/Zl£A"S DAUGHTER.
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And now those vivid hours are gone
Like mine own life to me thou art'

^^ here P..st and Present, wound in o'ne.Do make a garland for the heart
bo sing that other song I made

Ilalf-anger-d with my happy'lot,
II e day wj,e.i in the chestnut shade

I found the blue Forget-me-not.

Love that hath us in the net.
Can he pass, and we forget ?
J^fany suns arise and set.
Many a chance the years beget
Love the gift is Love the debt.

Even so.
Love is hurt with jar and fret.
Love IS made a ,gue regret.
Lyes with idle tears are wet.
Idle habit links us yet.
^Vhat is love ? for we forget :

Ah, no I no I

rae€
_

V ou must blame Love. H.'c ^a-'- r-iiad force to make me rhyme i^yottth'And makes me talk too much in age

Look thro' mine eyes with thine. True
Wife,

Round my true heart thine arms entwineMy other decirer life in life

Look tW my veo' soul with thine!
Ilntouch'dwtthanyshadeofyears,

May those kind eyes for ever dwell

-

They have not shed a many tears, "

Ueareyes, since first I knew them well.

Vet tears they shed: they had their partOfsorrow: for when time was ripeThe st.ll affection of the heart
Became an outward breathing typeThat into stillness past again, ^
And left a want unknou

P. before;
AlUjough the loss that brought us pain.
That loss but made us love the more,

With farther lookings on. The kiss.
ihe woven arms, seem but to be

'

Weak symbols of the settled bliss,
The comfort, I have found in thee •
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PATIMA-CENONE.
But that God bles7~th^r~~i T —-—

• J ill mv €\Y\r l-i«™.' - . . .

Arise, and let us wander forth
To yon old mill across the u-olds-

wS;,f-r-^-'handt:t^^^^vvinds all the vale in rosy foldsAnd fires your narrow casement thss

oJr'^'f/'?^
«""en pool below 'On the chalk-hill the bearded grass

Isdryanddewless.
Let us^go

PATIMA.

> Love, Love, Love!
might .'

T ' ^'''^'"S ^'0'" n^y constant miSLo. p.cl.d and wither'd/.r;„d

I ^vhirl like leaves in roaring wind.

Last night I wasted hateful hoursBeW the city's eastern toweT
I hjrsted for the brooks, the showers.

T , fa "" Illy urow
Lj^my dry brain my.piij;-
L)own.deepening from swoon to swoonF-ms hke a da.led morning moon '

I
The wind sounds like a silver wireAnd from beyond the noon a fire

J^">-sts into blossom in his sight.

'Droops blinded with his shining eye.I -'//possess him or will die.
^ ^ '

w,cSoor'"^'-^p^-.

(EArOJV£.

There lies a vale in Tdo i ,

OflhalIongd„5„ton^^^j™"' topinc,
"«Ps f«m p„ie

^"<.^ s,ow„ u.™. o„ .,,„„Jr'«"W.,»h»someo„.sp„l,h- hand'
""'"'"'"'™-

'
From my swift blood .,

"-"^'"-^"'"^name,

ove, Ofire! once he drew

y PS, as sunhght drinketh dew.

niidway
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Behind the valley topmost Gargarus

fronf'^

takes the morning
: but in

Thegorges,op.,mg wide apart, reveal
Troasandllior. olumn'd citadel.
The crown of 1., ,,

'

Mournful CLnone, wandering forlornOf Pans, once her playmate on the hillsHer cheek had lost the rose, and round
her neck

Floated her hairorseem'd to float in rest.She, leanmg on a fragment twined with
vme,

^'"^ VX '""""'' *'" "^^ «^°""'-'"-

Sloped downward to her seat from the
upper cliff.

Tlmt, while I speak ofit, a little while
Myheartmaywanderfromitsdeeperwoe.

'O mother Ida, many-fountain'd IdaDear mother Ida, harken ere I die
I waited underneath the dawning hillsAloft the mountain lawn was dewy-da kAnd dewy dark aloft the mountain pSeBeautiful Paris, evil-hearted Paris

"

Leading a jet-black goat white-horn'd,
white-hooved, '

Came up from reedy Simois all alone

'O mother Ida. harken ere I die.

cleft

'°""' ''"'' "^ ^^^"^ '^^

Far up the solitary morning smote
li.e streams ofvirginsnow.Svith down,

til opt eyes
, \ s'"=.uow. VVithdowr

,f^
dropt eyesO mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida ^ '^' '"^'one : white-breasted j;i.-« .^ar mother Ida, harken ere I die. ' fronting the dawn he novt p ' "

>r now the noonday quiet holds the hill

:

^^i" ' ^ ^'°P"''

Dear
, -.^.ivcu ere i die.

For now the noonday quiet holds the hill.The grasshopper is silent in the grassThe h.ard, with his shadow on tfel^e
Retshkeashadow,andthecicaIasleep:
Th purple flowers droop

: the rolden be^I l.ly-cradled:Ialoneawake.
Myeyesarefull of tears, my heartof love

dim!'
'' '"' ""^ '^^^

^'^

And I am all aweary of my life.

Droop'd^^om his shoulder, but his sunny

Chister'd about his temples like a God's •And his cheek brighten'd as thl f: m.'bow brightens

;ar me. O F.n,tv, u^ ^ .: .. wh te nnTm
'""'^

n.. , ' """'y-iountain'd
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die
Hear me, O Earth, hear me. O Hills. O

Caves
That house the cold crown'd snake I O

mountain brooks,
I am the daughter of a River-God,

white palm
Disclosed a fruit ofpure Hesperian gold

i-at^ri^fiSir^'''^^^^'
speech

^""-"^^^-S "ver of

Came down upon my heart.

'"MyownfTlnone,
% '

-
.

,
"'" ^-pcuK, .,ncl bu d un all

' ^ "*-'^"'
sorrow with my song, as vonder w^N ' P- . rr m ' "% ««'" H^noneI-^c slowly to a music "slowly brea hed

^

1 2t ',
i'^'"^"'^'

^^""""^> '»y own sJ
Acloudthatgather'dshape..fi;;l';tf^'^°^^^^^^^^

m
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When fif,hJmT;?' '"'°" """»""

Gods
""'""" ">=

'.ile."""""" """' ""»"

Eleced™„t He™'
">'«""«•'» voic;,

Poll
"|"P"e, Here comes to-dav

Thst'"^''/'^°^''^''^'^i-inge7^
^ nis meed of faire<;^ Ti

cave
°"' ^''^''n 'h^

*"
Sd,r ^' "' "»* i-te< Of

cloud
"^ m,d„„o„

: „„, 3„„^
Had lost his way belw«m .i. •

Of Ihis Ions Blen Tl
""= 1"°V sides

"""^r-^'""—,h.s„.„ded

x^otos and IPino . _ j . '

,

^'"^-^
:
and a wind arose

Th^Cnd'thir-^"^^^'"^'-^-'^'--,
R^n riot larlln r'

'" '"^"J' '-^ ^'^'^ ^toon

and ho'
'^"^''^"^«--

thro-

'O mother Ida, harken ere I dieOn the tree-tops a crested peacocTiit
Ando.h™flow'da,old^encS„'d;id

The:S'lte?rd-Ef^.^^^^-tdew.
whom

''' '"'^^ ^^ ^^'•> to

Con.n,^th^,
Heaven, like alight that

Wer^and clearer, .ith one mind the

Rise up for reverenr^ ci, . t,

Proffer of rovaTn
^^ '° ^'""'^ '"^de

;^o.«es/oSTo!:rr;'re

'"°'"
?:;'"" '"""'"-"-•.haven

"""Se? ''™-'- "" *»^o-S

'"^""''""'''^'"""El.erl.UesUower,...

'OmolherIda,h„kenereIdie

to:r™ '""-"*'* or

r-i:t.idf^s::if.""V^''''-
An^"-nedor.;dr:/,.or;;'"4;:!

Kour crowns ^

Faii"?'' ""i
""'S™"' "" '!>y hand

r,o,„__^.He «„.e.s.a.. Lh boon

in power, * "'

Oni/, are hkest gods, who have attain'd
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arkcn ere I die.

rested peacock Jit,

a golden cloud, and

opping fragrant dew
the voice of her, to

n. like a light that

vith one mind the

She to Paris made
i ample rule

-'ing revenue
ish state, "from

'ampaign clothed

ainable of ore.

ind homage, ta.v

own and liaven

her shadowing

tallest towers."

1 ere I die.

'11 she spake of

^e end of all;

J wisdom -bred

from all neigh

-

Jl
thy hand

• Such boon

i Paris, to thee

'et king-born,

, seeing men,

lave attain'd

Rest m a happy place and quiet seats
Above the thunder, with undying bliss
In knowledge of their own supremacy."

' Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die
She ceased, and Paris held the costly fruit
Out at arm's-length, so much the thought

of power
Flatter'd his spirit; but Pallas where she

stood

Somewhat apart, her clear and bared limbs
Ocrthwarted with the brazen-headed

spear

Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold.
The while, above, her full and earnest eye
Over her snow-cold breast and angry

cheek * '

Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply,

4 II
Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-
control,

'' These three alone lead life to sovereign
power.

I

^'^^ "°' fo'" power (power of herself
i. Would come uncail'd for) but to live by
'

law, ^

Acting the law we live by without fear

;

And, because right is right, to follow right
AVere wisdom in the scorn of conse-

1

quence." I

Shall strike within thy pulses, like a
God's,

Topush thee forward thro' a life of shocks
Dangers, and deeds, until endurance gro^

Circled thr^' all experiences, pure law,
Commeasure perfect freedoni."

. , r, .

* ^^^^ she ceas'd,And Pans ponder'd, and I cried, «'6
Paris,

Give it to Pallas .."but he heard me not,Or hearmg would not hear me, woe is me I

' O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

'

Idalian Aphrodite beautiful.
Fresh as the foam, new-bathed in Paphian

wells.

With rosy slender fingers backward drewFrom her warm bro^vs and bosom her
deep hair

Ambrosial golden round her lucid throatAnd shoulder
: from the violets her light

foot *"

Shone rosy-white, and o'er her rounded
form

IJetween the shadows of the vine-bunches
Floated the glowing sunlights, as she

moved.

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I dieAgam she said
: "Iwoo theenotwith gifts

Sequel of guerdon could not alter me
lofairer. Juclgethoumebywhatlam,
So Shalt thou find me fairest.

Wir ,.
^'^^' Indeed,

I
" g^i^'ng on divinity disrobed

iTW?1,^''^^P™'^^'°'^-^^«^theesur:
\
ihat I shall love thee well and cleave to

thee.

So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood,

' Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die
She with ..subtle smile in her mild eyes,
The herald of her triumph, drawing nigh
Half-whisper'd in his ear. «' I promise

thee

The fairest and most loving wife in
Greece,"

She spoke and laugh'd
: I shut my sidu

for fear :

jBut when I look'd, Paris had raised his
' arm.

And I beheld great Here's angry eyes.

J.

16.
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•Vet, mother Ma, harden ere I dieFairest-why fairest M'ife? am T t ./ •>

Metl„„ls I must be fair, for ycsteriy

awiiiig m the weed. Mostloving is she ?

Ah me, my inountain shepherd, that,.

y

arms -^

Were wound about thee, and my hot iips

Close, close to thine in that quick-falling

Of fruitful kisses, thick as Autumn rain.Flash m the pool, of whirling sTi;:'"

An.ong^the^f..agments
tumbled from the

f O mother, hear me yet before I die

I ' tgS leSr ^'" ^'"'"^^ ''^

High over the blue gorge, and all between

-ose^ckmysterio^S^ISSj

The pamher's roar came muffled, while I

Low in the valley. Nevr^,. „,
Shall lone CEnone serthT'

' '"^'^

Sweep thro- them,.terseeTh*"'"'^'
laid "^ °^'*^'"-

I,
'?',"°"'"' '"»""=)«( before I die

In lliis green valley, under Ibis green hfl.
>^vno„^..,,bnnd,.™,3i,4rS

Se|.l'<lil»i,hktee.?„.n,erMie^i,h,^,^,

pp;s":er:''°"""'^^-"*-'

°''"''';rj2;^';^—..>.o„be„.„y

'O mother, hear me yet before T ^•
I wish that somewhere in tV .

,
^•twiiere in the riiin'd folds

'0 mother, hear me yet before T ^-

Whereof I catch the issue, as I hearI^ead sounds at night c'ome m the'nmost hills,
'''^

Like footsteps upon wool T ^- 7
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-ry thoughts
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Ere it is born : her child !—a shudder
comes

Across me : never child be born of mc,
Unblest, to vex me with his father's eyes !

47

f ' mother, hear me yet before I die,
• Hear me, O earth. I will not die alone,
Lest their shrill happy laughter come to

me
Walking the cold and starless road of

Death

Uncomforted, leaving my ancient love
With the Greek woman. I will rise and

go
Down into Troy, and ere the stars come

forth

Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she
says

A fire dances before her, and a sound
Rings ever in her ears of armed men.
What this may be I know not, but I

know I

That, wheresoe'er I am by night and day.
All earth and air seem only burning fire.'

I made a feast ; I bade him comej
I won his love, I brought him home.
The wind is roaring in turret and tree.

And after supper, on a bed,
Upon^my lap he laid his head :

O the Earl was fair to see I

I kiss'd his eyelids into rest :

His ruddy cheek upon my breast.
The wind is raging in turret and tree.

I hated him with the hate of hell.
But I loved his beauty passing well.
O the Earl was fair to see !

I rose up in the silent night :

I made my dagger sharp and bright.
The wind is raving in turret and tree.

As half-asleep his breath he drew,
Three times I stabb'd him thro' and thro'.O the Earl was fair to see !

T//£ S/Sr£A'S.

We were two daughters of one race :

She was the fairest in the face :

The wind is blowing in turret and tree.
They were together, and she fell

;

Therefore revenge became me well.
O the Earl was fair to see !

She died
: she went to burning flame :

She mix'd her ancient blood with shame.
The wind is howling in turret and

tree,

Who;e weeks and months, and early and
late,

'

To win his love I lay in wait

:

the Earl was fair to see 1

1 1 curi'd and comb'd his comely head
He look'd so grand when he was dead.
The wmd is blowing in turret and tree.

1 wrapt his body in the sheet.
And laid him at his mother's feet.
O the Earl was fair to see !

TO .

WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM.

I SEND you here a sort of allegory,
(For you will understand it) of a soul,A sinful soul possess'd of many gifts

'

A spacious garden full of flowering
weeds,

A glorious Devil, large in heart and
brain.

That did love Beauty only, (Beauty seen
in all varieties of mould and mind)
And Knowledge for its beauty; ,jr if

Good,
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Good only for its beauty, seeing not
That Beauty, Good, and Knowledge, are

three sisters

Thatdoat upon each other, friends to man,
Living together under the same roof,
And never can be sunder'd without tears
And he that shuts Love out, in turn shall be
Shut out iVom Love, and on her threshold

lie

Howling in outer darkness. Not for this
Was common clay ta'en from the common

earth.

Moulded by God, and temper'd with the
tears

Of angels to the perfect shape of man.

To which my sou! made answer readily
^/"st me, in bliss I shall abide

In this great mansion, that is built for mebo royal -rich and wide.'
'

Four courts I made. East, ^Vest and
Soulh and North,

In each a squared lawn, wherefrom
1 he golden gorge ofdragons spouted forth

.
A flood of fountain-foam.

THE PALACE OF ART,

I BUILT my soul a lordly pleasure
house,

Wherein at ease for aye to dwell.
I said, 'O Soul, make merry and carouse.

Dear soul, for all is well.'

smooth as bur-
A huge crag-platform,

nish'd brass

I chose. The ranged ramparts bright
From level meadow-bases of deep grass

Suddenly scaled the light.

it firm. Of led^e or
Therec.i I built

shelf

The rock rose clear, or winding stair.My soul would live alone unto herself
In her high palace there.

And round the cool green courts there
ran a row

Of cloisters, branch'd like miehtv
woods, •'

Echoing all night to that sonorous flow
Of spouted fountain-floods.

And round the roofs a gilded gallery
That lent broad verge to distant lands

Far as the wild swan wings, to where the
sky

Dipt down to sea and sands.

From those four jets four currents in one
swell

Across the mountain stream'd below
In misty folds, that floating as they fell

Lit up a torrent-bow.

And liigh on every peak a statue seem'd
lo hang on tiptoe, tossing upA cloud of incense of all odour steam'd
From out a golden cup.

^"' ^1^^ ^""^ ^^""^ -^ Sothatshethought, ' And who shall ga.e

^^s^ :s; !;!s!;ed.st Lh^^ -'' -''-'^^ ^-.
shade

' ^^'^''

I

^^ ^'^"
^^'^

g'-eat bow will waver in the

Sleeps on his luminous ring.' i AnH^Lf . .•&
I And that sweet incense rise ?

'

|One seer

a| And s(

"AVhopac

Lit
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S#or that sweet incense rose and never And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing
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fail'd.

And, while day sank or mounted
higher,

'The light aerial gallery, golden-rail'd,

Burnt like a fringe of fire.

Likewise the ueep-set windows, stain'd

and traced,

Would seem slow-flaming crimson fires

From shadow'd grots of arches interlaced,

And tipt with frost-like spires.

caves.

Full of long-sounding corridors it was,
Tliat over-vaulted grateful gloom,

Tliro' which the livelong day my soul did
pass.

Well-pleased, from room to room.

Full of great rooms and small the palace

stood,

Ail various, each a perfect whole
From living Nature, fit for every mood

And change of my still soul.

"For some were hung with anas green and
blue.

Showing a gaudy summer-morn,
^Vhere with puff'd cheek the belted

hunter blew
His wreathed bugle-horn.

lOne seem'd all dark and red—a tract of

I sand,

ig And some one pacing there alone,

|rWho paced for ever in a glimmering land,

Lit vv'ith a low large moon.

™ O'' the maid-mother by a crucifix,
iOne sho-'d an iron coast and angry in tracts of pasture sunny-wann,

waves. Beneath branch-work of costly sardonyx
You seem'd to hear them climb and fall

j
Sat smiling, babe in arm.

Beneath the windy wall.

And one, a full-fed river winding slow
By herds upon an endless plain,

The ragged rims of thunder brooding low.
With shadow-streaks of rain.

And one, the reapers at their sultiy toil.

In front they bound the sheaves. Be-
hind

Were realms of upland, prodigal in oil,

And hoary to the wind.

Ami one a foreground black with stones

and slags.

Beyond, a line of heights, and higher
All barr'd with long wliite cloud the

scornful crags.

And highest, snow and fire.

And one, an English home—gray twilight

pour'd

On dewy pastures, dewy trees,

Softer than sleep—all things in order
stored,

A haunt of ancient Peace.

Nor these alone, but eveiy landscape fair.

As fit for every mood of mind,
Or gay, or grave, or sweet, or stern, was

there

Not less than truth design'd.

*
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Near gilded organ-pfpes, her TatrWound with whiteroses:s,;pt.
Cecily.An angel Jook'd at her.

^'''-">^'

Or thronging all one porch of Paradise
AgroupofHourisbow'dtose '

Tl»edy,nglsla„,ite, with hands and eyesThat sa.d,Wf wait for thee.

Or mythic Uther's deeply-bounded sonIn omefa,r space of sloping greens
Lay.do^mginthevaleofAvSoV

And watch'd by weeping ciue;ns.

THE PALACE OF AR7\

Or hollowing one hand against his earTo hst a foot-fall, ere he saw
'

Ofwisdomandoflaw.

Or over hills with peaky tops engrail'd

Th.?^ "^ "" ^'^'=' '^f P^'n^ and riceThe throne of Indian Cama slowly sSl'dA summer fann'd with spice

Then in the towers T ..i ,

that swunir ' "' ^''^' '^^"^

Mov'd of themselves with c-i

Tlie royal dais round. i

For there was Milton like a seranh sfmn
^e^de^^him Shakespear/^f

^IS \

And somewhat grimly smiled.

And there the Ionian father of the rest-

huncl^cl^^ winters snow'd upon 'his

From cheek and throat and chin.

JAbove, the fair hall-ceiling
stately-setMany an arch high up did liftAnd angels rising and descend4„,et

I With mterchange of gift.
^

hand grasp'd ^
The mild bull's golden horn

sole as a flymg star shot thro' the skvAbove the piUar'd town.
^

iBdow was all mosaic choicelypWd
(Of ;''^t'°'^^^'"""^ntale|Ofth.^^^de world, the times of eveo^

So wrought, they will not fail.

The people here, a beast of burden slow

""nX';/san'r'""''"^^-"^^-neneads and crowns of kings;Nor these alonp • Knf ». , I

"" "' ^'"S^ ;

Which f

h

^^^"^ ^^ge"d fair rr,„

*
* , I

declined,
'"^^ '"'"e sick man

And trusted any cure.
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painti„g.sofwisemenI

is round,
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ton like a seraph strong, '

•akespeare bland and i

W-worn Dante grasp'd

t grimly smiled.

^n father of the rest;
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rs snow'd upon his

fl throat and chin.

ceiling stately-set

1 "P did lift,

i descending met
e of gift.

choicely plann'd
human tale

the times of every

I
liut over these she trod : and those great

llegan to chime. She f ok her throne;
>U She sat hctwixt the shining Oriels,

To sing Iier songs alone.

pAnd thro' tlic topn.ost Oriels' coloured
F ilanie

Two godlike faces g.nzed below
;riato the wise, and large-brow'd Verulani,

1 he hrst of those who know.
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frAnd ail those names, that in their motion* were

Full-welling fountain-heads of change
I3etwut the Hlcnder shafts were blaS

fair

In diverse rainieiu strange
:

Making sweet close of his delicious toils-
If J'Sht m wreaths and anadems

And pure quintessences of precious oils
In hollow'd moons of gems,

To mimic heaven ; and ckpt her hands
and cried,

' I marvel if my still delight
In th^ great house so royal-rich, and wide,

Be flatter'd to the height.

' O all thijirrs fair to sTfn «,,,fa-> '-"i lo sate my various
eyes !

O shapes and hues that please me well tO silent faces of the Great and Wise '

My Gods, with whom I dwell J

'

will not fail.

'St of burden slow,
'tl with goads ami

'Jh'ng to and fro
wns of kings;

trong to break or

t might endure,

2 some sick man

e.

A«U r„,,, ,...,,„ ,. „„,, ,„„ „ -„^ ^„^,»»-
^^ ^^^^^^ ^^^^^

Rivers of melodies. ,,«,,, , ,

m^ .
, .

^"f'^y ^'°"Shs they roll a prurient skin.
|^on,gi,,,n^,.,,^.,,^,,j^,,^j^j,^j^

^^^j
I hey graze and wallow, breed and

^ Her low preamble all alone, , ,
/'^^P'

»|Moie than mysoul toheurher echo'd son^ ? T,'".*'

^'^'"''" ^^^'^ enters in,

[

Throb thro' the ribbed stone
;

^"'^ '^"ves them to the deep.'

Then of the moral instinct would she
prate

And of the rising from the dead.

I
Singing and murmuring in her feastful

i Joying to feel herself alive
fcLord over Nature, Lord of the visibleK earth,

Lord of the senses five

;

fCommuning with herself: .All these are« mine,

And let the world hnv^ „. r ^,'^''^'t,"°'
^'^^^ *^^ "^^cts may braw

is one to me ' She 1? " °'" '"'"'
' ^'

^"^ ^"^^""'^ "° f°™ of creed^10 me. She-whenyounenicht But contc-mnin, ;.„.„„ ,

"''•
'Tic«« . .

"" P^**^^ O"^ wars,

dilT
Showhenyoungnigh;

Crown'd dying day with stars,

As hers bynghtof full-accomplish'd Fate-And at the last she said :

'I take possession of man's mind and
deeo

I care not what the sects may brawl
ilt as CcA I,«ij: , / "^'*

But contemplating all.'

* *

* »
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I

l-ull oft the riddle of the painful cartli

^
Fiash'd thro' her as she sat alone,

Vet not the less held she her solemn
mirth,

And intellectual throne.

And so she throve and prosper'd : so three
years

And hollow shades enclosing hearts of
flame.

And, with dim fretted foreheads all,
O

.
corpses three-months-old at noon she

came.

That stood against the wall.

&ir:i-"-!iE==^"t^^^^^Like Herod, when the shout was in his
) ears,
'

Struck thro' with pangs of hell.

Lest she should fail and perish utterly
God, before whom ever lie bare

The abysmal deeps of Personality,

Plagued her with sore despair.

When she would think, where'er she
tum'd her sight

The airy hand confusion wrought,
Wrote 'Mene, mene,' and divided quite

The kingdom of her thought.

Mid onward-sloping motions infinite
Making for one sure goal.

A still salt pool, lock'd in with bars of
sand.

Left on the shore
; that hears all night

I he plunging seas draw backward from
the land

Their moon-led waters white.

^ .itar that with the choral starry dance
Join'd not, but stood, and standing saw

The hollow orb of moving Circumstance
Roll'd round by one fix'd law.

Deep dread and loathing of her solitude
Fell on her, from which mood was born

Scorn of herself; again, from out that
mood

Laughter at her self-scorn.

.,Back on herself her serpent pride Iiad
curl'd.

•No voice,' she shriek'd in that lone
hall,

'iVo voice breaks thro' the stillness of this(world :

One deep, deep silence all 1

'

she said,

•My spacious mansion built for me,
^V hereof the strong foundation-stones

were laid

Since my first memoiy ?

'

I^ut in dark corners of her palace stood
Uncertain shapes ; and unawares

On white-eyed phantasms weeping tears
of oloou,

And horrible nightmares.

She, mouldering with the dull earth's
mouldering sod,

Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame.
Lay there exiled from eternal God,

Lost to her place and name
;

And death and life she hated equally.
And nothing saw., for her deKinir

iiut dreadful time, dreadful eternity,'

No comfort anywhere

;

'%
'•
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Remaining utterly confused with fears,

And ever worse with growing time,

And ever unrelieved by dismal tears,

And all alone in crime :

Shut up as in a crumbling tomb, girt

rouiid

Witli lilackncss as a solid wall,

Far off slic seem'd to hear the dully sound

Of human footsteps fall.

As in strange lands a traveller walking

slow,

In doubt and great perplexity,

A little before moon-rise hears the low
Moan of an unknown sea

;

And knows not if it be thunder, or a

sound

Of rocks thrown down, or one deep

cry

Of great wild beasts ; then thinketh, ' I

have found

A new land, but I die,'

She howl'd aloud, ' I am on fire within.

There comes no murmur of reply.

What is it that will take away my sin,

And save me lest I die ?'

So when four years were wholly finished,

She threw her royal robes away.
' Make me a cottage in the vale,' she

said,

' \Yhere I may mourn and pray.

' Yet pull not down my palace towers,

that are

So lightly, beautifully built :

Terchance I may return with others there

When I have purged my guilt.'

LADY CLARA VERB DE VERE.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Of me you shall not win renown :

You thought to break a country heart

For pastime, ere you went to ti^wn.

At me you smiled, but unhcguilcd

I saw the snare, rnd I rctiiL-d :

The daughter of a hundred Earls,

You are not one to be desired.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

I know you proud to bear your name,
Your pride is yet no mate for mine,

Too proud to care from whence I came.
Xor would I break for your sweet sake
A heart that doats on truer charms.

A simple maiden in her flower

Is worth a hundred coats-of-anns.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

Some meeker pupil you must find,

For were you queen of all that is,

I could not stoop to such a mind.
You sought to prove how I could love,

And my disdain is my reply.

The lion on your old stone gates

Is not more cold to you than I.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

You put strange memories in my head.

Not thrice your branching limes have
blown

Since I beheld young Laurence dead.

Oh your sweet eyes, your low replies :

A great enchantress you may be ;

But there was that across his throat

Which you had hardly cared to see.

Lady Clara Vere de Vere,

When thus he met his motlicr's view,

She had the passions of her kind.

She spake some certain truths of you.

< 1



Indeed I heard one bitter word
That scarce is fit for you to hear ;Jler manners had not that repose
Which stamps the caste of Verc dc Vere.

Lady Clara Vere dc Vere,
Tliere stands a spectre in your hallThe ffu.lt of blood is at your door-
\on changed a wholesome heart to gall^ou held your course without remorj,To make h.nurust his modest worth.And last, you fix-da vacant stare,
And slew him with yournoble birth

I know you, Clara Vere de Vere

ThoT/'^'^T:'^ y°"^ ''•-•"« "nd'towers •

Tlclangxiidhght of your proud eyes
Is weaned of the rolling hours.

r« glowing health, with boundless wealthBut sickening ofa vague disease. '

^ou know so 111 to deal with time,
Voune^ls must play such pranks „.

Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere
From yon blue heavens abo;e us bentThe gardener Adam and his wife
Smile at the claims of long descent

Howe'er it be, it seems to me.
Tis only noble to be good.

Clara, Clara \'cre de Vere

Arc there no beggars at your gateNor any poor about your lands

o;tr;;"'°^^^'""-'^°y'°read.

Prav H V'
""'P^^^-Sirl to sew.Pray Heaven for a human heart,And let the foolish yeoman go.

You must wake and call me earlv o,n

^".SSlV^Ltr '"/"^ ^= »^o,„„ I see,

He lho,,gh, ofZ, sW , u*'
'^"'""'' "'= '«l-> «?

,
i m to I3C Queen o' the May.

I

.^l
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NFAV-YEAR'S EVE.

right as mine

;

n o' the May.

'gay,

n o' the May

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all in MhiteAnd I ran by h.m without .peaking, like a tlash of hght
'

They call me cmcl-hcar.ed, but I care not what they sayPor I m to be Queen o' the May. mother, r„. to be^Que'^n o' the May.

They say he's dying all for love, but that can never be •

rhey say his heart is breaking, mother-what is (hat to me ?ihere
s
manv • Mlder lad 'ill woo me any summer day,Andl m t. 0. ^;„. .. o' the May, n,other, I'm to be Q^'een o' the May.

Little Ef e .all go v th me to-morrow to the green.And you h K ,here, -, o. mother, to see me ma<le the Queen •

1 or tluj sliei . :,. -aus on every side 'ill come from far away
'

And I'm to b. Queen o' the May, n.othe, I'm to be QuIeTo' the May.

The honeysuckle round the porch has wov'n its wavy bowersAnd by the meadow-trenches blow the faint sweet cuckoo-flowers •

There wdl not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong
5" '

And 1 m to be Queen o' the May, mother, I'm to be Queen o'' the May.

All the valley mother, 'ill be fresh and green and still,And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill

Fo"r it t't'^ '^"
^T'' '^'^' ''" '"^'"'y Sh^^' '-"d play,For I m to be Queen o' the May. mother. I'm to be Queen o'';he May.

So you must wake and call me early, call me earlv, mother dearTo-morrow d he the happiest time of all the glad New-yearTo n,o,row 'dl be of all the year the maddest merriest day.For I m to be Queen o' the May, mother. I'm to be Queen o' the May

I^EW-YEAR'S EVE,

FoiTwo'Tf'"^n''"
"'•'''"'^' "" "^^ ''''y' "bother dear,

I" o. I would see the sun nse upon the glad New-year.
It is the last New-year that I shall oyrr ^ec
Then you may lay me low i' the mould and think no more of me.
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w.n:YriAii:<: eve.

And „.c .lanced al,o„, tl". !.f"J ""f
"'•'* "= Q.Kcn „rir,v .

J
oni;;s .0t-r.,;;'v.td " ^

"= '°" ^' - •-=p-
'

I wish Ihe s„o„ „„„, , ', °"''';°'" =",0 again

.

' 'on. =0 SCO a^X^^^^^^ »"' - '"-Sh.

And .he swalloi >i 1 co e b ^ ''"'°" '"•'

-'--nea,„„e,n.„l-,t,-rir;--f"-

''"^"
t,;;r^;':s„rr" '"»" '"" -- --.no

'

When the flowers com^ o •

you'J] never see m"S'lT""'"' '^"^^'^^ ^'^ --"-ng li'-htWhen from the dry dark "<^,
, f,

"^ ^'"^^ ^'^^^^
'-^t ni.ht "

On the oat-,rassl^ 1^^^:^^^. ''r
^^^

You'll b
^ '""'^""^'^"'rushinthepool

And yoZo^-^n^tt:;^^^ ^-"-n shade.
I sl^ll not forget you. mother I ^17."' ' '^"^ '""'^'^ '^^'

I have been vild and wayward, but you'll f
•

TW I canno, ,peak a to,/ j '3,'
?'' °°'' "I«n your face

!*?>'



CONCLUSION.

She 11 f5ncl my garden-tools upon the trrimrv fl^
Let her take 'em : they are hers • lUT^ °' =

But tell her, when I'nfgone to irain th

""''''

^'f'^'
^^'^ =

Goodnight, sweet mother: call me before. tl,« i
• ,

All night I lie awake, but I fa,," ,eep morn''
" '""

But I wou,d see the sun rise upon the'^ d N w' yearbo, .f you're wakmg, call me. call ... Lly, mJtrdear.

CONCLUSION.

i o cl.e before the snowdrop came, and now the^l here

It oeem'J so hard at fc,, mother, to leave the blessed sunAmi now it seems as hard to stav and vei Hi. 11^ ? '

a., .till . think it can. be longL'r rfi'ndX'.'
'"'"''

'

And that good „,an, the Cer^^man, ha. told riwo^ds of peaceO blessings on his Wndly voice and on his silver hair •

o3p:=ri„ir-~irhia^^^A thousand .„„es I blest him, as he Inel, beside mytd
He laugh, me all the mercy, for he show'd me .11 the sin

>V my desire is b^urr.:lLrdLXrr'"'

TlciTamlTsttt^tST''':; °
• 'I'
"-««* "-'

«u. sit beside mv , d ™ '-:,''" ,"'^''' """ """"^E """
And E.e „„ .he o^hoi sl^^id^f^.K' -^^

"'"^'

57
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CONCLUSIOA\

«= Tecs l,.sa„ ,„ .™ij";/:**;"'^ 'J=
** was o^r ,„ .

With all my ,,rf„ph I ™J "? ' "<> 'o"B.r !,ere ,
'

For B,.a. de.igh. a,,., I|£t'° "<;-J ,'',°T
"« »*»' "„ said

;

A"- "P .he va„e, came
,^,„',",fcr,J:'„' ."hclrj

"'"^'

And once again it came, and c ose S j/ f.
'' ^°'' ^ «'&».

>"• a" these .hings C. S-d ."f tr,:
^'", '-'

'"

n, , ,

""'^'"'"hmj- desire of life.
*-' iook ! tlie sun fi«r»- 1

For ever and for ever wifh^
J'"!' "^ '''' ''=J'»"<> >'>e sun_

^»- w'« i» life, ,., ;fs„t,d cr/xtaTr ., "•
wny make we such ado?

J*or ever and for ever nil;., u,

?-"-s;;S-f?™=cc,„e-
^--dceLCt,"i'„-rK:.-^^^

Rollin

They

From

Three

Stood

Up-clo

The chi

;

^ In the

I

V'as se



sign'd,

i was said

;

ind,

it's mine,'

rs,

le stars.

'line—

.

ido?

T//£ LOTOS-EATERS.

THE L TOS-EATERS I

^nd meadow, set with slender galingale •

'COURAGE!' he said, and pointed toward ^'"'^..f
^""^

f things always seem'd

the land, .

"le same

!

'Thismounting wave will roll us shore- '""T'^
""''""^ ^^' ^'"^ with faces

ward soon.' L. ur
In the afternoon they came unto a land Thl ^?^' ^ f

"^'"'"'' '^^' ""o^y '^^me.

In which it seemed always afternoon I

"''""^'' r.e.^r.c\.o\y Lotos-eaters

All round the coast the languid air did

'

"'"''"

I

swoon,

Breathing like one that hath a weary

I

dream.

Full-faced above the valley stood the
moon

;

And like a ^'ownward smoke, the slender
stream

Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall
did seem,

A land of streams .' some, like a down-
ward smoke,

Slow-dropping veilsof thinnest lawn, did
go;

And some thro' wavering lights and sha-

dows broke,

Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.
They saw the gleaming river seaward

flow

Branches they bore of that enchanted
stem.

Laden with flowei and fruit, whereof
they gave

To each, but whoso did receive of them
And taste, to him the gushing of the

wave
Far far away did seem to mourn and

rave

On alien shores
; and if his fellow spake,

His voice was thin, as voices from the
grave

;

And deep-asleep he seem'd, yet all awake.
And music in his ears his beating heart

did make.

From the inner land: far off, three moun-
tain-tops,

Three silent pinnacles of aged snow,
Stood sunset-flush'd

: and, dew'd'with
showery drops,

Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the
woven copse.

The charmed sunset linger'd low adown
In the red West: thro' mountain clefts

the dale

Was seen far inland, and the yellow
down

Border'd -.siih palm, and many a winding
vale

They sat them down upon the yellow
sand.

Between the sun and moon upon the
shore

;

And sweet it was to dream of Father-
land.

Of child, and wife, and slave ; but ever-
more

Most weary seem'd the sea, weary the
oar,

Weary the wandering fields of barren
foam.

Then some one said, « We will return no
more ;

'

And all at once they sang, 'Our island
home

Is far beyond the wave; we will no
longer roam,'



77/fi- LOTOS-EATEl^s.

CIIORIC SONG,

T.

There is sweet music here that softer fallsThan petals from blown roses on he
grass,

°'
"''^Ivanr''

°" '''" "''*''' ^'''''''''

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass •AW that gentlier on the spirit liesf'Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes •

Music that i^rings sweet sleep do;n from
the blissful skies.

Here arc cool mosses deep
And thro- the moss the ivies creep.
And .nthestream the long-leivcd flowers

weep,

And from the craggy ledge the poppy
hangs m sleep.

^^'

With winds upon the branch, and thereGrows ^green and broad, and tak's1
Sun-steep'datnoon,andinthemoon
lightly dew-fed; and turning yellow
Falls, and floats adown the ah-Lo

! sweeten'd with the summer lightThe full-luiced apple, waxing over-
mellow, '^

i

Drops in a silent autumn night
All Its allotted length of days,
The flower ripens in its place,
R.pens^and fades, and falls, and hath no

Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil..

IV.

ir.

1^
Y""'" r ''"^''''' "1^°" ^^'fh heavinessAnd uttedy consumed with sharp distleJs

^^h.le all things else have 'st tm
weanness ?

AJlthings have rest: why should we toil
alone,

We only toil, who are the first of thingsAnd make perpetual moan,
^'

Still from one sorrow to another thrown
^ or ever fold our wings.
And cease from wanderings,
Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy

balm

;

^

Xor harken what the inner spirit sings,
i here is no joy but calm !'

Why should M-e only toil, the roof and
crown of things?

Hateful is f],e dark-blue sky.
Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea.
Death IS the end of life; ah, why
Should life all labour be ?
I-et us alone Time driveth onward fast

;^ nahttlewduleourlipsaredumb '

I. s alone. What is it that will last >

p
•' '^'"Ss are taken from us, and becomePortions and parcels of the d;eadfu,1>rt-t us^alcne. What pleasure can't

Towarvvithevil? Is there any peaceIn ever climbing up the climbinglave >
All things have rest nn,i •

*'"^^'^-

tint J ' "'^ "P"^" toward
the grave

In silence; ripen, fall and cease-
Give us ong rest or death, dark death, or

dreamful ease.

iir.

Lo! in the middle of the wood, /

The folded leaf is woo'd from out the bud I

How sweet i^. were, hearing the down-
' "'•'^''^ni,

With,a;sn.
.-yes ever to seem

il' 7 " ""'-'P in a half-dream !To dream.nd dream, like yonder amber
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T//E LOTOS-EATERS,

I

Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on
the height

;

To hear each other's whisper'd speech :

Eating the Lotos day by day.
To watch the crispingripples on the beach,
And tender curving lines of creamy spray

;

lo lend our hearts and spirits wholly
lo the mflucnce of mild-minded melan-

choly
;

To muse and brood and live again in
memory,

With those old faces of our infancy
Heap'd over with a mound of grass.
Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an

urn of brass 1

6i

VII,

i

•*>.

VT.

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives.
And dear the last embraces of our wives
And their warm tears: but all hath

suffbr'd change

;

For surely now our household hearths are
cold :

Our sons inherit us: our looks are
strange

:

And we should come like ghosts to
trouble joy.

Or else the island princes over-bold
Have eat our substance, and the minstrel

sings

Before them of the ten years' war in Troy,
And our great deeds, as half-forgotten

things.

Is there confusion in the little isle ?
Let what is broken so remain.
The Gods are hard to reconcile :

'Tis hard to settle order once again.
There is confusion worse than death
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,
Long labour unto aged breath,
Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the

pilot-stars.

But, propt on beds of amaranth and
moly,

How sweet (while Tvarm airs lull us,

^
^

blowing lowly)
With half-dropt eyelid still.

Beneath a heaven dark and holy
To watch the long bright river drawing

slowly
*"

His waters from the purple hill-
To hear the dewy echoes calling
l"/om cave to cave thro' the thick-twined

vine

—

To watch cai emerald-colonr'd water
falling

Thro' many a wov'n acanthus-wrealh
divine !

Only to hear and see the far-off sparklin^r
brine,

"

Onlv to hear were sweet, stretchVl out
beneath the pine,

viir.

The Lotos blooms below the barren
peak

:

The Lotos blows by evciy winding creek •

AH day the wind breathes low with
mellower tone :

Thro' every hollow cave and alley lone
Round and round th» spicy downs the

yellcw Lotos-dust is blown
We have had enough of action, 'and of

motion we,
Roll'd to starboard, roll'd to larboard,

when the surge was seething free,
NNhere, the wallowi.ig monster outed

liis foam-founti-'ins in th- <-

Let us swear an oath, a.id keep u .vith an
equal mind.

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie
reclined

On the hills like Gods together, careless
of mankind.

il

r
i



^^ff^' J^AIR pvoZek

^ ,
'-its are h..]-d""'

"^^'"^ ^"'^ "-' ^-'0 ^^7 tL. morn' ^r^i^iTT TF- l^elow the. in the valleys, .nd the „•
"^'^

"'

"' "'°

^<^S^'^ '^— heard heW;

^^,
the g;.:.„ing ^;:;;^:'

^"•'"^d with Dan Chaucer, the |^,.t warl,. ,Where they .„,i,e in secret. look;., ov ' . ^^--^ ^^.^^ '^''' "^"^^

wasted Jnnds, '
'""'^''^ over, Preluded thos.melcdinneK . .

I
^'"'^'-^Sy, a lanTentation and ^ J"°'^

'^°"^" ^^^^^^ from raining tho-
I

'-^"'^'enttalecfwron^
^^'' my heart,

^'"'ng, tho

'

U^d^:' 'r'^
"^^'^"'"^ ^^-' the'

^"'^^"'°^''^- wild tales,
woras are strong

;
;

Chanted from an ill-used race of men th^tf'^''^
both mine eyes with tears Incleave the soil,

'"en that every land ^- "^^

And forms that m«'ri ^». • ,

'

roofs
windows and on

^ Z>^^^J/ Ojrjrj.j, ;^^^^^, I
' ^

-J^Je palaces;

I HEAi, before my eyelids dropt the '
•••*^^?'"°^s the threshold

; heroes tall

.-^.."^
, . ,,'.°'^^'"^P'""''»cleandpLper '"

'^'^.^^.e/«^..viongago,
":;;:ir^^:nr ^°^^^^"^



^^
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''•iJ star of song, who

below

;
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Icdious bursts that fill
^f great Elizabeth
c<;ho still.

knowledge of his art
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from raining, tho'

d tales,
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t illumineth,
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to death.

'i"Jes of ancient

irlf, like burning
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>r wars
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'd with clanging

•lumn'd sanctu-

indows and on

^ DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN.

3 ; heroes tall

parapef

to the wall

;

And high shrine-doors burst thro' with
heated blasts

That run before the fluttering tongues
of fire

;

Wliite surf wind-scatter'd over sails and
masts.

And ever climbing higher
;

Squadrons and squares of men in brazen
plates,

Scaffolds, still sheets of water, divers
woes,

Ranges of glimmering vaults with iron
grates.

63

And hush'd seraglios.

So shape chased shape as swift as, when
to land

Bluster the winds and tides the self-

same way,

.Crisp foam-flakes scud along the level
sand,

Torn from the fringe of spray.

•
I started once, or seem'd to start in pain.

Resolved on noble things, and strove
'- to speak,

As when a great thought strikes along
'^ the brain,

^ And flushes all the cheek.

And once my arm was lifted to hew down
A cavalier from off his saddle-bow,

-That bore a lady from a leaguer'd town
;

.
And then, I know not how,

--All those sharp fancies, by down-lapsing
thought

Stream'd onward, lost their edges, and
did creep

^

--oll'd on each other, rounded, smooth'd,
;'

I
and brought

\r^ Into the gulfs of sleep.

At last methought that I had wander'd far
In an old wood: fresh-wash'd in

coolest dew
The maiden splendours of the morning star
Shook in the stedfast blue.

Enormous elm-tree-boles did stoop and
lean

Upon the dusky brushwood underneath
1 heir broad curved branches, fledged with

clearest green.

New from its silken sheath.

The dim red morn had died, her journey
done,

And with dead lips smiled at the
twilight plain,

Half.fall'n across the threshold of the sun
Never to rise again.

'

There was no motion in the dumb dead air
Not any song of bird or sound of rill

:'

Gross darkness of the inner sepulchre
Is not so deadly still

As that wide forest. Growths of jasmine
turn'd

Their humid Arms festooning tree to tree
And at the root thro' lush green grasses

burn'd

The red anemone.

I knew the flowers, I knew the leaves,
I knew

.
The tearful glimmer ofthe languid dawn

On those long, rank, dark wood-walks
drench'd in dew,

Leading from lawn to lawn.

The smell of violets, hidden in the green,
Pour'd back into mv emntv cnnl or,d

frame

The times when I remember to have been
Joyful and free from blame.



Until the end of time.'

StUler^than ch.C'a .narble, st'anCin,

A daugiuer of the gods, divinely t-xJIAnd most divinely fair.
^

'

ii^ffill!^^^^^^

Fro. .yswiftspeeeh: she turning on

^Poke slowJy in her place.

'I had great beauty • a«l- .1,

nrnie •

"

'°" "°' "^^

I brought calamity.'

To her full hei^hf h^
[draws

;

This woman was the cause.

'''"t-r:°r-^voicewasthi;,

^volfish eyes,
^"^' ^''"'

Waiting to see me die.

"""
at,".'«"

''"'"•^ » .hay la,

"^l,:t;:':^
'"'"". -vcu and

''""'^^'"'"'^"•^'••'"'"ic.ta,

^'°"''''';»»'" knew „„,„„.,
I

"""'IS,:-
"^""'"^ '»"•' —e.,

"«.»W„,,w„„3sanl,hr„.„.„c„ca

l_^^keardavo,ce,h»cried..Co,„e

^''"'"'vlookonlhM.'

I lurning saw, ,hr„„ed on a flo„™ rise

aow-bo„nd,>4
burning g„,d.

and'^ftaL
.""""' ''•"•"°'"»- •Isove,„^„enb,cha„ge,a„ds„l

0"ce, like ,he moon, I „.de
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••'"y voice was thick
*'''';v,'..,i,i(,,nj; ,,,.,.•,,(•; ..f i!.c- hloo.l (With thnt .he toreherrohe apart, andlmlf

Dimly I could descry
^^rded kings with

die.

cker'd as ihcy Jay

iipJes, waver'd, and

er'd at the victim's

"^ no more.'

'th a downwart'

'tl Jieavy-plunging

id Joll'd nie deep

lonie.'

thro' the silence

n a sleeping sea:

•fc cried, 'Come

e.'

a flowery rise,

scarf unroll'd;

-eks and bold

? gold.

ughty smile,

ge, and so I j

I have seen I

tde

Ai.cijuliiii; lo ]iiy liuiiK.iii- c'lil) and
(!.)V„

I liavi' no iiu'n tu jiuvrin in thi. wood :

. 'I'liat nuil.ci uiy only woe.

iXay-yet it cIiaA's mo tiiat I could not
htnd

I'lie poli^h'd argent of her breast to .sii;ht f

Laid Lare. Tlicieto ihe pointed with a !

l:uif^h,

Showing the aspick's bite.)

' I died a Queen. The Roman soldier
found

One will, nor tame and tutor wit]. Me lying dead, my crown about
•nine eye

That dull cold-bloodcd Cicsar. rrythec,
friend,

Where is .Mark Antony?

•The m.-in, my lover, M-ith whom I rode
sulihrne

On Fortune's neck : we sat as God bv
Ciod :

The Nilus would have ri.;en before his

& tunc

m And flooded at our nod.

ijrows,

A name for ever .'-lying rcbed and
crown'd.

Worthy a Roman spouse.'

Her warbling voice, a lyre of widest range
Struck by all passion, did fall down

and glance

From tone to tone, and ,^lided thro' all
change

Of livchcst utterance.

'We drank the Libyan Sun to sleep, and
lit

Lamps which oul-burn'd Canopus. O ,
g'tnind

my life ^^'e Jaised her pierci

In Egypt
! Q the dallianro an.l the wit,

'llie flattery and the strife.

*And the wild k !;;, when f.e;h fioin

wai':; alarms,

Ary IKiculcji, my Roman Antony,
My mailed U.icclum leapt into my arms,

Contented there to die !

'And there he died : and when I heard
my name

."'1!:'''^ forth with life I would not
•rook my fear

C. .ut other
; with a worn. I bnlk'd his

ftiiiie.

What else wa^ h-fi? Inok horcM'

When she made pause I knew not fur
delight

;

Because with sudden motion from the
ground

piercing orbs, and fill'd

with light

The interval of sound.

^'till with their fires Love tipt his keenest
dart'j

;

As once they drew ii.: ; two burning
lings

All beams of Love, melting the mighty
hearts

Of captains and of kings.

Slowly my sense undazzled. Then I

htard

A noise of some one coming thro' the
hiwn,

And £inr;ing clearer than the crested bird
'J hat tl.ips his wings at dawn.

F
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if

• 'rne torreni brooks of ha!low'd Israel 1
'

Sin.,1. r \

^^
"

^'ou. cragpy hollows pouring, late and .Jj'"''''
''"^^ '''"^<^ freen plant,

soon, "iiose root

Sound all.-ght long. Unfailing thro- the ""Xol;.""
''''"'

-'--P'-p-

Far-heard beneath the moon. ^"''""f
""^ '^•^'^^^^'-

' l^'-t ere my flower to

'The balmy
„,„„„„n,|,„„|,,^^^,l

'.I'm.w,!, I was ripe f„ ,|,a,|,.

"°ta:MI;;'^?-"- ^'-'" -'^'•^'^0«l. "'Wan.,.„„„„„_„„^,^„
A" nighl Ihe .plinterM cac, lint „,l, «„ r"""

,hc dell
"«» "»' "-'ll "' f'o"' '.) IJi.« of life, Hut Na,„„

"ill,spi,c«„rrfl,„,|„-,„.,
l„we,',tT°;„ .,";'""'>•"'"'» llmrf,.l,l „,,,| „f

'"""Mte's""'""""'"'"™'' '"""'"" """•"'» »»'e,„erave.

'™i:^:^n'!:;;-:;r;—
I

"'"5^»-—™,.

To £e He «a,„.,_.„ ,„,„„„„„„„.
^-^ '^--.-n,l »„,.

V .; "^ "^^^ %J't white cloud sw
F'omM.peh'stower'dgatewithwelco,n^j ^-'n

With Urel and with .ong. ^^^t -X^^C'^^^l^^t^-
one, /

% words leapt f,. h : .Heaven heads
""'' '^°'" ^^'^ ^^''^-'^I ^len.

the count c le^
With that wild „ > u , ,

,

'"• he render'd I a
answer higl tiame,

IwouHl.b„,„„,^,,; ^ l»oa>ne
»P^H a„,, p,ef

I A solemn scorn of iUg.

i* Wh(

' Stn

How
For

•It C(;

, Tha
Becau?

Swe

'Morci

Hew

On Arr

(How

She loc

' rdoi

Thriddi

V

Towa

vam over us

the count ( ie^ ,

'<"
SI"™'" "= "«""-;.i. %lne



like soma green plant,

- ganlt-n wntcr-pipe,

r; I'lit ere my flower to

ripe for death.

. '"yTu; her—these did

='^ "f life, that KatuR

' -T threefold rnrd ,,f

grave.

Iff, "-Vo fair Ilelnvw

'")• iiw ?en l)Iame

s"— enip,' of ;,ii

.in<l sonjT,

nk'iis Hir lul,,u-,

lise of i„_y i„i,ij,

idedvineslJjntf^Iou'

fiiwor.

^1 swam ov.r us.

^ DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN.
67

• When the next moon wa. roli'd into the ' She ceased in tear, fallen fr:;;:i:p~d
trust :

To whom the Egyptian: ' O, y„u
tamely die I !

Vou should have dimg to l-'uivia'-s waist
and thrust

The dagger thio' her side.'

iiing from his den;
' stars rise one by

I glen,

lig'it v.-Ith flying

I'erlasting hIJIs.

pake, anti grief

sky,

Strength came to me that equali'd my
< lei re.

Ilnw beautiful .1 thing it was to die
l"or God and l.jr my sire !

' It comforts me in this ono thought to
dwell, °

\\vtu 1

That I subdued me to my father's will •
I

1 ^''.an> sound the white dawn's

Because the kiss he gav. me. ere I fdl
'

q.nV 7'"^ "T'
Sweetens the spirit, uu ' ^ ^'"' •^^'^'

" "^ '»>' '"•''in. dissolved the
'

' niystcry

Of folded sleep. The captain of my
dreams

Kuled in the eastern sky.

.\rom broaden'd onlhe bordersof thedark
Ere I saw her, who clasp'd in her last

trance

Hci murdcr'd father's head, or Joan of
Arc,

-^ light of ancient France
;

Or her, who knew that Love can vanquish
Death,

Who kneeling, with one arm about her
king,

Drew forth the poison with her balmy
breath,

S\^•cet as new buds in .Spring.

Xo memo
, uibouru i..ngerfrom the deep

Cold-mines -tho-i.. at to lift the hidden

Sweetens the spirit '.uli.

'^^"'<^"\«'i' it is written that my race
HewM Ammon, hip and thigh, fmm

Aroer

On Anion unto Minneth.' Here her face
Glow'd, as I look'd at her.

She lock'd her lips : she left me where I

stood :

^L ' ^''"'^ *° ^'"^''
•"''^^^^"e- ''i"f^ past afar,

Thridd; ij; the sombre boskajfe of the
wood.

Toward the moming-star.

'>si»ig her carol I stood pensively.
As one that from a casement leans his

he.ad,

^^Vhcn midnight bells cease ringing sud-
denly.

And the old year is dead.

ore

That glimpses, moving up, than I from
sleep

Alas
!
alas !' a low voice, full of care,

Murmur'd beside me : 'Turn and look
on me :

I'
W«„UI Ife.; been some ...iden coa„a I

"""'
'

d '',
;™'' ''"' ''^'"- "''" ">"'

and poor !

^
O me, that I should ; /er see the light!

• -ose dragon eyes of anger'd Eleanor
i^o hunt me, da\- and night.'

Compass'd, how eagerly I sought to
strike

Into that wondrous track ofdreams again !

But no two dreams are like.

F 2
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T^^E BLACKBlRiy

^''est, '" ^^^^ ^ake warning
; j,e ,h., u

I^^irinr what k ..„•„„,..,. ... While 'n!'^!'^^
''''-'

-'t'

blest,

I^^ir^^whut
Is .nin^ed .,.h past

In yearnings' that can never be exprest%s.gns orcroans or tears; ^'
^^-^«- all word, tho' cuira .,„, I

^//^ ^^^7-^ .O/- THE DID

Wl-aiily^-"nts, faded l,y i.^ ,,eat.
'

s'{,'l'ing
:

Toll ye the church I.ell s^.i ,„ , ,

An'';.-eadsomyand!;;'n '"'
'-;-''> year lies a!;,;in^"'

{^''1 year, you nmsi not die •

^.-" can,e ,o us so readily.
'

^-'-' with us so Mi,
^''b^ar. you shall not die

5^//>^ BLACKBIRT),

T.» ..„-,. .

^V^
''^"^ '"^ other life above

''

"egave nie a friend? o„ i
'

AndtheXen^r:.r'^'':"^''^'^-''ne.
'Ar:Sr-''^-'-^'a.-^lsa,l

^:t:^:ilZt^l'-'"-Var.:j^n^^eW^^^
^" thine, again tT' ^"" ^'^^'^'

' "6'^'"'' the garden wall.

Vet, tho' I spared ihce ill ^^
Thy sole deli..ht •'.

''"'""'

\Vi,k .u
"^"^'"t IS, Sitting

.siilJ

young

;

'-^' when
I

'^w '';,?';',?,! f.*-^--.

ni I
' '" 'aice "em

^j^)ear.you„n.stnotgo

<^''' year, you shall not ^,o.

'

A -J;::'''"
'''• '^"-P-^ to ,he i,rin. .

Bu ho r"' "" ^'"" '"' "'^^

'

^^--at^::';:f^''^^"i-.
Old year, you 3hall not die;

IV ; f"
'"'^!' ""'' -•>' with 30U

^ehalfannndtodiewithyou
O'^' year, „ you »,„,( die,

^ '

Tir„„ ,,
/ S'lraen-square" tt

•Tis



''«^ "».'t uiJ] ng( ,i„,,

' l"-ospe.s in the hh,,.
want, ere leaves are n^u
'^enpahns of Spring. '

^ <?/- THE OLD

ies the ,\ inter snow,
'• ^vi/uls are weaiijy

'"^" "'"I nnd slou-,

"' speak low,
's a-dyirifj.

"Hist not (lie ;

> so reaili ly,

"S so Sttra.lily,

hall not ilic'

'

ih not move :

lawn of clay.

above.

and a (rue true love
il take 'em a\vr.y.

ist not go
;

ive been «i!h us,
'a\'e seen wiih u' i

II not go.

5 to (he l.rini

;

Hot see.

ixing dim,

ill of him,

not die

;

tl cry with )ou,
Ji'e with you,
« die.

'fo y. s.

my

Every one for h\A own.
'I'lie night is starry and ccli'

fiiend.

And the New-year blitlie and bold,
iny friend.

Comes up to take hin own.

How hard he breathes .' over the snow
I heard just now the crowing cock.
Tho shadows flicker to and fio :

The cricket chirps : tiie light burn.,
kiw :

'Tis nearly twelve o'clock.

.Shake haiuLs, before you die.
Old year, we'll dearly nte for you :

What is it wc can do for you?
Speak out bifore you die.

69

1 1 lis face is growing sharp and thin.

Alack ! our friend is gone.

Close up hii eyes : tie up his ciiin :

.Step from the corpse, and let him in
That standeth there alone,

And waiteth at the door.

'Jherc's a new foot on the lloor, my
friend,

And a new face at the door, mv
friend,

A new face at the door.

TO y. s.

'i'HE beats the mountain,
wind, that

blows

More softly rcund the open wold.
And gently comes tie weld to those

'

That are cast in gentle mould.

And me this knowledge bolder made,
Or else I had not dared to flow

in these words toward you, and invade
tven with a verse your holy woe.

'Tis strange that those we lean on most.
1 hose in whose laps our limbs are

nursed,

Fall into shadow, soonest lost :

Those we love first are taken first.

God gives us love. Something to love
He lends us ; but, when love is

grown
To ripeness, that on which it throve

Falls off, and love is left alone.

This is the curse of time. Alas !

In grief I am not all unlearn'd
;

Once thro' mine own doors Death did
pass

;

One went, who never hath rcturn'd.

lie will not smile—not speak to me
Once more. Two years his chair Is

seen

Empty before us. That was he
Without whose life I had not been.

Vour loss is rarer ; for this star

I

Rose with you thro' a little arc
Of heaven, nor having wandcr'd far

Shot on the sudden into dark. •

I knew your brother : his mute dust
1 honour and his living worth

:

A man more pure and bold and just
Was never born into the earth,

I have not look'd upon you nigh.
Since that dear soul hath fall'n asleep.

Great Nature is more wise than I

:

I will not tell you not to weep.

And tho' mine own eyes fill with dew.
Drawn from the spirit thro' the brain,

I w dl not even preach to you,
• W-eep, weeping dulls the inward

pain.'

I
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if,

'V '^ IlubJc IllilKl.

^-V- -/ ^Vt>6'^,A7.'^._

' Sleep tin the enri in,' ,

>''"''. ^^ccuic of change.
,

t^'V^7
J/t;r'A'.\7-;/,.

'If

J 11 an our hearfc ^^

And dwe^ in
'' '^'" '^""'

^^•'"Jioavcn half the ni.ht.

Vain solace ' Ar„ I

Cast "own he "e"'"'''"^''"^'"-'- '

"ervoieesee:^/rS::;t"'j"''^-^'^^'-'

^'^ as i Miote.

I.

n.

witJi

^^•ho ™iss the bro her of?"'
'"^'"^-^••

'

'•"-"""p.
»;-';:;,r,£r,.

.

nr.

f'or he too ^vas a f,iend f

^^oth are my f.iends. a.id „

BJeedethforboth;yetitn,.
,

'^^-onLsile^ncrsu-eTb^l

^"t^^f^ - - ..f wo.dteE-£^^^^^^
^S:- '--MerX...rTS^:S1^r---

"'« that sJccps in peace And I

^-

S'-p Mveeti,. tender heart in I
^^^^L" .tV^f'^f" ^^ ^^^

Andthl "'"'*'^''"°°"3increa-~e r
^"'^'' >' -^1'°"^^ and

"^ '^' ^'''' «g« onward roll ' u^.?
"^"^ ''^e borders of the"

' ^Vuhthatf^vehiidbeu '^^"'°'--

mar

Should

Op;

^Vh

And ind



r
'''' '" 'J'ee new" or

""1 'leadlofcct;

'"''^^ecure of change.

I.

n lici- liey,

'ui-ns her face
"' "le skies,

HI CVCIy J'Jacf
;

luickset -screen;

^JeWacrijic,

!, and i^rccns

^""'^ 'I'e dropping

ccimarish-pipe;

-I- Jays,

>
foi- the (inic

's an..; vavs

f^«chani::nie

^dderdmie.'

voice,

' shrine,

tronger choice,

incline

^^oses thine.

as died

^"incj foiJoin^

sj'ouse and

le niorn.

t them born.

^ OLD SAT FREEDOM ON THE HEIGHTS.

vx.

And when no mortal motion jars

The blackness round the tombing sod,
Thro' silence and the tremblin-; stars
Comes Faitii from tracts no" feet have

trod,

And \'irtue, like a household god

VII.

Promising empire ; such as those

^
That once at dead of niglit did greet

Troy's wandering prince, so that he rose
With sacrifice, while all the fleet

ilad rest by stony liijls of Crete.

71

Tho' Power should make from land to
land

The name of Britain trebly great—
Tho' every channel of the State

Should fill and choke with golden sand-

Yet waft me from the harbour-mouth,
Wild wind

! I seek a warmer sky,
And I will see before I die

'I'he palms and temples of the South.

Vou ask me, why, tho' ill at ( ase.

Within this region I subsist.

Whose spirits falter in the mist

;

And languish for the purple seas ?

It is the land that freemen till.

That sober-suited Freedom chose,
The land, where girt with friend., or

foes

A man may speak the thing he wil!

;

A land of settled government,
A land of just and old renown.
Where Freedom broadens slowly
down

From precedent to precedent

:

Where faction seldom gathers head.
But by degrees to fullness wrought.
The strength of some dilfusive

thought

Hath time and space to work and spread.
:

Should banded unions persecute
Opinion, and induce a time
'>Vhen single thought is civil crime,

And individual freedom mute
;

Oi- old sat Freedom on the heights,
The thunders breaking at her feet :

Above her shook the starry lights :

j

She heard the torrents meet.

"

j

'I'here in her place she did rejoice,

j

Self-gather'd in her prophet-mind,

j

but fragments of her miglity voice
!

Came rolling on the wind.

Then stept she down thro' town and field
To mingle with the humah race,

' And part by part to men reveal'd
'i he fullness of her face-

Grave mother of majestic works,
From her isle-altar gazing down.

Who, God-like, grasps the triple forks,
And, King-like, wears the crown :

Her open eyes desire the truth.

The wisdom of a thousand years

^

Is in them. May perpetual youlh

j

Keep dry their light from tears

;

That her fair form may stand and shine,
Make bright our days and light our

dreams,

Turuing to scorn with lips divine
'I he falsehood of extremes \



Love tho,, tj,
,

]'

brought ' ^"^ ^"^--^ far.

From out the stonVrl p .

Within the Pre em H r '
""^ ""'"^

Thro' future tim. h ' " '""'^^"seriture time by power of thought

'-'''''J^"^^^^^

Tn.e love tum'd round on fixed .n)W, that endures rot 30,^'^^°^
^/"or English natures, i^^eemt r

'
Ti^y brothers and imm;rtS'"'"'^'

bi„ds'_
'"^' ^-''^'"^ strong,,,

To^i;:;il-f:f^-">'-md,"^<= tne interests of a]J.

'^wcakn„s,„ci,l,erj,i,fe,„,

'^''"'"'''"eE''«»iil.dc,i),f„i,i£i,,.

main-currents draw
Watch what

)'ears

:

Cut Prejudice against the grain.liut gentle words arp-, I,.

^<egardthewea.nes::^:;;^:^:-

^'or to, ,,r title, place, or touch
Ofpension, neither count on L-,

^'^ deal inwatch-word,
overmuch..

-Vot clmging to some ancient saw •

^"dm its season bring the law;

I'^orNaturealso.
cold and warm^iid moist and dw ri

'

. '^'^'•o'manyacVn '„?r^'"^'°"&

lAfeet is it changes shonM

^ " "a.h wedded
I<a.-t

Vearnin.- to m.v I ^ '° ^°mc"- to ni,x himself with Life.
A slow-deveJop'd

.trenf^fh .

' (Completion in
^^"^'^'^"•aits

''^"trg::ir:^--""^''°-.
^"d round thenr*"'

''^'^
'° "»••'-•

^^^--t;i:;^-:-^;aredai.

'^"bSSth'"^-^"^'

race the n,,ng u i,,d .



n'b J'P may fall

woiking suongly^

' "I'lny minds,
iofaJJ.

and warm,
devising long,
fiiaking

strong,
I form.

'IcI control

1st in ease.

>y stiJI degrees,
souj.

' comes I,c free

' 'J'at which /lies

''•Te, (hat piles

'

mpatJiy.

n act
;

e reven/:;

er-peals,

''edded Fact.

^ard strife

jJoom

—

3 come
ith Life.

iwaits

ciiool
;

of rule,

itcs—

hour,

to mark
;

r are dark
wer.

'lols.

•Ill

'////-: coosa:

A wind to puff your idol-fires,

And heap their ashes on the head
;To shame the boast so often made,'

That we are wiser than our sires.

Oh yet, if Nature's evil star
iJrive men in manhood, as in youth,
I o follow flying steps of Truth

Across the brazen bridge of war—
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He held a goose upon his arm
He uttcr'd rhyme and reason,

'leretake.hegooscandkeepyouwarm,
It IS a stormy season.'

She caught the white goose by the legA goose-'twas no great matter.
1 lie goose let fall a golden egg
With cackle and with clatter.

l{

If New and Old, disastrous feud, i cu, ^ , ^
Must ever shock, like aimed foes, ! ?^ ^'''''^' ^"'^ """"''-ht the pelf,

And this be true, till Time shalldo-e '

v > , ,

'''? '° ''" '''"'' "^^S^ham,
;

That Principles are rain'd in blood
'

I ^'"l'
';''^- ''!'--'

^^ -^ cursed herself,
And rested from her labours

But wi,h his l,n„,l 4.i^, ;:'ul«^""'' , . V'iT
""'"'' """ "''-'"-li"!

;

and

Not less, tho' dogs of Faction bnv,
AVould serve his kind in deed

word,

Cert.-iin, if knowledge bring the s^^ord,
Ihat knowledge takes the sword away-

Would love the gleams of good that
broke

From either side, nor veil his eves •

And if some dreadful need should rise
Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke

:

To-morrow yet would reap to-day,
As we bear blossoms of the dead •

Earn well the thrifty months, nor' wedRaw Haste, half-j^ter to Delay.
|

T//£ GOOS£.

I KNEW an old wife lean and poor.
Her rags scarce held together

;

- ..in<!c a .ti.-ingcr to the door,
And It was windy weather.

So sitting, served by man and mnid,
She felt her heart grow prouder :

itl, r'T"""'^''^eooseiaid
It clack d and cackled louder.

It thUter'd here, it chuckled there •

It stirr'd the old wife's mettle •
'

She shifted in h-^r elbow-chair
And hurl'd the pan and kettle.

'

' '^ n"'"sy chok.> thy cursed note •

I 1
hen wax'd her anger stronger.

I will not bear it longer.'

Then yelp-d the cur, and yawl'd the cntRan Gaffer, stumbled Gammer.

'

And fill'd the house with clamour.

As head and heels upon the f].-,or

' They flounder'd all tntrcth.-r

1
here strode a stranger t"o the door.
And it was windy weather

:
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He took the goose ufi'n his ^rHe utter'd ,vords oV
""'

feo keep you
Itib

THE £P/c,

scoriiiui? •

'I"he glass blew fn #1, c ,

^'"' "'^'^ ''- ^^"-e>. tS;, ^^'"r
h,

^'-. ' The Delutk:';?!'''
Ana God forget the

<ake the goose,
stranger .'

'

lo^'oo

ENGLISH IDYLLS
AND OTHER POEMS.

I

mas gone,

J- rank, 'he burnt ' '^'^

Deep-



the fire blew out
"tl and harder,

^^<^"'<l the ,a.rder

:

'es breaking loose
^ 'he dangui-,

^'il take the goose,
le stranger .'

'

MORTF. D'ARTIiUK.

f-awake I I,eard
'v>de and M-ider

tfjiirch-commii-
I

>' and schism
"'"1 settled down
Jf faith

t'lonie was little

was no anchor,

^"&'»'"& clapt

'^ 'I hold by

'y the wassail-

'ew your gift

'ch you had,
-Jd it then),'

^<no-'-,' said

75

MOKTE irARTHUR,

His epic, his King Anhur, i,Mnic twelve
books —

And then to mc dcmnndiiig why? 'Oh,

l.ooksn-esl,estin,he.;tshio„of,heday
^"^

'^^'^Z' !;!!'"'
'^^""^'^ '''^ "•-•"^'

00. k....: he h. a mint or reasons::.;,. boM^^^
I' Mcased .n' well enough.' ' Vay „,v

'

' Am/t T'' ?'
^""i

""^ '" '''^ '^"'k'^'-

said II.ll,
^'

•
' , "; 'f "

^"'" l*^ '-^ ^'^'-'P'^I nigh the nel.l.

'Why take the style nf thn.o 1 ':,,
™''''" '^'''"'"^''l ^^'^^ a broken cross,

times?
' """''

'"-'"'^i/.'^'^^-^^^-'-adarkstraitofbarrenknul,

r-or nature b.ings not back ih- Mn . ' r

" """' '"'" ^'"^ ^'''^ ^"''"' •'^"^' "» ""'-

don,
'^^''^"-

1

^'%;'' S'-'^^' «'^l<-''' '-^"d '!'-• mou„ was full.

Nor wc those time. ;nnd why .,h„uld any I \u^^ ."^"^ ^''"'"^
^" ^"'

Remodel model.? the.e twelve books of'rhS^^tlli^'Sr^ff
^'^'

1'
mine

| ^vl r f
''•"O'^-'liil'of famou. knights

A^•cre faint Homeric echoes, nothinJ '
,

'
''"'"^'^ ''°'^' "^^'o'^- Such

,voi th, ^
I

.

'"i s'ecp

Mere chalt and draff, much better burnt '

i

^^^^
''f

P^^he men I loved. I think
'But I,' I

,

'"at we

Said Francis, ' piek'd the 'eleventh from f
'7.",'"''-''' ""'''' ^^ '-""y ^"'"'0 time,

this hearth
j

^^^''^''t our souls with talk of knightly
And have it

: keep a thing, it. u^e will \y „ •

''"'?''

'

;^;
'<'ng about the gardens and tl,e halls

Ul Camelot, as in the days that were
I pensh by this people which I made,-

horse ° """ ""^
13.^° ^^^•"''"^^^are thatI,houldcomeagain

Tliat hears the corn-bin open, prickVl my '"'^, ""'"^ "^ore-but let what will be,

ears

;

oe,
.

For I remeiiiber'd Everard's college fame Tr;*
'° f^'''^ '"''"'=" ^^'''' the helm

When we were Freshm-n
: the. at mvlTi V^

^"'
^''"'P ^ '^""°' ^^st till arorn.

request '
(

t»ou therefore take my brand Excalibur
He brought it

; and the poet little urged !

^^''"-'^^^'^^ "'y P"de ; for thou remcm-
But with some prelude of disparage- ^„ ,1, ^"^''ff J^"^'

'"em, *"
I

^" tho,c old days, ouc summer noon, an
Kead, mouthing out his hollow oes and j<„-, .,^?

aes,
1

"o^e "P from out the booom of ( h^ 1. 1 -

Deep-chested music, and to this result.
^^°™j" «'hite samite, mystic, woni^r-

come
I hoard it as a sugar-plum for Holmes '

He laugh'd, and I, though sleepy, like a
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JfORTE D'AA'/'fWA'.
Holding the sword -an,?

")^ 7~
I'" -and no-.v I rrm-M Iti, ^ , .

across "^o^^ 'I

J

That both hi. eve- «-oh , ,

And took it and h. s(ood ^ ^ ''''''^'^''
^-^ he

. '
^"a have worn it, ]iJ.-p Jtk' '

«« s.-^yi"g, from the ruin'd sh.i, , '

^'"''^-'^ ^

'"''

stei,t ' ^'"'"'^ ^"=
i

'I heard the rfn.,!. u-

sang -^a-u,nd
, Act rcnderinrr (n,P .,

hill .

'" '^'°" »e"i"«l llie I r„"„ ° ' '""'' ''"i* llie

Of subtle,, j„,e|,e„. „,
,

.,„o,c
""" "'""B'')' '''«'cd, I.e

——^—____ = "' ™" ''« '.nnl aloiul,

yj:;ffa ;?&-!Ji7»..i



^vere da.zlej, as he

•J'ng the swift mind,
at tlielast itsceni'ii
"bur conceal'd

lotted waterflags,

md dry ajjout the

w to the wounded

: Arthur to .Sir

>">' iijisiiion w),ich

='^" ' or wJial )ia:,t
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""g ill tJjc rvcd.s,

'"gon the crag.'
ig Artliur, faint

"a(u-c and thy

'i as bcseeni'd
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•^. cither hand,
^

'jf the nieie.
|

'• 'I'fn to lie.

iiickly go ag.^i,, (
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'«'}' bring nie

>e second lime
d beside the

'cs, fi.xL'd in

>" of the hilt,

y cliased, lie

'led aloud, i

MORTR irARTHUR.

1
I

'And if indeed least the hran.i away,
^nnely a precious thing, one worthy note
^^hould thus he lost for ever from the

earth,

Wliich might have pleased the eyes cf
many men.

What good should follow this, if this were
done ? I

What harm, undone? deep harm to dis-

'

obey,

Seeing oliedience is the l.ond of rule
jWere it well to obey then, if a"l;in-!

demand
'"

'

An .act unprof,!al,le. against himself? I

i lie king is sick, and knows not wiiat he
'

does.
j

What record, or what relic ofmy lo.d
Sl^ould be to aftertime. hut empty i^reath
And rumours of a douht ? hut were this

kept,

Stored in some treasure-house of might)-
kings,

Some one might show it at a joust of arms
Saying, "KingAnhui'ssword, Kxcalilnir'
Wrought ly tlie l.niriy maiden of iIk.

I-ake.

Nine xctrs she v;n,uaht it, siitina in ,he
ileeps

I'pon the hidden bases of the liills
"

S^. might some old man speak in the
aftertime

''1 all the people, winning reverence
i'Ut now much honour and much fame

were lost.'

^'^o spake he, clouded with his own
conceit,

Ai^l kid Excaiibur the second time,
And so strode back slow to the wounded

King.

Then spoke King Arthur, breathi,.^!
heavily

:

"^

j

' >\hat ii it thou liast seen > or what ha-i

'

heard?'
j

77

And answer made the bold Sir
liedivere

:

' I heard the water lapping on the crag,
And the long ripple washing in the reeds'.'
To whom replied King Arthur, much

in wrath :

'Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,
Unknightly, traitor-hearted

! Woe is me '

Authority forgets a dying king,
I.aid widow'd of the power in his eye
That bowM the will. I see thee what thou

art,

i
For thou, 'he latest-left of all my knights

j

In whom should meet the offices of all

I

Thou wouldst betray ,ne for the precious

I

''ill;

I

Kither from lust of gold, or like a girl

I
\ aluing the giddy pleasure of the eye^

I

^ ct, for a man may fail in duty twice

'

j

And the third time may prosper, get thee
I hence

:

l!ut if thou spare to fling Excaiibur,
I w. I anse and slay thee with my hands.'

1 hen quickly rose Sir Bedivere, ami
ran,

And, leaping down the ridges lirfuly.
plunged

"

Among the bulru-d^beds, and clutch'd
the sword.

And strongly wheel'd and threw it. The
gteat brand

Made lightnings in the .splendour of the
moon,

And (lashing round and round, and
whirl'd in an arch,

^hot like a.tre.amer of the northern morn,
Sc-en where the moving i.les of winter

shork

'!y night, with noises of the northern ^ea
•;o fkash'd and fell the brand Excaiibur

:'

r.ut ere he dipt the surface, ro.-,e an arm
<-lothed in white samite, mystic, wonder-

fid.



11

"nat IS It thou hast hear,)
'

r ;i , i

or seen ?

'

"t-arti,
,

Like one that feel-- a nfrri,* '

{jenis
I

ViiiLk, quick '

*'"';' !;'''"| ") i»"i.o=<-, t,r I „„.., ,„, ;

,',,1"™' ''

'

V"" '"'« •>"''
' 'fa" .lc

•

"'1,7 ""'" »""-. my^io, wonder
I

"; ^;,';-"-.'™.8iU Jr„vel,i,„, ud

Slowly, with pain reclin[n,r u-
^^'"«

«.'neywue

f-'yi.™ Q„e„,, ,,i,h cro,v„s „f ,„,j_„j
I

ii'orn rhe-m rose
"

'
'

Of
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f
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ni'te. So sigh'd
j

'"S at hi-i ear,

r shall (he.'

le from ridge to

^nd looking, as

J frozen hills,

liiiii, and a cry

drove Iiiin, hke

(he icy caves

'11 to left and

round him, as

•'ag tliat rang
"t of armed

i

vcl lake,

t'inter moon,
love a dusky

em to stern,

ig they were

with stately

ke a dream

gold—and

MORTE D'ARTHUR,
79

A cry that shlvcr'd to the tin£?linfT qtirs tj,»„ i n , , , ,

~

Ofh,m.„,a,i„„, lit,, „;;,,,S™;,,,^ ,

-^l-
•

"-y>-"l A„h„, .l,i,he, shall .

"t::,:
™*' '"" «""• "° ""'«'"• *•" '"'>. my r„,.h«., .„,, ,„,.

Or ,„,,,_„,„<, ,„ce .he „,„U„gof ,he For^1,,^ „,. „„, „,,, ,„„ „,^

'"''^r:r;;:"'''• •^'-'•'-Ud .{e";"!.. .„o.,„ „„, , „„„,

"lit;:;:;::;;;';;:---; - 1-^ -. ..„,,,„.

A„,u« „„„;;,;;: :„„„„,„„„
„']:;:;;t:;:'°n-:.;:'::;;«^;-:;-=

A.ul .lro,,|,i;,(. ,,i„,, ,,,„ „t'.-.i..M l,i»W,v
I

"' '""'r
''""""' '°""" ""• °"'' "'^

I

'""
"'.r*-

' "^' "' "'"""! An.. ':,:;,; „„,„,,.«, A„„n,.r„„„ .h,

'""
'i';:,qr

""" ""-"^ "-"'lAnaci^si, „,,«„f,. „„.„,„,,.
Lest one good Custom should corrujn the<>f onset; and the lij-hl an.l lustrous

curls--

That made his fo.vhcad like a rising sun
H'gh from the da.s-tluone- were parch'd

with dust

;

Or, clotted into points and hanging loose,
M.xd w.th the knightly growth thai

frmgcil his lip»,

So like a shaltc.'d column lay the Kina;
Not hke that Arthur who, with lancein

rest,

From spur to plume a star of tournament,

world.

Comfort thyself
: what comfort is i„ me?

I liave hved my life, and that winch I
h.ive done

^ray He within Himself make pure ; hut
thou,

If thou shouldst never see my face again
I ray for my soul. More things are

wrought by prayer
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore,

let thy voice
Rise like a fountain for me night and day.

if:.



i Ir

If. knowing Go,i, they lift no7^;;;;;w7;;,z~~^ ——-
fioth for thcm.elve- .,,,1 .», ,

' "'^•"- '' '""'

.hen. ;;;:;!;?
^"' ^'^^^^ -'- -n Redeen.., it n,,n ,,e charge of .

^ff^^^-^^^^ ;

''''^-^::^^^^mA^u:;^^''--^-:^^ no.,n,. .,.„
,

.

Andbo.veo.holiowscro.n-,,wi,hsu.n,ne/"'''''r;^ his heel into ,he s.o.hle.M
|

Where I 'will ,,e„ ,„e of n,y „,;.vo„ ' Tn'T
''"''''*

/'''^^^ °'"
-^P'-^'k'e.s up the flue •

M-ound.' >
gnu o„ And so to bed; where yet i„ „!"'", '

^" said he, and the barfr*^ u.;n, .
"'^^'"''' I

^^.^ ^ '""'°''''" •''"'' To ^ail with Arthur und.. I • i

^'oved from the brink 11. ^'^'"^ "'^er po ^ '^ ^^"^^ '•''-- '

breasted swt' '' ^^'"^
^"'M ^Iream. ' '

°" "^ ''•*""' ^^''-
'

""
ttj'„™'L,""-""'" "^---r"' -i '°""''' -•'" -^--

'"'- >'-l.l,e The c.ar ehurch.Wls ,i„g ,-„ ,t.
1 Christmas m.,rn,

'

77/i:
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P"i (oucJie^ here aii,|

le charge of nothing

"lan, and ptUcd his

itting, as I sai^l,

; as at that time of

^eiyhoiir for dawn •

i

'ifc', iike a man ill'
'

nothing!' drew a !

j

to the smouIderM

uklcs up the flue •

- yet in sleep j

?rIooniinfT shore-,
n to ddwn, uheii

I'l stir of day,
•J waited uiih a

Ijlowinj^fjrwjid,

-rn gentleman

iJiepeojde cried,

le rannot die.' I

upon the hills

and thrice as

'ices echoed

-

war shall be no

;an to peal,

ce, and heard

•"ing in th.?

7//^ CARDEXERTS DAUGHTER,

7J/E GARDEiVER'S /KlCG/fTER;
OK, THE PICTURED,

This morning is the morninf; of tl,c ,lay
\\ lien I and Eustace from tlie city went

'

lo sec the Gardener's Dauyhlcr
; I an.

he,

brothers in Art; a friendship so complete
I orlion (1 ni halves between ii ,, that we

grew
The fable of the city where we dwelt
My I-ustace niiyht have sat

"

fu.
Hercules

;

:<o muscular he spread, so broad of breast
He, by some law that holds in love, and

draws

The greater to the lesser, long desiredA certani miracle .f symmetry,
A miniature of loveliness, all grace
Summ'd up and dosed in little ;-Ju]iet,

SllC

So light of foot, so light of spirit-oh, she
To me myself, for some three careless

moons,

The summer pilot of an empty heart
I nto the shores of nothing ! Know you

not

Such touches are but embassies of love
ro tamper with the feelings, erehefouml
i-mpire for life ? but Eustace painted herAnd sa.d to me. she sitting with u» then,
\\ hen wdl,m, paint like this?' and I

replied,
I

(My words were half in earnest, half in
jest,)

' 'Tis not your work, but Love's. Love,
unperceived,

A more ideal Artist he than all
Came, drew your pencil from ^ou. made I

tnose eyes
(

Darker than darkest pansies, and that hair i

More black <han ashbuds in the front of
March.'

And Juliet answer'd laughing, - Go and
sec

The Gardener's daughter
: Iru.t me. after

I

that,

' carcc can fail to match his master-
piece.

'

^U.pwcrose.andonthe,spurMcwcnt.
Aot wholly m /he busy world, nor quite

J-coond „t, blooms the garden that I love
jNcws from the humming city comes tu it
In .sound of funeral or of marriage bells •

And, sitting mudled in dark leaves, you
hear

The windy clanging of the minster clock
;AI hough between it and the garden liesA league of grass, Mash'd by a slow broad

stream,

That, stirr'd with languid pulses of the oar.
Uaves all Us lazy lilies, and creeps on,
Bargedaden, to three arches of a bridge
Crown'd «ith the minster-towers.

. , ,
The fields between

Are dewy.fresh, browsed by deep-udder'd
kine,

And all about the large lime feathers low.
the bme a summer home of murmurous

wings.

In that still place she, hoarded in her-
self,

Grew, seldom seen : not less among us
lived

^

I

""'
^^'f

^'°m lip to lip. Who had not
I heard

Of Rose, the Gardener's daughter?
AVhere war, he,

So blunt in memory, so old at heart
At such a distance from his youth in grief,
I hat, having seen, forgot ? The common

mouth,
So gross to express delight, in praise of

her

G
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'f!!^^:^£^^^R^^uGiiTMR

;

Grew oratory. Such a lord is Love fr • ^
And Beauty such a mistress of the ,.orld And"i? '''°'"''°''''^^»<=igl^l^0"'- f'eld
And if I said that Fancy. ,ed by Love"

!

Tl '" '" '^""^^- ^^^^ ^eWould play with flying forms and Laees' (
'.

""^^

I W-d ' ^';'™^' '^^•' ^-« ^^"^
i T rjrc'ui?"^

-"-contented dove.
Ilook'duponher.whenIheardhernan.e'

r
''' '''^" «<^' «"' '"^ notes% heart wa. like a prophet to my hear I ,.,, o '^"f r^And told me 1 should love. A c'^.-d oP [^ ? T "'"^' *"^""^^'- ^ ^'^ "^a.'d

hopes. ''\ "'^ ''-^PPy hun.c, tlie g.oimd. To left
Ihat sought to sow themselves hke'rh. T '"?''

^
winged seeds.

'''^'

^^J'^

^"^^oo told his name ta all the hill- •

Born out of everything I heaH .„^ ^^ "^''"°''' ""^"^^ '^u'ed in the elm •
"

'

Fiutter'd about r.y sens s an m^to^ L^'^"f^ -^'^"eJ
; and the nig i^^,,.And vag.e desire, like .tful UaSofbah'n 7n]°S T

^'°' '^ "'"'^ ''^^
^^

'^ ^f^To one that travels quickly, made the a" iT" '""
'' ""'^

^"^''^S saui
OfLifedehcious.andallkindsofthoucht

'H.. I' ,'That verged upon them, suecter than'the xS^tdl /r '"';^ "'^^ ' ^>' ^^ "^^.
--I'eam '''^''^ '^"^'^s have joyful thoughts. ThinkDrcam'd by a happy man, when the dark T -i

^°" '^'^ ^'"^

East.
ofh?":^''^""''^^-^"''y°^-"g?Unseen. >s brightening to his bridal morn aLT ,7u "^ '""'^ ^^ ^^y ^hey sing?And sure this orbit of the memoryfoldj' ^°f^

Jhey praise the heave's forI;or ever m itself the day wo M-ent L ^ t
7' '''"^ ^"^^ ="

'

fo -e her. AH the land in flowery
'T "'"' ' ^^-- there nothing

squares, ^
\

''^e «>

D
;J°"d "^'

I

' '^^^ °"'>: ^r -ere cause enough forDrew downward
:
but all else of heaven ! LiHulT' ,

,,
"-'^^ P^"-e

j

Lightly l,e laughVl. as one that read mvUp to the Sun. and May f.om vor^e to An 1
""''^'

, ,
^'^^fi*^'

i

"^ "" "'^ ^^-^"^
;

but ere an hour hadAnd May with me fron. head to heel 'uv 'T ''

And now,
'-'

,

^^^ .c.^h . .eadow slanting to theAs tho twcre yesterday, as tho' it u-,-, r.
'

The hour just flown, that morn with .11 i
" "

"'"'''
'

^^'-'"^^''"" I-^hway courted
Its sound,

i

"'>

'Ko, Ihose old Mays had thric. ,h. l,fo „f ,' This°"vH?iH'"
" '""' '" ' ?''"' ''^e

;

„^
Ihese,)

Tk .'"^' «"''""• "S'Msy walk
S.nssi.^™„„„,

Th.3.cerf„r,..,J^'"°;;°:;f!<' "•'-bush „,„

way, stood.

,

Beyond ui, as we emer'd in the cool.



the neighbour f.eld,

:JIows. From tJie

H-conlented dovey,
get out Im notes

ellici- as he neai'd

g'ound. To left

ne to all the hiib

;

I in the elm
;

lid the nightingale
re the bird of day.
and smiling said

cho ! by my life,

noughts. Think

ity ofsong?
f why they sing?
the heavens for I

re there nothing

e heavens but

'se enough for

le that read my

an hour had

anting to the

•hway courted

•ivet hedge
;

rrassy walk
^ush trimly

'ith perfume,

he cool.

midst

A cedar spread his dark-creen hver* of c
^°""^'

shade.
^ ^"'" °^ ^°

'f^J'
"^^^^ tliehouse

; butshe,

The garden-glasser. shone, and momentlv Tn r,.c»f
^°^^

i , • .

Thetwinkling laurel scatt^r-dsilve'S '
.N^Teard i;!'

"" '"'. '"^""^ '""'

'Eustace/ I said, 'this wonder kL, !

. '^ "' '?'""' ""• '^^™" '^^r tcnd-' Eustace,' I said, 'this wonder keeps
the house.'

He nodded, but a moment afterwards
He cried, 'Look! look!' Before he

ceased I turn'd,

And, ere a star can wink, beheld her there.
For up the porch there grew an

ance turn'd

Into theworld without; till close at hand,And almost ere I knew mine own intent,
Ihis murmur broke the stillness of thai

air

Which biooded round about her :

' Ah, one rose.Eastern rose, ,'/-,_. , ^
"". ung rose.

That, flowering high, the last night's gale! cuii'dr
""''

'''°'' ^''' ^"^'''

Were worth a hundred kisses press'd on
lips

Less exquisite than thine.'

She look'd : but all

had caught.

And blown s^jross the ^^•alk. One arm
aloft—

Gown'd in pure white, that fitted to the
shape

—

' c r J .

^"'' '""" " ' '^"t a't

HoldngJhe bush, to fix it back, she
| "posse's'd

'^^"^^^—^"-' -'f'

A singlfstrtm of all her sofc brow^n hair

"""'

''S''
'"' ""'''"''' "^'^ ""^^ -"^

Pour'd^on^on, side
:
the shadow of the Divided in a graceful quiet-paused.

Stole all the golden gloss, and, waveringi ' X, ^'2"' '''''''' ^"' '""^•

Lovmgly lower, trembled on her waist- 1 Her looser hair in h- • , , •

Ah. happy shade-and still went waver-

1

Z ''^' '"^ '''"^ '^'^

ing down, ' f
Bui, .re ,, iouM a foot, «,„ n,igh/" T„,r"

"""'"• "" "" »™"

And mix d with shadows of the common
ground !

But the full day dwelt on her brows, and
sunn'd

like,

In act to render thanks.

I, that whole day.
Saw her no more, altho' I linger'd there
t;!! . . . . _ -

iler vml^f z> J ., , .
^^ "^'" "o niore, altho' I linger'd there

lips,
I T>

And on the bounteous wave of such aj '"dusk"'
"" ''"^'"'' "'" " ^'^'^

breast

As never pencil drew. Half light, half
shade.

So home we went, and a^! the livelong
way

With solemn gibe did Eustace banter me.
C 2



• Now,' said he, « will you climb the top
of Art.

'

Vou cannot fail but work in hues to dim
llie fitianic Flora. Will you match
My Juliet? you, not you,-thc Master,

Love,

A more ideal Artist he than all.'

So home I went, but could not sleep

THE GARDENER'S DAUGHTER;

A ^vord co",^ bring the colour to" mv
clicelv

;

'

A thought would fill my eyes with happy
dew; '

'
^

Love trebled life within me. and with
each

The year increased.

The daughters of the yearfor joy,
,
« fa'*i^-ia ui me year,

Reading her perfect features in the gloom ,

"'

m""'
'^"°'

'^'"^ '''" g^^den
Kissing the rose she gave me o'er ,^C\\v. i

' ? ,

"

g e: and ^ad, gaHanded with lier peculiar flower
And shaping i^.iihful record of the glance r shir.' '

^""^ '^'''^ '"'° ^'^^

That graced the g.ving-^such a noise of
life

Swarm'd in the golden present, such a
voice

CalI'd to me from the years to come, and
such

And each in passing touch'd with some
new grace

Or seemVl to touch her, so that day by
day, ' ^

Like one that never can be wholly known,Her beauty grew
; till Autumn broughtA length of bright hori.on rimm'd the

| an horn-dark. ^
"""'

And all that night I heard the watchman ' Sfn'
'''''" ^ '^^^''^ ^'^ ^cep <I

peal
I,

T?! l"'i"i 'TT^ ^".'.^^^ "'g'^t I heard
|

'' hl'lf
"" '°''"'"^ "^ '^ ^°^' '°

The heavy clocks knolling the drowsy
hours.

Tht drowsy hours, dispensers of all good,O er the mute city stole with folded wings,

From th--e thro- all the worlds: but I
'P

Full o.
: . bliss, and following her dark

eyesDistilling odours on me as they went Frlf „ T' •
.

To greet their fairer sisters of ti EaM. The :
."

IfkT
'"?'' "^' ''" ^ ^-^^'^

Love at first sight, first-born, and heir thae
'

'"
^^^r standing

Made this m-ght thus. Henceforward '^^"llV'
^°^" "P°" ^ g^^^en

squall nor storm
Could keep me from that Eden Mhcre

she dwelt.

Light pretexts drew me : sometimes a
Dutcnlove Inr • ";

For tulips; then for roses, moss or musk A^^f'™" !.^"g''=^y<='^t'^edral towers,
To grace my city-rooms

; or
^^^

"atd
j
Re^ I

,^ tSr^Sr/ ''V^^^^'cream "'^"^ sliming windows
: from '

Served in the weeping elm; and more The belh'wrr't Mand more
"re ine Dells, we Iisten'd

; with the tim«
\ we play'd

;

mound,
T"o mutually enfolded; Love, the third.
Between us, m the circle of his arms
Lnwound us both ; and over many a

range •'

nr : 1
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OR, TlfE PICTURES.
""•*' 'w i->i-^-iiii

We spoke of other things
j we coursed

about

The subject most at heart, more near
and near,

Like doves about a dovecote, wheeling
round

The central wish, until we settled there.
Then, in that time and place, I spoke

to her,

Requiring, tho' I knew it was mine own,

85

Yet for the pleasure that I took to hear,
Requiring at her hand the greatest gift,

'

A woman's heart, the heart of her I loved

;

And in that time and place she answer'd
me.

And in the compass of three little words,
More musical than ever came in one,
The silver fragments of a broken voice.
Made me most happy, faltering, ' I Jm

thine.'

Shall I cease here ? Is this enough to
say

That my desire, like all strongest hopes,
By its own energy fulfill'd itself.

Merged in comple'ion? Would y,-,u

learn at full

Yet might I tell of meetings, of fare-
wells—

Of that which came between, more sweet
than each.

In whispers, like the whispers of the
leaves

That tremble round a nightingale-ia
s^ghs

Which perfect Joy, perplex'd for utter-
ance,

Stole from her sister Sorrow. Might I

not tell

Of difference, reconcilement, p:e>.Ige3

given,

And vows, where there was never need
of vows,

And kisses, where the heart on one wild
leap

Hung tranced from all pulsation, as above
The heavens between their fairy fleeces

pale

Sow'd all their mystic gulfs with fleeting
stars

;

Or while the balmy glooming, crescent-
lit,

Spread the light haze along the river-How passion ro-e thro' circumstanti.al
|

sliores,

EeyonS grades develop'd ? and indeed '"^Z ^^^J. "T "' ""'

I had not staid so long to tell you .11 . X^lrf\ .

wh.spenng ra.n

But while I mused cSme MeC^ti.h |

''^"'

t^^^^^^T '
""'" ^^

aa eye's.

Holding the folded annals of my youth
;

And while I mused. Love with knit
brows \\ent by,

And with a flying finger swept my lijis.

And in her bosom bore the baby, Sleep.
But this whole hour your eyes have

been intent

On that veil'd picture—veil'd, for what it

holds

'rive; '
""^ "' """^ '" ^^^y-t'-^^-H on by the common daygiven

Are those, who setting wide the doors
that bar

The secret bridal chambers of the heart,
Let in the day.' Here, then, my worcis

have end.

This prelude has prepared thee. Raise
thy soul

;

Make thine heart ready with thine eyes ;

the time

Is come to raise the veil.

.
Behold her there,

' V
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86 DORA.

As I beheld her ere she knew my heart,
My first, last love

; the idol of my youth,
The darling of my manhood, and, alas !

Now the most blessed memory of mine
age.

DORA,

' Vou will not, boy ! you dare to answer
thus

!

But in my time a father's word was law
And so it sJiall be now for me. Look to

it;

Consider, William : take a month to
think,

With fame, Allan „, ,],„ f™ a,„de lofhTZlTA .T,'"'T
'° '"'' ""'' •

William and Dora. William wa, his ,„„,
'

'^

't,,
"" ""' "•"" "'=• >°" *»"

And she ,« „i.„. „e oAen looW a. And „eLL. dark™ n.y d„o,s again..

And or.,. ,h<^, ,™ ,„.,. .,.„„ n,an ri;:™:;:"^*!;- r;s
Now Dora felt her uncle's willin ill Ui, i

''^',^^!".,

''''"'" *'"' The less he liked her ; and his ways wereAnd yearn'd towards William ; but' the
youth, because

He liad been always with her in the
house,

Thought not of Dora

harsh

;

But Dora bore them meekly. Then
before

The month was out he left his father's
house.

When A„.„. c.ii.?M,":;rrrsaid:f"' '"sL^"""' "
""'^ ""^'" "=

' My son ; a i i ir /
I married late, but I would wish to see | l\i

^"^^ '^'''' ^" "'°°''^ '"^

My grandchild on my knees before I die:
And I have set my heart upon a match.
Now therefore look to Dora

; she is well
To look to

; thrifty too beyond her age
She is my brother's daughter : he and I
xiari r\nnn T^r«,-^1 ,.. i^ _ i . . i

A labourer's daughter, Mary Morri.son.
Then, when the bells were rincine

Allan call'd

His niece and said :
' My gi,-l, i jove you

well
;Had on. l^d words, and parte;i, andj.ut if ^L Jpeak with him .at was my

t'"'^!^^^''^: but/brhissakel bred'or char^;; a word with her he calls hisHis daughter Dora : take her for your
wife

;

For I have wish'd this marriage, night
and day,

For many years.' But W^illiam answer'd
short

;

•I cannot marry Dora; by my life,
I will not many Dora.' Then the old

man
Was wroth, and doubled up his hands.

and said :

wife,

My home is none of yours. My will is

law.'

And Dora promised, being meek. She
thought,

'It cannot be: my uncle's mind will
change !

'

And days went on, and there was born
a boy

To \ViIliam
; then distresses came on hin.;

And day by day he pass'd his father's gate,
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Heart-broken, and his father help'd him
not.

Rut Dora storeci what little she could save.

And sent it them by stealth, nor did they
know

Who sent it ; till at last a fever seized

On William, and in harvest time he died.

Then Dora went to Mary. Mary sat

And look'd with tears upon her boy, and
thought

Hard things of Dora. Dora came and
said :

' I have obey'd my uncle until now.
And I have sinn'd, for it was all thro' me
This evil came on William at the first.

But, Mary, for the sake ofhim that's gone,
And for your sake, the woman that he

chose.

And for this orphan, I am come to you :

Vou know there has not been for these

five years

So full a harvest : let me take tlie boy,
And I will set him in my uncle's eye
Among the wheat ; that when his heart

is glad

Of the full harvest, he may see the boy,
And bless him for the sake of him that's

gone.'

And Dora took the child, and went her
way

Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound
That was unsown, where many poppies

grew.

Far oft" the farmer came into the field

And spied her not ; for none of all his

men
Dare tell him Dora waited with the child

;

And Dora would have risen and gone to

him.

But her heart fail'd her ; and the reapers

reap'd,

And the sun fell, and all the land was
dark.

But when the morrow came, she rose

and took

The child once moie, and sat upon the
mound

;

And ma<lea little wreath of all the flowers

That grew about, and tied it round his hat
To make him pleasing in her uncle's eye.

Then when the farmer pass'd into the field

He spied her, and he left his men at work.
And came and said :

* Where were you
yesterday ?

Whose child is that ? What are you doing
here ?

'

So Dora cast her eyes upon the ground,
And answer'd softly, ' This is William's

child !

'

'And did I not,' said Allan, 'did I not

Forbid you, Dora ?
' Dora said again :

' Do with me as you will, but take the

child,

And bless him for the sake f)f him that's

gone !'

And Allan said, ' I see it is a trick

Got up betwixt you and the woman there.
I must be taught my duty, and by you !

Vou knew my word was law, and yet you
dared

To slight it. Well— for I will take the
boy

;

But go you hence, and never see me more.'
So saying, he took the boy, that cried

aloud

And struggled hard. The wreath of

flowers fell

At Dora's feet. She bow'd upon her
hands,

And the boy's cry came to her from the

field,

More and more distant. She bow'd down
her head,-

Remembering the day when first she camp
And all the things that had been. She

bow'd down

<



88
DORA.

And wept in s>-cret ; and the reapers
reap'd,

And the sun fell, and all the land was
dark.

Then Dora went to Maiy's house, and
stood

Upon the threshold. Mary saw the boy
\\as not with Dora. She broke out i„

Fr"o? am'"!
fo'-tl'e golden seal, that'hung

From Allan's watch, and sparkled by the
fire.

Then they came in : but when the boy
beheld

His mother, he cried cut to come to her •

And Allan set him down, and Mary said'O Father !-ifyou let me call you so -praise i, --y-" -L.n.i.aii^u

ihen answer'd Man- <Thic .v. ii
* L^

'w "''!')> inis shall never O Sir «!,«« ^ir.,,-
be,

'"'''^^ ^^"^' ^vhen \\ ,ll,am died, he died at

That thou shouldst take my trouble onUv.i, T""^
,»,...,r. y •^°"^J'^ o" ^^>th all men ; for I ask'd him, and he

said,

thyself

;

An. now I think, he shall not have the He could not ever rue his marryin, me--
For he will teach him hardness, and to

"'? ' P''""' ""'''
= '^"'' Sir, he

slight TKfU
Hismother; therefore thou and Iwillro Lpl. Vr'i;-""^*"'''"''^'^^^'^^'-^'^"^:And T xviii .

'^ ^^'" E°' C^od bless hmi !
" he said, " and mayAndlwdlhavemyboy.andbrincihlm

home
;

AndIwillbegofhi,„(otakethee1«ck

he never know
The troubles I have gone thro' ! " Then

he turn'di^ut if he wilUot tak; U. ,;r; ::'
'

u- f
''

'T''Then t^ou and I will li.e ^i^^CLlu^^t^S^l'''''''''''^''^-^
house,

I ""V'^^^^l
^". 'et me have my boy, hr you

And work for William's child, until he! '"'l ,

""' ''"'^' ""'* '^'-'""' J^^'" ">

grows -^''Snt

Of age to help us.' [ If'^'''
'"^"'"'>'

'' '''"'1 t'-^'^e Dora back

So the women ki^.'d cf 't '
*'" '" ''^ '' ^^^ ^-^--'

'

Each other, and set out, and rea:^ tl L/^^^'-^^'^
/"'^ ^- ^i'' Her face

farm. aim" ^'"^'^^^^^'Jenceintheroom-
The door was off the latch: they peep'd u^

°"'^ *^^ °'^ "^''^" burst in
and saw

' i^ i^ .

j

sobs:—

.

'I have been to blame-to blame. I
The boy set up betwixt his grandsire's

knees,

Who thrust him in the hollows of his arm

have kiU'd my son.
I have kill'd him-but I loved him-my

dear son.AnJ . ,' "'^ """ows 01 Ills arm, dnr cn„
--- i.....— ,i,y

I
•

'i hen they dung about
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AUDLEY COUJiT.

The old man's neck, and kiss'd him many
times.

And all the man was broken with remorse;
And all his love came back a hundred-

fold
;

And for three hours he sobb'd o'er
William's child

Thinking of William.

So those four abode

There, on a slope cf orchard, Francis
laid

A damask napkin wrought with horse and
hound,

Brought out a dusky loaf that smelt of
home.

And, half-cut-down, a pasty costly-made,
W liere quail and pigeon, lark and leveret

lay.
Within one house together; and as years (Like fossils of the n.rl. , •,. i.Went forward. Mary took another mate ;

I yoi^
'

'"''' ^"''''^"

But Dora lived an„>arried till her death.
; Imbedded and injellied

; last, with the.e.
A flask of cider f,om hi, father's vats,

AUDLEY COURT.

'The Bull, the Fleece are cramm'd, and
not a room

For love or money. Let us picnic there
At Audley Court.'

I ?poke, while Audley feast
Humm'd like a hive all round the narrow

quay.

To Francis, with a basket on his arm.
To Francis just alighted from the boat.

Prime, which I knew ; and so we r.at and
eat

And talk'd old matters over ; who was
dead,

Who married, who was like to be, and
how

The races went, and who would rent the
hall :

Then touch'd upon the game, how scarce
it was

This season
; glancing thence, discuss'd

the farm,

And rounded by the Stillness of the be-irh 4n.i .

'''''^'

•

To where the bay runs up its la st lo'n
I W h , T ??'" *"^''''"' "^ '^' ^'"^

We left the dying ebb that fah ,^^^1 ' 1 I , ?'?/ "" ''^ "'''"S'^''^ ^'""^ =

-flat red granite'; sob m "vJ I ^"'' ^^^'^^^^ on the pippinThe flat red granite
; so by many a sweep

Of meadow smooth from aftermath we
reach'd

The griffin-guarded gates, and pass'd thro'
all

The pillar'd dusk of sounding sycamores.
And cross'd the garden to the gardener's

lodge,

With all its casements bedded, and its

walls

And chimneys muffled in the leafy vine.

hung
To hear him, clapt his hand in mine and

sang--

•Oh
! who would fight and march and
countermarch,

Be shot for sixpence in a battle-field,
And shovell'd up into some bloody trench
U here no one knows ? but let me live

my life.

' Oh
! who would cast and balance at
a desk,

j

'

!1*M.-



90 WALKING TO THE MAIL.

Pcrch'd like a crow upon a three-lcgg'd
stool,

Till all his juice is dried, and all his joint.>
Are full of chalk ?Lut let rue live my life

' U ho'.l serve the state ? for if I carved
iny name

Upon the cliffs that guard my native land,
I might as well have traced it in the sands;
The sea wastes all : but let me live my

life.

'Oh! who would love? I woo'd
woman once,

I5ut she was sharper than an eastern wind,And all my heart turn'd from her, as a
thorn

Turns from the sea ; but let me live my
life.'

^

He sang his song, anrl I replied with
mine

:

I found it in a volume, all of songs,
Knock'd down to m.. when old .Sir

Robert's pride,
His books-the more the pity, so I .aid-
Came to the hammer here in March-

and this—
I set the words, and added names I knew

' Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream
of me :

Sleep, Ellen, folded in thy sister's arm.
And sleeping, haply dream her arm is

mine.

'Sleep, Ellen, folded in Emilia's arm;
Em.ha, fairer th.an all else but thou,
For thou art fairer than all else that is

Sleep, breathing health and peace
upon her breast

:

Sleep, breathing love and trust against
her lip :

J go to-night
: I come to-morrow morn.

I go, but I return : I would I were
IThe pilot ofthe darkness and the dream.

Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, love, and dream of
me.'

bo:ang we each to either, Francis Hale,
The farmer's son, who lived across the bayMy friend

;
and I, ,hat having where-

withal,

And in the fallow leisure of my life
A rolling stone of here and everywhere
Did wlmt I would

; but ere the night we
rose

And sauntcr'd home beneath a moon, that
just

'

In crescent, dimly rain'd about the leaf
1 wihghts of aiiy silver, till we reach'd
rhc limit of the hills ; and as we sank
P rem rock to rock upon thegloomingquay.
The town was hush'd beneath us : lower

down
Tlie bay was oily calm

; the harbour-
buoy.

Sole star of phosphorescence in the calm,
\y.th one green sparkle ever and anon
iJ'pt by Itself, and we were glad at heart.

n-ALKIiYG TO THE MAIL.

John. I'M glad I walk'd. How fresh
the meadows look

Above the river, and, but a month ago,
The whole hill-side was redder than a

fox.

Is yon plantation where this byway joins
The turnpike ?

James. Yes.
John. And when does this come by ?
James. The mail ? At one o'clock
>^'«-

^ What is it now?
James. A quarter to.

John. Whose house is that I see?
^^o, not the County Member's with the
I

vane

:

^^^'"taTf'''""
*''' ^''^"*'"'^ ''^'^' *'"''

A scure of gables.

From!
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IVALKING TO THE MAIL.

yex d With a morbid devil in his blood < Oh well'V. • . .That veil'd^the world with jaundice, hid too-
^

'
^'"" """"* ^^*''' "^

his face

From all men, and commercing with him-
self,

He lost the sense that handles daily life-
That keeps us all in order more or less-
And sick of home went overseas for

change.

John. And whither ?

Jack, turn the horses' heads and home
again,'

7oh, //, left /„•, ,vifc behind
; for so I

heard.

>;./<•.. He left her, yes. I met my
iady once :

,

'^

^r;"*"^"f *= ^ ^"«. '^nd harsh as crabs.

Jame^. Nay, who knows? he's here 1 ^

>'"'''"' ^ '"^'"•^'"'^er, ten years
and there. ,„.

'^•'^^k—

But let him go
; his devil goes with him "

"'''' "' ''"'' ''" years-and then she
As well as with his tenant, Tocky Dawe=' \- ^,. 7,'

~
,. ,

John. Whafsthat? ^ ^ 'S V 7'^.°' "^'*' "P"" ^ "^^veeter thing
7^^»'cs. Vousaw the man-on Mondu-

'

r

^^^'
^
^^ ''"'* '°""^' ^'^"'> ^'^^ ^ Pear

was it ?-
- '°"'''^^'

I

" e^°:^'"&. n^odest eyes, a hand, a toot I

There by the humpback'd willow • half I CT'^ '"T""?''
'"''*^"'^"' ^"^ ^ ^kin

stands up ' "' |-"^^ •^'^'>" ""d ^^I'ite a. privet when it

And bristles
; half has fall'n and made a ' "-/

,

T '

bridge

;

'""'' ' ^'""'^- ^Y' ay, the blossom fades.s^nd
And there he caught the younker tickling At first'like dovJnnf ,trout- ^

j

^ '"^^^ '"'^ "o*e and dove were cat and
Caught in /,?^>-rt„/^—what's the Latin ci f

«;..,! / '''^ ^"^'" She was the daughter of a cottagerword ?

—

/?^//r/c;.- but his house, for so .;i y say
Was haunted with a jolly ghost, tliat

shook

Out of her sphere. What betwixt ^hame
and pride,

Xcw things and old, himself and her, she
sour'dThe curtains, whined in lobbies, tapt at

, To wlnTsheV
doors, ^ I'l

'' "'^'
'\':^ »^ :

a nature never kind I
doors,

And rummaged like a rat : no servant
stay'd :

The farmer vext packs up his beds and
chairs,

And all his household stuff; and with his
boy

Betwixt his knees, his wife upon the tilt,
Sets out, and meets a friend who hails him

' What I

Likemen, like manners: like breeds like
they say :

Kind nature is the bpsf • tu^me Dest
, those manners

next

That fit us like a nature second-hand
;

Wh,c„aremdeedthemam,ersofthegrat.

tlu? 4 ^'"^ '' ''" '^^ ^^^

And fe.jr of da'nge at home, that drove
nun hence.

<<

:i'<

11

1
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Ilif

A Chartist j)ike. You should have seen
him wince

As from a venomous thing : he thought
himself

A marl; fur all, and shudderM, lest a
cry

Should break his sleep by night, and his
nice eyes

Should see the raw mechanic's bloody
thumbs

Sweat on his bla^on'd chairs
; but, sir,

you know
Tlmt these two parlies still divide the

world '

sow,

And but for daily loss of one she lovc.I
As one by o„c wc took them- but for

this—
As never sow was higher in this world ~
Might have been hap,,y

: but what lot is

pure?

,

We took them rdl, till she was left alone

I

Upon her touer, the -\iobe of swin...
And so returnM unfarrow'd to her -ty

John. They found you out

'

?7"- Not they.
John

Well-aftaali .U hat know we of the secret of a mnn ^

His nerves were wrong. What ails usOf 'hosMhat want, and those that have :

|

.,,0 are sound.
That we should mimic this raw fool theThe same ol.l sore breaks out from a<Te to

age
world,

W>-'J> much^^,,., same result. Now I p''''"'or^dlites?"
'" '"'' '^^^'^ '^^^-^-

A Tory toThe quick, wis is -i bnv a
' ''"'^'''' ""' ^ '^''^'' ^^"'' ^ ^^"•n'.

Destructive, in l"h d not vhat I Tr^v T "'r'"'"^
"^ ^'^^''""^

woul.l. T^ ily-niore from ignorance than will

fruit
^ ^'''

His hens, his eggs
; but there was law

^ '"' '?'"''" "'''' *''' "^'" '' ^"^' ''^^^ ''

for ui •
comes

With five at top : as quaint a four-in-We paid in person. He had a .ow, sir.
She,

With meditative grunts of much content,L^y great with pig. wallowing in sun and
mud.

By night we dragg'd her to the college
tower *•

From her warm bed, and up the cork-
screw stair

hand
As you shall see-three pyebalds and a

roan,

EDWTN- MORRIS;
OR, THE LAKE.

O ME, my pleasant rambles by the lake.My sweet, wild, fresh three quarters of a
With hand and rope we haled the gioan-

1
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I
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Ofcit

See hi

Hoat,

When

With I

And h

N'cw-c

Here 1

Of me:

O ni(

AVith J

The cut

But I

r

Long le;

A

^Vho foi

n
Who tau

sv

Who reai

His own

se

All-perfei

And or

And his fi

me
And well

not

A full -cell

Stored fro

spo

' My lav

But thirty
1



kept her till she

had the mother

one slic loved

L them— but for

in this world —
I'lit what lot is

? was left alone

be of swiiK',

'd to her hty.

out?

Xot they,

ell— after all -

et of a ni.in?

What ails iis,

s raw fool the

coarse blacks

a worm,

he grow s

nee than will.

brward, or I

: and here it

lit a foiir-in-

Jbalds and a

)y the lake,

uarters of a

drouth

ineu

rock
I
T •

/ ' I'l-'iuiimi.

With turrets lichen-gildcd like a rock •

"'Ttm
'""''' '°''' ""'^ '""'^ '^^

Bull

The curate; he was fatter than his cure.

But Edwin Morris, he that knew the

hreathe,'

Or this or something like to this he
sjioke.

Then said the fat-faced curate Edward
names,

"

I .
, , f !'

Long learned names of agaric, mo.ss and the man"!""
"''' ''' "°""" ^°^

Who foiged a thousand theories of the f'"'' 'Tvo'rld

'"' "' '""""" "' ^'^^

Who taught me how to skate to , . T ''L'"^ '^''V'
'"'"' ""'^ '^'^ '-^ ^'e".h "uwioBKate, to row, to To have a dame inrlnnr. ./,..•swim, "line maoors, tl. it irniis us

seem'd c , ,

*"" - '"^ eood and mcrease of theme
;

And well his words became him: was he
not

A fall-cell'd honeycomb of eloquence
Stored from all flowers ? Poct-likc he

spoke.

'My love for Nature is as old as I;But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that,

world.'

'Parson,' said I, 'you pitch the pipe
too low

:

But I have sudden touches, and can runMy faith beyond my practice into his :

Iho ,f. m d.inring after Lctty Hill,
I do not hear the bells upon my can
I scarce have other music : yet say on.

i

lit'

Ji_U



94 EDWIN MORRIS; OR, THE LAKE.

What should one give to light on such a
' But you can talk : yours is a kindly vein •

T y.^Aw'^Wr J • „ ^ ''^'^' ^ think, -Heaven knows-as
laskdhimhalf-sardonically.

^ much within
;

(• „ .1 ,,
'Give? Havp, or should have, but for a fhoiichtGive all thou art,' he answer'd, and a! or two,

r>f 1 'f.^' J- , , • ,. I

fhat like a purple beech amonc: the creensOf laughter dui.pled ,n h.s swarthy Looks out of place : 'tis from no ^^Lt incheek

;

'I would have hid her needle in my
heart,

To save her little finger from a scratch
No deeper than the skin : my cars could

hear

Her lightest breath : her least remark
was worth

The experience of the wise. I went and
came

;

Her voice fled always thro' the summer
land

;

I spoke her name alone. Thrice-happy
days !

The flower of each, those moments when
we met.

The crown of all, we met to part no
more.'

her :

It is my shyness, or my sJf- distrust,
Or something of a wayward modern mind
Dissecting passion. Time will set )n'»

right.'

So spoke I knowing not the things that

were.

Then said the fat-faced curate, Edward
Bull :

V.'ere not his words delicious, I a
beast

' God make the woman for the use ofman,
And for the good and increase of the

world.'

And I and Edwin laugh'd ; and now we
paused

About the windings of the marge to hear
The soft wind blowing over meadowy

holms

And alders, garden-isles; and now we
left

T . 1 , » I

'^he clerk behind us. I and he and rin

Whether he ;pc...„„,a,ge,„ .hat .heJ "'"^'Hr* '"= "«^"'^' '"^ "^

seem'd

A touch of something false, some self-

conceit.

Or over-smoothness
: howsoe'er it was,

He scarcely hit my humour, and I said :

'Friend Edwin, do not think yourself
alone

Of all men happy. Shall not Love to me,
As in the Latin song I learnt at school,

But, «hen the bracken rusted on their
crags.

My suit had wither'd, nipt to death by
him

That was a God, and is a lawyer's clerk,
The rentroll Cupid of our rainy isles.

'Tis true, we met j one hour I had, no
more :

She sent a note, the seal an Elk vous suit,<;«.»,« ^. * f n /- jJ,
—'-, oi'^ 3cm u, note, ine seal an Jilie vous suit.Sneeze out a full God-bless-vou rurht and Th« c'o-p ' V-%-,r i -n- i

,
f ,

, - o'-- '—-I
:

- n- c.o.e \ oar i-city, only yours \ and
^^" '

this

I \>rz.\

J
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Sr. SIMEON STYLITES, I5I

Thrice underscored. The friend I v n,; »' tu —
of morn

'"^'^ ""^' ^^^'^ ""^« ^ "^Jstic token from the king
Clun:; to the lake. I boated over ran T

° ^'T "'f
'^"''^' "''"""•' '^^"^'"y '

My craft aground, and heard with bratin.^

read and fled by night, and flying

heart
" """ '^ =

Her taper gliminer'd in the lake below :

The Sweet-Gale rustle round theshelvinir
keel

;

^

And out I slept, and up I crept
: ,he

moved.

Like Proserpine in Enna, gathering
flowers :

Then low and sweet I whistled Ihrice •

and she,
'

She turn'd, xve closed, we kiss'd, ore
faith, I breathed

In some new planet : a silent cousin stole
Ipon us and departed: 'Leave,' she

cried,

'O leave me ." 'Never, dearest, never •

here

I brave the worst :' and while we stood
like fool

1 turn d once more, close-button'd to the
storm

;

So left the place, left Edwin, nor have
seen

Him since, nor heard of her. nor cared
to hear.

Nor cared to hear? perhaps : yet long
ago *=•

I have pardon'd little Letty ; not indeed.
It may be, for her own dear sake but thi.
She seems a part of those fresh days to

me
;

For in the dust and drouth of London life
She moves among my visions of the lake,
While the prime swallow dips his wine

or then
*"

£.mbracing, allatonceascoreofpugs While the gold-lilv blow. «n^ u ^And p„„d,„ ,,„M ,™,i„, .„, „J,Vy The ,;«„. l»dIClte^MCll
crag.

ST. SIMEON STYLITES.

Altho' I be the basest of mankind,

came
Trustees and Aunts and Uncles. ' What

with him !

'

Go' (shrill'd the cotton-spinning chorus) •

' him :

'

"
I choked. Again they shri^k'd ,,,J

^'-''"'''
^
^° "^^ '^""^ of mankind.

burthen-' Him!'
^^e From scalp to sole one slough and crust

Again with hands of wild rejection 'Go • Vr,(,, r
'"'

,

Girl, get you in!- She wem-:;d ' :„»; I

"''
^eeT '

""'^ '" '^"^"' ^"'"^^

month I p,

^^

They wedded her to sixty thousand I ulinT
'^^'''^'' '"'^ "''^ ^'^-^P*^^"^)-'

pounds,
^ '""* ;,"'" "°' ^^^"^ to grasp the hope I holdpounds,

To lands in Kent and messuages in York
And slight Sir Robert with his watery

smile

And educated whisker. But for me.
They set an ancient creditor to work ;

It seems I broke a close with force and
arms :

Uf saintdom, and to clamour, mourn and
sob.

Battering the gates of heaven with storms
of prayer.

Have mercy, Lord, and take away mv
sin.

'

Lot this avail, just, dreadful, mighty
God,

1

'

$



96 Sr. SIMEO.Y STYLITES.

This not l)e all in vain, that thrice ten

years,

Tliricc multij)liecl by superhuman pangs,

In hungers and in thirsts, fevers and cold.

In toughs, aches, stitches, ulcerous throes

and cramps,

A sign betwixt the meadow and the cloud,

Patient on this tall pillar I have borne
Rain, wind, frost, heat, hail, damp, and

s!ect, and snow

;

And I had hoped that ere this period

closed

Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy

rest,

Jenying not these weather-beaten limbs

The meed of saints, the white vobc and
the palm.

O take the meaning. Lord : I do not

breathe,

Not whisper, any murmur of complaint.

Pain heap'd ten-hundred-fold to this, were
still

Less burthen, by ten-hundred-fold, to

bear,

Than were those lead-like tons of sin, that

crush'd

My spirit flat before thee.

O Lorl, Lord,

Thou knowest I bore this better at the

first,

For I was strong and hale of body then
;

And tho' my teeth, which now are dropt

away,

Would chatter with the cold, and all my
beard

Was tagg'd with icy fringes in the moon,
I drown'd the whoopings of the owl with

sound

Of pious hymns and psalms, and some-

times saw

An angel stand and watch me, as I sang.

Now- am I feeble grov.n ; my end draws
nigh

;

I hope my end draws nigh ; half deaf I

am,

So that I scarce can hear the people hum
About the column's base, and almost

blind,

And scarce can recognise the fields I

know;
And both my thighs are rotted with the

dew
;

Vcl. cease I not to clamour and to cry,

While my stiff spine can hold my weary
head.

Till all my limbs drop piecemeal from

the stone.

Have mercy, mercy ; take away my sin.

O Jesus, if thou wilt not save my soul,

Who may be saved? who is it may be

saved ?

Who may be made a saint, if I fail here ?

Show me the man hath suffer'd more
than I.

For did not all thy martyrs die one death ?

For either they were stoned, or crucified,

Or burn'd in fire, or boil'd in oil, or sawn
In twain beneath the ribs ; but I die here

To day, and whole years long, a life of

death.

Bear witness, if I could have found a way
(And heedfully I sifted all my thought)

More slowly-painful to subdue this home
Of sin, my flesh, which I despise and hate,

I had not stinted practice, O my God.
For not alone this pillar-punishment.

Not this alone I bore ; but while I lived

In the white convent down the valley

there.

For many weeks about my loins I wore
The rope that haled the buckets from the

well,

I could knot tho

noose

;

And spake not of it to a single soul,

Until the ulcer, eating thro' my skin,

Twisted as tight as

I
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^7: SIMEON SrVL/TES.

BetrayM my secret penance, so that all

My brethren marvell'd greatly. More
than this

I bore, whereof, O God, thou knowcstall.
Three winters, that my soul might

grow to thee,

I lived up there on yonder mountain side.

Afy right leg chain'd into the crag, I lay
Tent in a roofless close of ragged stones

;

Inswathed sometimes in wandering mist,

and twice

Black-d with thy branding thunder, and
sometimr^s

Sucking the damps for drink, and catine
not,

^

'

Except the spare chance-gift of those that
came

To touch my body and be heal'd, and
live

:

And they say then that I work'd miracles,
Whereof my fame is loud amongst man-

kind,

Cured lameness, palsies, cancers. Thou
O God,

Knowest alone whether this was or no.
Have mercy, mercy ; cover all my sin.

Then, that I might be more alone with
thee,

Three years I lived upon a pillar, high
Six cubits, and three years on one of

twelve
;

And twice three years I crouch'd on one
that rose

Twenty by measure
; last of all, I grew

Twice ten long weary weary years to this.
That numbers forty cubits from the soil.

I think that I have borne as much as
this—

Or else I dream-and for so long a time,
If I may measure time by yon slow light,
And this high dial, which my sorrow-

crowns

—

So much—even so.

97

And yet I know not well
i'or that the evil ones come here, ami say'
' I' all down, O Simeon : thou hast suffer'd

long

For ages and for ages !
' then they prate

I

or penances I cannot have gone thro',
I

I
crplexing me with lies ; and oft I /dl,

Maybe for month., in such blind lethar-
gies,

That Heaven, and Earth, and Time are
choked.

But yet
Bethmk thee, Lord, while thou and all

the saints

Enjoy themselves in heaven, and men on
earth

House in the shade of comfortable roofs,
Sit with their wives by fires, eat whole-

some food,

And wear warm clothes, and even beasts
have stalls,

f, 'tween the spring and downfall of the
light.

Bow down one thousand and two hundred
times,

To Christ, the Virgin Mother, and the
Saints

;

Or in the night, after a little sleep,
I wake

: the chill stars sparkle ; I am wet
^^ ith drenching dews, or stiff with crack-

ling frost.

I wear an undress'd goatskin on my
back

;

A grazing iron collar grinds my neck
;And m my weak, lean arms I lift the

cross,

And strive and wrestle with thee till I die :O mercy, mercy! wash away my sin.U Lord, thou knowest what a man I
am;

A sinful man, conceived and born in sin •

Tis their own doing; this is none of
mine

;

H

; !

i

k

I ^i
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9S Sr. SIMEox SrVLlTES.

Am I (0 blame for
Lay it not to me,

this,

That here come those that worbliin me ?

Ila ! ha !

They think tlial I am some\\hat. AVliat
am I ?

The silly people take me for a paint,

And bring me offerings of fruit and
flowers :

And I, in truth (thou \\\h bear v.itness
here)

Have all in all endured as much, and
more

Than many just and holy men, whose
names

Are rejiister'd and calendar'd for saints.

Good people, you do ill to kneel to me.
What is it I can have done to ment this?
I am a sinner viler than you all.

It may be I have wrought some miracles,
And cured scnc halt and maim'd

; but
what of that ?

It maybe, no one, even among the saints,
May match his pains with mine-; but

what of that ?

Yet do not rise ; for you may look on me,
And in your looking you may kneel to

God. .

Speak! is there any of you. halt or
rnaim'd ?

I think you know I have some power
with Heaven,

From my long penance : :ct him speak

;

his wish.
'

Yes, I can heal him. Tower goes
forth from me.

They saythat they are heal'd. Ah, hark \

they shout

'St. Simoon Stylites.' Why, if so,

God reaps a harvest in mc. O my soul,
jGod reaps. a harvest in thee. If this be, I

Can I work miracles and not be saved?- I

This is nbt told of any. They were saints.

It cannot be but that I shall be saved •

|Ua, crown'd a saint. They shout,

;

' ijchold a saint !

'

'• And luwer voices saint mc from above

I

Courage, St. Simoon ! This dull chrysalis
tratks nito shming wing.s, and hope ere

death

Spreads more and more and more, that
God hath now

Sponged and made blank of crimeful
I

record all

j

iMy mortal archives.

L ,.. ,
C) niy sons, my sons,

i, Smieon of the pillar, by surname
Stylues, among men ; I, Simeon,

'

The watcher on the column till the end
;

I, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine'
bakes

;

I, whose bald brows in silent hours
become

Unnaturally hoar with rime, do now
From my high nest of penance here pro-

claim

That Pontius and Iscariot by my side
Show'd like fair seraphs. On the coals I

'^y» .. - . , .

A vessel full of .sin : all hell beneath
Made mc boil over. Devils'pluck'd my

sleeve, .. .

Abaddon and Asmodeus caught at me
I smote them with the cross; they

swarm'd again.

In bed like monstrous apes they crush'd
my chest ;

They flapp'd my light out as I read : 1
saw

Their faces grow between me and my
I

book

;

' With colt-likc whinny and with hoggish
whine .

They burst my prayer. Yet this way was
left,

And by this way I 'scaped them. Mortify
I
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r//£ TALKING OAK.

Vour flesh, JK^e me, with scourges and
with thorns

;

Smite, shrink not, spare not. If it may
be, fast

^^•lloIe Lents, and pray. I hardly, .vith
slow steps.

With slow, faint steps, and much exceed-
ing pain,

Have scrambled past those pits of fire

that still
'

Sing in mine ears. But yield not me the
praise :

God only thro' his bounty hath thought
nt,

Among the powers and princes of this
world,

To make me an example to n.ankind.

99

A flash of light. Is that the angel therT
That holds a crown? Come, blessed

brother, come.
I know thy glittering face. I waited

long;

My brows a.-e ready. What ! deny it

now ?

Xay, draw, draw, draw nigh. So I
I

^

clutch it, Christ

!

'Tis gone
: 'tis here again ; the crown !

the crown !
•

So now 'tis fitted on and grows to me.
And from it m^lt the dews of Paradise,
Sweet

!
sweet! spikenard, and balm, and

frankincense.

--.-..- .. ....„..,, ,

^'^ ' ^% "'" "°' ^'^ '''°^'^'. sweet saints :

Which few can reach to. Yet I do not ^, . t '"'V
say

^^° "°S'That I am whole, and clean, and meet
But that a time may come-yea, even i Speat^^Hhir, •

now,
j

^^^'^^> f theie be a prics^, a man of
-Vow, now, his footsteps smite the ' A^ « ,

threshold stairs ' t""""^'
J"°" "-^^'^^ ^nd let him presently

Of life-I say, that time is at the doors j '^'YT ^""^ ^''" ^ ^^^^'' "" '^e shaft,

When you may worship me^il,Lt 'd H.^ tthe'lV"","'
^'^ '^°-"^'

reproach
; I

'^^"^^^^ ™e the blessed sacrament •

For I will leave my relics in vour land '

'

n' \ '^''

T"'"'"^
°^ "^' ""'>' '^'^^^^

And you may carve a shrine nbo t my ' I
P'^P^;^^^' ^^'''" ^''^ "^'^^^

dust, ^ '^ quarter before twelve.

And burn a f,ag,ant .lamp before nn-
' Aidall thisf m , ^Y

''^""' ° '^^"^•

bones, ' ;;''^^" ""^f«ol'-^h people; let themtake
When I am gather'd to the gloriouJ

""^ ' '^'"'™
^
l^ad them to thy light,

saints.
|

While I spake then, a sting of shrewd-

1

est pain >

Ran shrivelling thro' me. and a cloudlike
chajige, '

THE TALKING OAK.

! \\

In passing, with a grosser film mad
thick

These heavy, horny eyes... Thcenci! th»
end

!

Surely the end i.:mat:5 here? a shape,
a shade, ^ '

OxcE more the gate behind me falb
Once more before my face •

I see the'mouldev'd Abbey-Walls,
That stand within the ch^^ce.

'

- :

Beyond the lodge th^-city lies.

Beneath its drift of smoke
;

And Ah I with what delighted eyes
I turn to j'puder pals,.;

H 2

r.



THE TALKING OAK:

for when my passion first began,
Ere that, which in me burn'd,

The love, that makes me thrice a man
Could hope itself rcturn'd

;

'

To yonder oak wiilijn the field

I sjwkc without restraint,

And with a larger faith ajipeal'd
Than Papist unto Saint.

For oft I talk'd with him apart,
And told him of my choice,

Until he plagiarised a heart,
And answcr'd with a voice.

Tho- what he whisper'd. under Heaven
^one else could understand

;

I found him garrulously given,
A babbler in the land.

|

But since I heard him make reply
Is many a weary hour

;

'Twere well k> question him, and try
if yet he keeps the power.

Hail, hidden to the knees in fern
Broad Oak of Sumner-chace, '

^^ hose topmost branches can discern
1 he roofs of Sumner-place !

Say thou, Mhereon I carved her name,
Xt ever maid or spouse,

As fair as my Olivia, came
To rest beneath thy boughs. ~

' O Walter, I have shelter'd here
Whatever maiden grace

The good old Summers, year by year
Made ripe in Sumner-chace :

' Old Summers, when the monk was fat,
And, issuing shorn and sleek,

Would twist his girdle tight, an-l pat
The girls upon the cheek,

' Ere yet, in scorn of Pctcr's-pcnce
And number'd bead, and shrift,

'

i^luff Harry broke into the spencc
And turn'd the cowls adrift :

' And I have seen some score of ihoic
fresh faces, that would thrive

^^hen his man-minded offset ro.,e
To chase the deer at five

;

•And all that from the town would stroll,
i 111 that wild wind made work

I

In which the gloomy brewer's soul

j

^^ cnt by me, like a stork ;

j

' The slight she-slips of loyal blood,
And others, passing praise.

Strait-laced, but all-too-full in bud
1' or puritanic stays ;

I

'

And I have shaduw'd many a group
^

Of beauties, that were born

j

In teacup-times of hood and hoop.
C>r «hile the patch was worn

;

' And, leg and arm with love-knots gay,
About me leao'd and laugh'd

The modest Cupid of the day,
And shrill'd his tinsel shaft.

i
'I swear (and else may insects prick

I

i^ach leaf into a gall)

j

This girl, for whom your heart is sick
is three times worth them all

;

i

'

For those and theirs, by Nature's law,
Have faded long ago

;

,

But in these latter springs I saw
Vour own Olivia blow,

'

^'^^f
when she gamboli'd on the greensA baby.germ, to when

The maiden blossoms of her teens
Could number five from ten.

•But, as

And c

And dov

She lo
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TffE TALKING OAK.

'

\T'T^ ^^ ^^^'"' """"^ ^""'^^ and rain,
(And hear me with thine ears

)
That, tho' I circle in the grain
Five hundred rings of years—

• "i'et. since I first could cast a shade,
Did never creature pass

So slightly, musically made,
So light upon the grass :

• For as to fairies, that will flit

To make the greensward fresh,
I hold them exquisitely knit,
But far too spare of flesh.'

Oh, hide thy knotted knees in fern,
And overlook the chace

;

And from thy topmost branch discern
The roofs of Sumner-place.

But thou, whereon I carved her name
That oft hast heard my vows

Declare when last Olivia came
'

To sport beneath thy boughs.

'O yesterday, you know, the fair
^"^'^s holden at the town •

Her father left his good arm-chair,
And rode his hunter down,

•And with him Albert came on his.
I look'd at him with joy :

As cowslip unto o.\lip ig,

So seems she to the boy.

' She kft the novel half-uncut
Upon the rosewood shelf

;

She left the new piano shut
':

She could not please herself.

' '"''^" '^» '^"'' gamesome as the colt.
And livelier than a lark

She sent her voice thro' all the holt
Before her, and the park.

'A light wind chased her on the winp
And in the chase grew wild,

As close as might be would he clin?
About the darling child :

' But light as any wind that blows
So fleetly did she stir,

The flower, she touch'd on, dipt and rose,
And tum'd to look at her.

' And here she came, and round me play'd

,

And sang to me the whole
Of those three stanzas that you made
About my "giant bole;"

'And in a fit of frolic mirth
She strove to span my wai:t :

Alas, I was so broad of girth,
I could not be embraced.

'

I

'

Vk'"'^!!'
n^yself the fl.ir young beech

I 1
hat here beside me stands,

jllmt round me, clasping each in e.ich.
She might have lock'd her hands

'An hour had past-and, sitting stnicrht
'

' V,.t - , ,

Within the low-wheel'd cl ake
i A Vl

'^'^ ^'''''''''' '^''^'' ^' s«-eet
Her mother trundled to the gate ' ^^^V""';^'"'''

^'^^'^' ''°''''

Behind the dappled grays
I Vt ? ''' "^°"^ ""^ ^'''

*" ^ The berried briony fold.'

•But.asforher, shestay'dathome.
And on the roof she w«>nt

And down the ..vay you use lo come,
Nhe look'd with discontent.

I

^
"^"f«

'•o""f^ ihy knees with fern,
i

And shadow Sumner-chace •

,

long may thy topmost branch" discern
1

i he roofs of Sumner-place
!
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'JIIF. TALKLVG OAK.

B'.ttdlnie, didsherearlthename
)

< But co„n T • •

I carved with many vows v '
^' '" '""''^ foregone,

When last with throbbing heart I c.me' 11.7.°"' ?-?'' ""'^ ''''"'^' ''"'^ ^^<^'".

To rest beneath thy bcLhs ? "?. 'rf '^
""^ ^'''•'^^''" '^'° °"^

^
I

^^^e hfc that spread-: in them,

'Oyes. she.wander-d round and round /She ],ad n f f ,T bese knotted knees of mine I ,
'' '^^'""'^ """^ '"' ••'»'«

:

And found, and kiss'd the name she found ! T „ 'V,'?"^' '""^^ ""'''-

And sweetly murmur'd tlune
'

v ;!

^"'' ^^'^ ''^''- "^'^^ ^^^ ^^^^^

\

\\ith usury thereto.'

'A-tcardrop trembled from its souice
And down my surface crept.

My sense of touch is something coarse,
•L-ut I behcvo she wept.

O flourish high, with leafy towers
And overlook the len,

'

Pursue thy loves among the bowers
iiut leave thou mine to me.

But not a creature was iu sieht • a m ' ^ ^"''"^ ^'^^^ ^^'<^"
^

She kiss'd me once acrain
''""'""'^ "'''^'^'^^ f*^'" ^vhat I learn

'^
' And what remains to tell.

'Her kisses were so dose and kind,
i nat, trust me on my word

I "^"-^l wood I am, and wrinkled rind,
^ut yet my sap was stirr'd ;

'And even into my inmost ringA pleasure I discern'd
I-ike those blind motions of the Spring,
That show the year is turn'd.

'Thrice-happy he that may caress
Ihe ringlet's waving balm—

The cushions of whose touch may press
T he maiden's tender palm.

• r, rooted here among the groves.
Hut languidly adjust

j

-Xv vapid vegetable loves

I

With anthers and with dust !

j

'
Fo;- ah

! my friend, the days ^^ere brief
,U Hereof the poets talk,

I ^^ii'";;'^V'''''''^''"''^*'^"^^'''*'"ntheIeaf. I

j

<-ould slip its bark and walk.
'

|

"Tis little n.ore: the day was warm;
At last, tired out with play

She sank her head upon her arm
.
And at my feet she lay.

' Her eyelids dropp'd their silken eave^
1 breathed upon her eyes

Thro' all the summer of my leaves
A welcome mix'd with sighs.

• I took the swarming sound of life _
The music from the town—

The murmurs of the drum and life
And luU'd them in my own.

' Sometimes I let a sunbeam slip,

I

To light her shaded eye •

|A second fl-utler'd round he'r lip

I

Like a golden butterflv •

!

'A third would glimmer on her neck
^o make the necklace shine-

Another slid, a sunny fleck, '

From head to ancle fine.

I
i
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THE TALKING OAK.
orcgone,

1 and stem,

info one

kiss.

J^en eave.;.

' Then close and dark my arms I spread,
And sliaduw'd all her rest—

Droi)t dews upon her golden head,
An acorn in her breast,

'Cut in a pet she .started up,

And pluck'd it out, and drew
My little oakling froni the cup,

And flung him in the dew,

' And yet it was a graceful gift -
I felt a p.an^ within

As when I see the woodman lift

Ilii axe to slay my kin.

' I shook him down because he wa:
The finest on the tree.

He lies beside thee on the grass.

O kiis liirn once for me.

'O kiss him twice and thrice fur me.
That have no lips to kiss,

For never yet was oak on leu

Shdll grow so fair as ihii.'

Step deeper yet in lierb and fern,

Look lurther thro' the chace,

Spread upward till thy bough.s discern
The front of Sumner-place,

This fruit of tliine by Love is ble.st.

That but a moment lay

Where fairer fruit of Love may rest

Some happy future day.

I kiss it twice, I kiss it thrice,

The warmth it thence shall win
To riper life may magnetise
The baby-oak within.

But thou, while kingdoms over.set,

Or lajise froiii hand toliand.
Thy leaf shall never fail, nor yet

Thine acorn in the laiid.

"^3

May never saw dismember thee,
Nor wielded axe disjoint,

That art the fairest-spoken tree
Vrnwx here to Lizard-point,

O rock ujiun lliy tow cry top
All throats tliat gurgle sweet J

All starry culmination drop
Balm-dews to bathe thy feet I

All grass of ulky feather grow—
And while he sinks or swells

The full south-brccze around thee blow
The sound of minster be Is.

The fat earth feed thy branchy root,
That und-r deeply strikes !

The northern morning o'er thee shoot,
High up, in silver spikes 1

Nor ever lightning char thy grain,
But, rolling as in sleep.

Low thunders bring the mellow rain,
That makes thee broad and deep 1

And hear me swear a solemn oath,
That only by thy side

Will I to Olive plight my troth,
And gain her for my bride.

And when my marriage morn may fall,

-She, Dryad-like, shall wear
Alternate leaf and acorn-ball

lu v.reath about her hair.

And I \\iil work in prose and rhyme, -

And praise thee more in both
Than bard has honouVd beech or lime,
Or that Thessalian growth,

fn which the swarthy ringdove sat,
And mystic sentence spoke •

And more than England honours that,

1 hy famous brother-oak,

iii

i f

r.

'-iii—-i il
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104 LOVE AND DUTY.

V/hcrcin th.. young>..r Charles abode
fill all tho puiJu wore Jim,

And far below the Roundhead rode,
And humm'd a surly hymn.

LOVE AXD DUTV.

Oi-- love that never found his earthly close
\\ hat bC(H.eI ? Sticaming eyes and break'

iiig hearts ?

Or all the same as if he had not been ?
^ot so. Shall Error in the round of

time

Still father Truth ? O shall the braggart
shout

For some blind glimpse of freedom work
itself

Thro' madness, hated l.y the wise, to law

Of Wisdom. Wait
:
my faith is large in

Time, "^

And that which shapes it to some perfect
end.

Will some one say, Then wl.y not ill

for good ?

Why took ye not your pastime ? To that
man

My work shall aniwer, since I knew the
right

And ciui it; for a man is not as God.
Buuhen most Godlike being most a man.-i^o let mc think 'tis well for thee and

me—
Ill-fatcdthat lam. what lot is mine
\\ hcse foresight preaches peace, my heart

so slow

- - .. .., .. .a.. ,

^"^ '"'' '' •• ^°' ^°^- hard it seem'd to
Jystem and empire? Sin it.elf be found '

vv>,
"'"'

,

1 he cloudy porch oft opening on the Sun ^
I

^>«. '"ve-languid thro' half-tears
And only he. this wonder, dead, becon.c ' On.

"^ '^^''"

Mere highway dust? or year by year alone ' The '17?' ?'"''' '"°"'^"' "P°" "^i"^.
felt brooding in the ruins of a life, I

" "°'. '° '^"'^ «« ^^e ! when thy low
^ 'ehtmare of youth. i> , spectre of him ' 1 ,

°'''''

self?
P

'"'"I '••'^''crmg. would break its syllables, to
Ifthis were thus, if this, indeed, wereUiv o 7n'^^> °7 f"l!-tuned.-ho!d passion in a

all.

Better the narrow brain, the stony heartThe staring eye glazed o'er wuh sapless
days,

The long mechanic pacings to and fro,The set gray hfe, and apathetic end.

o"wr;'^"°^'-"-'^'>y'ove?

leash.

And not leap forth and fall about thy neckAnd on thy bosom, (deep-desired relieflKam out the heavy mist of tears, that
weigh'd

Upon n,y brain, my senses and my soul.
For Love himself ,00k part against

r» ,1 .
— •"'"<-i iiiiu my love?

bring
' nnne,

The drooping flower of knowledge!
'"^"'' 7T -' ^^''''' '' ''"^ ^ ^^^old thy

I

She push'.i me from thee,

changed to fruit

I
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T//£ GOLDEX YEAR.

If the sense is hard
1 o alien ears, I did not speak to these

-

No, not to thee, but to thyself in mc:
Hard is my doom and thine: thou

knowest it all.

Could Love part thus ? was it not well
to speak,

To have spoken once ? It could not but
be well.

The slow sweet hours that bring us ail

things good,

The slow sad hours that bring us all

things ill,

And all good things from evil, brought
the night

In which we sat together and alone.
And to the want, that hoUow'd all the

heart, I

Gave utterance by the yearningof an eye,

'

That burn'd upon its object thro' such
tears

As flow but once a life.

The trance gave way
lo those caresses, when a hundred times
In that last kiss, which never was the last
Farewell, like endless welcome, lived and I

died.

Then followM counsel, comfort, and the
worils

That make a man feel strong in sneaking
truth

;

Till now the dark was worn, and overhe.id
Ihe lights of sunset and of sunrise mix'd
in that brief night ; the summer night,

that paused
Among her star* to hear us; stars that

hung

Love-charm'd to listen ; all the wheels of
Time

Spun round in station, but the end had
come.

O then like those, who clench their
nerves to rush

'OS

Upon their dissolution, we two rcse,
There- closing like an individual life—
In one blind cry of passion and of pain,
Like bitter accusation ev'n to death.
Caught up the whole of love and uttcr'd

it,

And bade adieu for ever,

„. ,, ^
Live-yet live—

Shall sharpest pathos blight us, knowing
all

*•

Life needs for life is possible to will-
Live happy; tend thy flowers; be tended

j

My blessing
! .Should my Shadow cross

I
thy thoughts

I

Too sadly for their peace, remand it thou
tor calmer hours to Memory's do kest

hold,

If not to be forgotten-not at once—
Xot all forgotten. Should it cross thy

dreams,

O might it come like one that looks
content,

With quiet eyes unfaithful to the truth
I
And point thee forward to a distant light.
Or seem to lift a burthen from thy heart
And leave thee freer, till thou wake

refresh "d

Then when the first low matin-chirp hath
grown

Full quire, and morning driv'n her plow
of pearl

Far furrowing info light the mounded rack
Beyond the fair green field and eastern sea.

TFIE GOLDEN YEAR.

Well, you shall have that song which
Leonaril wrote:

It was last summer on a tour in \Vile='
Old James was with me : we that day had

been

I
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r//£ aOLDliiV VEAK.

Ifp Snowdo,.
;
and I wish'd IbTu^iii^et sens thT^ '

Ji*'Uvccn the ln!>.s .,.,1 chml,..-.! h.lf!

^^"'^
'';:;',"'"' '"" "'""^^' "J' H.c poMcn

Tlu. rn>2.'M,lc
;
an,l ,Iu, .an.c ..ng of' '

^^''I'ound^ IhJ"
'""" ^'"" '"' "'

TlKit float about the tf.rcshold of an ajre
'" T ^'"^'' ""'^

^^°^^''"e haven-

I^^twegrow oU. Ah! when shall

crown'd
Are taken by the forelock. Let it be.
But ifyou care indeed to listen, hea,
These measured word., my'^^'L of I .vTi"'' "'

w '"'"' ''*''^' ""'^'^^^'^nWe
ycstermorn.

^
1 ,";''' '''''^' °f ^'S'^' "^^ss the l.nnd

.'We sleep and wake and sleep, Luc Tw'Tl !J'"' °f
'^'''"'^''^"•^^' ^''-^'^'^

all things move ;

^'

Xl '''! '^'^ '^'''^le of the golden yea.- ?

'

The Sun flies forward to his brother Sun • 'Ul''
'"^'''' '^'"'^ -'^^^

^ -^e^e-
Th. dark Earth follows wheel'd .. L' ' Ah fol". •

. .
ellipse

;

^"' '°"7 •' > -k..
. i^.^ce answe. dellipse

;

And human things returning on the.n
selves

j
^^^veonward.kMdinguptHegoIdenyear.

1

Ah tho the times, when some new
^
thought can bud,

j

^^' 'h- as i.-et*' seasons when they
I 'lo^^'er,

'

James
'Ah. folly -for it lies so far away,
^Not m our time, nor in our children's

tmie,

;Tis like the second world to us that live

;

Twere all as one to fix our hopes on
iieaven

1
As on this vision of the golden year.'

\
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• hopes on

c/A yss/'S.

__
io7

And like an oaken Mock i„ ui„,er TU,
/'"?'*

'

-

wood.
'"'""' ^

.

^ ''"' ''^^^'l '"'•. and al,„u.
; on shore, and

O'erfloiirish'd with the hoary clenntis • 'ti - "''l!'
Then added, all in heat • ^ '

' J''™ f"'^^''"e '''^'"'^ «>'^' rainy Ifyades

• What stuff i" thi. .
i V \

'''"' '"" • ^ '''"* '^'^'-""•"^'
--^ "•-^•"C

;

The more fools they.-we forwird • An t

""'"
.

dreamers both •
'

I

"^"^ '"•'^""^'•^' ^'^'-^tcs, coun il., govern-
Vou .OS, that in an age, when every Myself^tst, but honour, of them-•--W..y minute, to the A„dd;:idel,ht Of battle ..hn,
I-iveon, Godlovens, asif the seedsman. Far on thel ' , •

rapt .
J^

a, on the nnging i,|a,„s of wiiajj r.oy
Upon the teeming harvest, should not Ve^.l^'"

°^ '''"'"'
^

^'"^'^ "^^'

-

plunge
"°'

l'^
•''1' e.xpenence is an arch wherc^ ,ro

plunge

That unto htm who works, and feels he
workj,

This same grand year is ever nt the
doors

'

Gleams that untravell'd world, v, hose
margin fades

For ever and for ever when I moveHow dull it is to pause, to make an end,
Torusttmburni.h'd, nottoshineinv.

tAs tho to breathe were life. Life n,, .4
He spoke; and. high above, I heard I ,„,;..them blast ^" ''''-

The steep slate-quarty, and the great echo I^'h,"
""^ ^""^ ^''"^' '"'"^ "^ «"^" '« ">e

flap
^^^' ''^'^

j

i:'ttle remams
: but every hour is ^^ved

^"'^^"jj^;^;^""^' the hills from bluff to

'C^ZVSS£S.

-. — ^•>-'> uuur IS >aveciFrom that eternal silence, something
more, "

A brlnger of new things ; and vile it wereFor some three suns to store and hoard
niyself.

It little profits that- an idle king, i Tn^ f' ^f'^'
'f"'^ yearning in desire

'

By tins still hearth. „m,„g the's'e barren Synrtirf^^^^crags, '^J""" tl'e utmost bound of human
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete nnd I This

-?^"^'
^"i«

j T " ^^' '^"' "'""^ o^vn Telemaciius
UnequaMaws unto a savage race

' '7 ^'^'"= ^'^^ ««Ptre and the

f

11
- i
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i

loS ~^^^ "^^'^ ^^^^^CA LV 17S2.

Well-lovedofme, discerning to fulfil 'it „-,„ ,

~~;

Ihis labour, by slow proidence to make
i V, "'" '^'" '"""^^^ ^^« "^PPX

mild
And see the great Achilles, vshom we

knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and

tho

We are not now that strength which in
Old days

Moved earth and heaven
; that which we

ir„
, ,

.°~""'
I

aJ'e, we are;
ite work, h„ „,,k, One .,„a, ,e„pe, l,, heroic hor,,,

IMade„eakby,i„eandra,e, b,„„m will '^

To strive to seek, to find, and not to
yield.

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees
Jubdue them to the useful and the good.
Most blameless is he. centred in the

sphere

Ofcommon duties, decent not to fail
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my household gods.When I am gone. " •

I mine.

There lies the port : the vessel puffs
her sail :

There gloom the dark broad seas. Mv
mariners, ^

Souls that have toil'd. and wrought, and
thought with me—

That ever with a frolic welcome tookThe thunder and the sunshine, and
opposed

£XGLA.VD AND AMERICA
//V^ 17S2.

!?,„ v
'^'^ ~ '""^> I'lai senaest out theJ-ree hear.s free foreheads-you and 1 1

"^^^ ^1^ by land and sea,

^, ,
""'l

°'J ;
I

Strong mother of a Lion-lineOld ape hafh vflf J,;,. L-.. - ... R^ .^..^..j -r .,
^^'

O THOU, that sendest out the manTo rule by land and sea.

Be proud of those strong sons of thine
^^^"^^'^"'^h'd their rights from thee 1

What wonder, if in noble heat
Those men thine arms withstood,

Retaught the lesson thou Imdst taught

are old

,

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;Death closes all : but something ere the
end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be
done,

\r . , ' . In . ,
" »-'»""> wimstooil,

^ot unbecoming men that strove with
?'?"S'" '^^ '"^"» '»'"" J^^dst taugl

T,. ,.*f
^•''-

^""t
'" ^^^ 'J"'"' '''"' <hee fought -.

ihe lights begin to twinkle from the
^^'''"^P™'^ f"-""! K"irli.sh blood !

rocks :
I

The long day wanes : the slow moon
climbs : the deep

Moans round with many voices. Comemy friends,
'

i^ush oft, and sitting well in order smite

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths
,' '''' '^^^ western stars, until I die

It.naybethatlhegi,)fswi!!ua.husduvvn-

Rut Thou rejoice with liberal joy
I.ift up thy rocky face,

And shatter, when the storms are black.
In many a streaming torrent back.

1 he seas that shock thy base 1

Whatever harmonies of law
The growing world assume.

Thy work is thine-The single note
iMom that deep chord which Hampden

smote

\S ill vibrate to the doom.
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TITHONb'S. "
'

109

riTiwNus.
''"

''"^i":
' "^'^ "^ £or;;k7b:cuh;

The woods decay, tlic woods decay and t
''^ '"'?''' '"^ '"''"' *'*=''"'<= '" ^ny way

fnll, ^ ''"'^

I

/ °
^•'^'y f'om the kindly race of mcii

The vapours weep their I,«nl,cn lo the UvVoT IrTV,'''
^'°'''' °'"°''^'"^"^^

fi'-ound,
I

^^ '''='^;" should pause, as is most meet
Man comes and tills the field and lies

'""^

beneath,

And after many a summer dies the swan '

'"^' '''' ''^"' "'^ ''°"<^ «P^'t 5 there
Afe only cruel immoitality

'='"^"-j comes

Consumes
:

I wither slowly in thine arms ' ^ T''
°'" "'"^ '^^'^ ''""^^ '"'^"^ ^ ^'-''^

Here at the quiet limit of the world I n
"•

A white-hair'd shadow roamin. I'ike a "l^'T
*''' °'^ '"y^terious glimmer

dream ** steals

The evcr-silent spaces of the East
^'°'"

«''y pu.c brows, and from thy
far.folded mists, and gleaminrr 'hall- r,f\ ,

,

^''oulders pure,
L mmg halL of

^

And bosom beating with a heart renew'd

r^y '^''^ l^^gins to redden thro' the
Alas! for this gray shadow, once a'rh

^ '

n.a,,_. = - :

Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly dose toSo glorious in his beauty and thy choice 'r,.. ,T''.
^M'o madcn him thy cho.en, that h^ I

^"^"^'^ ^'''"^^ '^^^ ^'^rs, and the wild
seem'd team

To his great heart none oilier than a God •

^^^''^ ^°-'' '''""'
>'="'"'"e '"^r thy yoke,

I ask'd thee. 'Give me immortality' ' L„. I'f'Then didst thou grant mine asking with a
^f^'^^the darkness from their

smile, 'oosen d manes.
Tike weahhy men who care not how they

'^"'' ""'"' ""' *''''''"^''' '"^^ ^^^^es of fire.

But thy strong Hours indignant work'd 'intw'lJ'^^V'^'^ S*-"^-^^* ^'^»"tiful
^heir v^nlls, I

J"
''^^"^e, then before thine answer eivenAnd beat me dou n and marr'd and wasted

' ^^'
'
'"^ "^^ '^^^^ ''' ™ "'X cheek.

me.

And tho' they could not end me, left me
mann'd

To dwell in p. esence of immortal youth Vn'^^T^l
''^^ ••'emble lest a saying learnt

Immortal age beside immortal youth. VT""' °" ^'^^ ^"^ earth, be

, „. uiiiuuriai you
Immortal age beside immortal youth.And all I was. m ashes. Can thy We,Thy beauty, makeamends, tho' evenno;,
Close oyer us, the silver star, thy guide,
-hint, :„ those tremulous eyes that fill

with tears

^Vhy wilt thou ever scare me with thy
tears, ^

And make me tremble lest a sayinc learntIn days far-off ^„ »i„. .,^
/'"e'earnt,

true?

The Gcrfs,hcm.H.lvcs „„„„„,„„ „„i,

f i\
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no LOCfTSLEY HALL,

In days f^r-off; and- with what other eyes
|

Yet hold me not fbr eveHn'thineEasr.
I used to watch--,

f
I be he that watch'd- How can my nature longer n"whThe lucid outhne forming round ihee;' tliine ?

'-^^Mtn

T-^^ A-^^^""' , , • ., .

^ ^'"'<^ly % rosy shadow? bathe me, coldThe d,m curls kmdle mto .unny rings
;

|

Are all thy lights, and cold my wr nWedGh;uiged with thy mystic change, and felt

'

feet

wiinKiea

my blood
i^'pontliy glimmering thresholds, when theGlow with the glow that slowly crimsonVl
I

steam

T-,
^

, , ,

Y\w\.% up from those dim fields about th"Thy presence and thy portals, while I Li)-, ! Jiomcs
Mouth, forehead, eyelids, growing dewy- Of happy n.en that have the power to

With ysses balmier than half-opening
|

And grassy barrows of the happier dead.

^, . " ^
, ,^ , ,

I Release me, and restore me f) theOf April, and could hear the lips that
|

ground
;

„,.. .'^I^'^l,
,

i

Thou seest all things, thou wilt -,i^e mvAV hispering I knew not what uf \\ ild and
, grave :

T-i *i!T^^' . .

'"^^"^ ^^''^' ''^"^•v thy beauty morn byLike that strange song I heard Apollo

:

morn

;

> n oy

\\n,ii iT^'i-i •
;

I earth in earth forget these empty courts.Wide Ihon hke a mist rose into towers. And thee returning on thy silver wheels?

LOCKSLEY LIALL,

Comrades, leave me here a little, while as yet 'tis early morn •

Leave me here, and when jou want me, sound upon the bugle horn.

'Tis the place, and all around it, as of old, the curlews call.
Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over Locksley Hall

;

Locksley Hall, that in the distance overlooks the sandy tracts
And the hollow occan-ridges roaring into cataracts.

Many a night from yonder ivied ca.ement, ere I went to rest,
Did I look on great Orion sloping slowly to the West.

Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro' the mellow shade.
Olitter like a swarm of fire-flic, tangled in a silver braid.

Here about the beach I wande'r'd, nourishing a youth sublime ' •

Witii the fairy talcs of science, and the long result of Time ; • •
'

.^^'^<^" 'he centuries behind me like a fruilful land rrpnsrd •

When I clung to all th.c present for the promise that it cloJcd : ..
.

' "
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When I.dipt into the future far as human eye could see •

Saw the Msion of the world, and all the wonder that would be.-—
.
In the Spring a fuller crimson comes upon the robin's brea=t •

In the Spring the wanton lapwing gets himself another creU ;'

In the Spring a livelier iris changes on the burnish'd dove
In the Spring a young man's fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love.

'

Then her check was p.ile and thinner than should he for one so younrAnd her ej-es on all my m.-nions with a mute observance hunrr "

And I iaid, ' My cousin .\my, jpeak, and ?i,e,ik the truth to me,
1 rust me, cousm, all the current of my being sets to thee,''

On her pallid cheek and forehead came a colour and a licrht
As I have seen the rosy red flushing in the northern night \

And she turn'd-her bosom shaken wiih a sudden storm of ^ighs-
All the spnit deeply dawning in the dark of hazel eyes- .

.

Saying, ' I have hid my feelings, fearing they should do me. wron;: •

'

Saymg, ' Dost thou love me, cousin ?
' weeping, ' I have loved thee long.

Love took up the glass of Time, and turnVl it in his glowing hands ••
tvery moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands.

Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with might •

Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass'd in music out of sight.
'

Many a morning on the moorland did we hear the copses ringAnd her whisper throng'd my pulses with the fullness of the Spring.

Many an evening by the waters did m-c watch the stately shipsAnd our spnits rush'd together at the touching of the lips.
'

'.'
"

'
.'

O my cousin, shallow-hearted! O my Amv, mine no more ' .

U the dreary, dreary moorland ! O the barren, barren shore ! ,

'

Falser .than all fancy fathoms, falser than all songs hav^ sun?
Puppet, to a father's threat, an^ servile to a shrewish tongue !.

'

Is^it ^vell to wish thee happy ?.-haying kno.-n me-to declineUn a range of Jow.er feelings ^nd a narrower heart than mine !

Yet it sh,ll be : thou shalt lower to his level day by day,What IS fine within thee g-owing coarse to sympatWse with clay.
'

.

As the husband is, the wife is : thou art mated with a clown, •
And the grossncss of his nature will have weight.'to, drag thee down;-

I 1

r*'

\\ I

H

'
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He will hold thee, when his passion shall have spent iisnr.v.7r
"~

.Son,eth.ng better than his dog. a little dearer thi^i -J ho"
'""'

^Vhat is this? his eyes arc heavv • thint n^i .i, i

I. may b, „,y lo„|J, „.e„y, „,« hi, b„i„ is „v.™,„„„|„ .

.Soo,„e 1„„, ,v.,h ,hy C„e,. fancies, ,„„.h „,,„ „,,„ ,„y f.;,',^,^ „,^,,^,„,
lie w,ll answer (o ll» purpose, easy il,i„g, ,„ „„je,M-.ndleue, ihou „.e,. dead l«r„,e ,„e, „„. , ^.„ ,h.rwhr',y h,„d ,

r^d^'.terJ,:"rrfrr7:ar^^^^^^^^^^

Cursed be the sickly forms that err from honest Nature's rule •

Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiten'd forehead of thlfool .'

Well- 'tis well that I should bluster '-Had.f thr.,, i

w„„,d ,„ o„d-,„ , „ad ,„,„, n,een,o"t::tr:-,rr,t'r^

Where is comfort ? in division of the records of the mind ?Can I part her from herself, and love her. as I knewTer. kind ?

rememoer, whom to look at was to love.

Can I think of her as dead, and love her fnr th. i v v
^-o-s^e neve, ioved me u\,„

: ,':"ij"!",:,'et'Lt
""' '

i:rdL7.^t^-trx^r,i?^----™''

Where fh°^'/' ^"""J"
'^''""''' ^""^ ''^^^^^t ^t^nng at the wallWhere thedy.ng n.ght-lamp flickers, and the shadows rile a^dL.

Then a hand shall pass hrfor^ the- r-^m'Jnf, « i,- j ,

T. ..y widoWd ».„ia,e-.pi„»::Jr,S^°r.tf^..^
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LOChSr.EY HALL.
•i.l

Thou Shalt hear the ' Xever, never,' wlusper'd by the phanton, yearsAnd a song from out the distance in the ringing of thine ears

;

And an eye hall vex thee, looking ancient kindness on thy pain
Turn thee, turn thee on thy pillow : get thee to thy rest again.

Nay, but Nature brings thee solace; for a tender voice will cry
Tis a purer life than thine ; a lip to drain thy trouble dry.

na])y lips will laugh me down : my latest rival brings thee rest
IJaby fingers, waxen touches, press me from the mother's breast.

O, the child too clothes the fuher with a dearness not his <lue.
Half IS thine and half is his : it will be worthy of the two.

f^, I see the; old and fciin.i], fitted to thy petty part,
With a httie h.anl of maxi.us preaching down a daughter's heart.

They were dangerous guides the feelings-she herself was not exempt

-

1 ruly, she herself had sufier'd '- Perish in thy self-contempt !

Overlive it-lower yet-be hajipy ! wherefore sliouid I care?
I myself must mix with .action, lest I wither by despair.

What is that which I should turn to, lighting upon days like these?
Every door is ban'd wilh gold, and opens but to golden keys.

Every gate is throng'd with suitors, all the markets overflow
I have but an angry fan:y : what is that which I should do ?

I had besn content to perish, falling on the .oemau's ground
When the ranks are rolIM in vapour, and the winds are laid 'with sound.

Rut the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that Honour feels
And the nations do but inu.inur, snarling at each others heels.'

Can I but relive in sadness ? I will turn that earlier page
Hide me from my deep emotion, O thou wondrous AIother-Age I

Make me feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the strife
\Mien I heard my days before me, and the tumult of my life

;

Yearning for the lar-e exxitement that the coming years would yi dd
i-agerdieaned as a boy when first he leaves his father's field,

And at night along the dusky hit-hway near and nearer drawn.
Sees in heaven the light of London flaring like a drearj' dawn

;

And his spirit leaps within him to be gone before him then.
Underneath the light he looks at, in among the throngs of men :

I!

I'II
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For I dipt nito the fulu.e, T,.,- a. l,u,„an ey.- roul.! seehuw the \ ,s.o„ of the w<„l,l, u,„l .,1 „.• uo,u!,.., that would l,e •

Saw the heav.ns fill .hh comu>..,ce, a...osies of magi. sail.Pilots of the purple twihghl, dropping down with itl^'de,

;

Heard the heavens fdl with sl>outing, and there rain'd a ulnstlv ,1 .vFrom tl>e nations' airy navies grappling i„ the central bl.'er
Far along the world-wide whisper of the south-wind rushing warm
\\ Uh the standard, of the peoples plunging thro' the thundef-lionn •

I?!l!!' P^'r'"'''"'''
";'''^'^'^^ "" ^'^"Ser. and the battle-flags were furl'dI" ilie 1 arhament of man, the Federation of the world.

And the kmdly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law.

So I triumph'd ere my passion sweeping thro' me left me dryLeft me w.th the palsied heart, and left me with the jaundiced eye

,

Eye, to which all order festers, all things here are out of joint •

Scence moves, but slowly slowly, creeping on from point' to point

:

Slowly comes a hungry people, as a lion creeping nigherOlares at one that nods and winks behind a sfow^d^' fi.-e.

Vet I doubt ,.ot thro' the ages one increasing purpose run.And the thoughts of men are widen'd with the'pricess Tthe suns.

Tho-'tiVf \
'""

'^T
'''^' "°* ""''''''' «f '-^ youthful joys.Iho the deep heart of existence beat for ever like a boy's ?

»ie .ndivKlual withers, and the world is more and more.

^ul,. of sad expeuence, moving toward the stillness of his rest.

Hark my merry comrades call me, sounding on the l,ugle.hornThey to whom my foolish passion were a target fur thefr scon"'
Shall it not be scorn to me to harp on s.ich a moulder'd-strme?I am shamed thro' all my nature ,0 have loved so slight a tl^ng

Sc^;;; th^ h! n
"'

'"^'^"T
• ^^•°'"=^»'^P''^^«"'-e. woman's pain-Naturc made them blmdor motions bounded in a shallower brain :



LOCKSLEY HALL. ns

Woman is the lesser man, and all thy passions, match'd with mine
Arc as moonlight unto sunlight, and as water unto wine—

'

Here at least, where nature sickens, nothinfr. Ah, for some retreat
Deep m yonder shining Orient, where my life began to beat

;

Where in wild Mahratta-battle fell my father evil-starr'd •—
I was left a trampled orphan, and a seltish uncle's ward.

'

Or to burst all links of habit-there to wander far away,
On from island unto island at the gateways of tlie day.

'

Larger constellations burning;, mellow moons and happy skies,
Breadths of tropic shade and palms in cluster, knots of Paradise.

Never comes the trader, never floats an European flag,
Slides the bird o'er lustrous woodland, swings the trailer from the crag

;

Dioops the heavy-blossom'd bower, hangs the heavy-fruited tree-
Summer isles of'Eden lying in dark-purple spheres of sea.

There met), inks would be enjoyment more than in this march of mind
In the stea.nship, m the railway, in the thoughts that shake mankind.

There the passions cramp'd no longer shall have scope and breathing-space:
1 will take some savage woman, she shall rear my dusky lacc.

Iron jointed, supple-sinew'd, they shall dive, and they shall run
Catch the wild gout by the hair, and hurl their lances in the sun

;

Whistle back the parrot's call, and leap the rainbows of the brooks,
-^ot with blinded eyesight poring over miserable books-

I- ool again the dream, the fancy ! but I Jm<,iu my words are wild,
i.iit 1 count tue gray baibarian lower than the Christian child.

I, (o herd with narrow foreheads, vacant of onr glorious gain),
Ld;e a beast with lower pleasures, like a bea.t with lower pain. I

Mated with a squalid savage -what to me v\ere sun or clime?
I the heir of all the ages, in tlie foremost files of time-
I that rather held it belter men should perish one by one,
I haa that earth should stand at gaHc like Jo.lu.a's moon in Ajalua !

feuiri" T '^;f
"'' ^"'^'-•""^• ^'°"™'-^'' '--ard let us range.Let the gieat world spin for ever down the ringing grooves of chai'ge.

Thro> the shadow of the globe we sweep into the younger day •

Belter fifty years of Lnrope than a cycle of Cathay.
"



til

2£s;s::=sr;-^.
O I cop ,1,^

s— 'i.iys, weign the Sun.

i^t It fall on r.ocksIeyiralI will, r.in . ••

^^^^^''^'
I

A"'l Pr-'iyM l.im. . If they pay „.is tiv

^/f/'-'fA-f/^,/r,/,;,,,Cor,;,/n'- Kv^.
they starve.'

/ /^-r .;///. ,....„ ,,,, .,;^; i .7^;^";'--^'--', replying. Julf-ama.e.i.

,^
^"•(^'''

I
, .

""^ '^:^"''* "«t '«^t your li.tle fi„ger ache

people „.cll,
'"^

I

"•' prove me wha, i, i. , „,„,,, „„, j„ ,

•-^nJ lomheJ ,o«e them ove„n»'a
; b,„

j Z.C '"' " '"'"^'^ "^ "'»"••

WJ .n,>,e, a„,l ,„„,,,,,,„ ,„j
j"-" »"^we,M', .Rij, y„„ „,i^j ,^

'hwo„,a„„f,,,,„„,^ «»"',, .o,v„, .

Tl-eir d,ilj™, damouHns. ' If we pay L'" I'l''

t""'
',!" '•">™"f '«' minO,

^,
«'ere;:'.t; ""' '°""^ "'"

.t'^<'->a,„p„„each„,h„ro.a„,.„„
^«> «l.e l.all, a,„„„g ,„ j„„,_ „,,„^

i

''' l«y -on. She sen, . ,,e„,d f° 1,

A i^tr- ^t".i;Tr^
^' "*r :lf

'"' -'• "''"--''-..mp.;
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7//£ VA Y-DKEAM.

The people : therefore, as they loved her
well,

From then till noon no foot should pace
the street,

No eye look down, she passing ; but that

nil

"7

the
The white-flower'd elder-thicket from

field

Gleam thro' the Gothic archways in th-
wall.

Then she rode back, clothed on with
chastity ;

Should keep within, door .hut, and
• And one low chu.I, compact of thanklesswmdow Ijarr'd.

pa,.,},

Then fled she to her inmost bower, The fatalbyword of all years to come

P , ""f,!''"'" ,
, , ,.

|»oringalittIcaugcr.holcinfea>-.
I nclaspd the wedded eagles of her belt, ;Pcep'd^-lmt his eyes, before th.y had
I he grim Karl s gift ; but ever at a breath I their will
She lingei-d, looking like a summer m,,..n, Were shrivell'd' into dn.kness in hisIlall-dipt in cloud: anon she shook her' \,,..,\

1
I

i

ItV-U' I,

t I 1
'^' ',,.,.. . ,

And dropt before him. So the Power-;And showcr'd the rippled ringlets to her
\ ,viio wait

Unclad Wlf in haste; adown the stair I

""'

""'t:!'^"''
""""" ^ ""^^^^ "'-

htole on
;^

and, like a creeping sunbeam, And she, thit knew not. pass'd : and all

I.- -I! , ... . . I

at once,
h rom pillar unto pillar, until she reach'-i With twelve frrf.-,! .J,^.L r , ,

T.,e 6,,e.,,.
; ,h.,e she r„„„a l,e, p,;f,.e,.

| 'Zt.St:!;"" '
""""' ""

,„,n,n>.:S..o„-d».i,h.,;„,„H»U„,.,, !"" t^e/.!':"""" '"'" "

Th. deep a. ,U,c„'d ,„„„,„.„ s„c :

""
TnTcU^" ~"^'' ""^'

A„., .;;:.„ ,.„„ „,„„ ,„.„,„,,, i:rru''"e;:e',t.f:rj^:'rr

The little widc-mouth'd heads upon the

SJlOUt

Had curning eyes to see : the barking cur
Made her check flame : her palfrey's

footfall shot

THE DA Y-DREAM.

Light honors thru' her pulses : the blind
walls

Were full of chinks and holes ; and over-
head

Fantastic gables, crowding, stared : but
she

Not less thro all bore up, till, last, she
saw

TROLOGUK.

O Lady Flora, let me speak :

A pleasant hour has passed away
While, dreaming on your damask cheek.
The dewy sister-eyelids lay.

As by the lattice you reclined,

I went tliro' many wavAvard moods
To see you dreaming—and, behind,
A summer crisp with shining woods.



lis rnn day-dkiuaf.

And I too drcam'd, until at Inst

Across my fancy, brooding warm,
The reflex of a legend past,

And loosely settled into form.
And would you have the thought I haa,
And see the vision that I saw,

Then take the broidery-frame, and add
A crimson to the quaint l\Iacaw

And I will tell it. Turn your face,
Nor look with that too-earnest eye—

The rhymes are dazzled from their place
And order'd words asunder fly,

'

THE SLEEPING PALACE.

r.

The varying year with blade and sheaf
Clothes and reclothes the happy plains

were rests the sap within the leaf,
Here stays the blood along the veins,

i-amt shadows, vapours lightly curl'd
Faint murmurs from the meadows come

1-ike hmts and echoes of the world
To .spirits folded in the womb.

iv.

Here sits the Butler with a flask
Between his knees, Jialf-drain'd •

there
'

The wrinkled steward at his task.
The maid-of-honour blooming fair

The page has caught her hand in his'
Her lips aie sever'd as to speak ;

His own are pouted to a kiss •

The blush is fixVl upon her "cheek.

Till all the hundred summers pass
The beams, that thro' the Oriel'shine,

^Make prisms in every cnr\en glass
And beaker brimm'd with

'

noble
wine.

Each baron at the banquet sleeps.
Grave faces gathered in a ring.

His state the king reposing keeps.
He ' h. it have been a jovial king.

VI.

11.

Soft lustre bathes the range of urns
On every slanting terracc-Iawn

The fountain to his place returns' '

Deep in the garden lake withdrawn
;

Here droops the banner on the tower

I

On tJie hall-hearths the festal fires,'
The peacock in his laurel bower,
The parrot in his gilded wires'

lu.

Roof-haunting martins warm their eggs •

In these, in thoje the life is stay'd.
The mantles from the golden pegs
Droop sleepily

: no sound is made,
rsot even ofa gnat that sings.

Afore like a picture seemeth all
Than those old portraits of old king.,

That watch the sleepers from the wall

All round a hedge upshoots, and shows
At distance like a little wood

;

Thorns, ivies, woodbine, mistletoes.
And grapes with bunches red as blood •

All creeping plants, a wall of green
Close -matted, bur and brake an-l

briar,

And glimpsing over these, just seen.
High up, tl^e topmost palace-spire.

vii.

When will the hundred summers die.
And thought and time be born again.

And newer knowledge, drawing nigh,
I^nng truth that sways the soul of

men?
Here all things in their place remain,

^
As all were order'd, ages since.

Come, Care and rieasurc, Hope and
P-Tin,

And bring the fated fairy Prince.

^ 1 ic ua
^ His

vei

11 a

% 1

A fairy r-i

1 And lie

4
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TilE SLEEPING BEAUTV.

I.

Year after year unto her feet,

She lying on her couch alone,

Acro<is the putplcd coverlet,

The maiden's jetdalack hair has grown,
On either side htr tranced furm

Forth streaming from a braid of pearl
The sinmbrour, light is rich and warm.
And moves not on the rounded curl.

11.

The silk stardiroidcr'd coverlid

Unto her limbs itself doth mould
Languidly ever ; and, amid
Her full black ringlets downward roll'd,

Glows forth each softly-shadow'd arm
With bracelets of the diamond bright

Her constant beauty deth inform
Stillness with love, and day with light.

nr.

She sleeps
: her breathings are not heard

In palace chambers far apart.

The fragrant tresses are not stirr'd

'i'hat lie upon her charmed heart.

She sleeps
: on either hand upswells

The gold-fringed pillow lightly prest •

She sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells
A perfect form in perfect rest.

It.

The bodies and the bones of those
That strove in other d.iys to pass,

Arc withcr'd in the thorny close,

Or scattcr'd blanching on the grass.
He gazcb on the silent dead :

' They pcrish'd in their daring deeds.'
Thr- proverb fla<,lies thro' his head,
'The many f.dl

: the one succeeds

'

He
III.

THE ARRIVAL.

r.

All precious things, discover'd late,.
,

^
To those that seek Uiem issue forth

;

For love in sequel works with fate,

And draws the veil from hidden worth.
He tr.avels far from other skies— -

His mantle glitters on the rocks -

A fairy Prince, with joyful eyes,

And lighter-footed than the fox.

comes, scarce knowing what he
seeks :

He breaks the hedge ; he enters llicrc :

The colour flies into his cheeks :

He trusts to light on something fair
;

For all his life the charm did talk
About his path, and hover near

With words of promise in his walk.
And whisper'd voices at his ear,

IV.

More close and close his footsteps wind •

Tile Magic Music in his heart
Beats quick and quicker, till he And

'^he quiet chamber far apart.
His spirit flutters like a lark,

He stoops- to kiss her- on his knee.
' Love, if thy tresses be so dark.
How dark those hidden eyes must be !

'

THE REVIVAL.

I.

A TOUCH, a kiss ! the charm was snapt.
There rose a noise of striking clocks.

And feet that ran, and doors that clapt.

And balking dogs, and crowing
cocks ;

A fuller light illumined all, .

A breeze thro' all the garden sv.rpl,

A sudden hubbub shook the hall,

And sixty feet the fountain leapt.

i
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-Innler drank.

, he steward scrwlM

'he maid nndjMKcrrncw'd their s.rifr I
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11.

^^"^"astwi,h.hJ',hekini:n«okr
' -I m his chair hin,s-..|f „,,,,,,';•

'"yholy,Ll,aruynMKMr,P

Tl;
.aro„.ssworc«.,vi,h,nanyL,.

'"'asbutanafla-dinntT'snap. '

^yjomts are somewhat sti/r or so

lmem,on'd half an hour ago?'The chancellor, .edate and vain.

B"' <^alhed with his golden chain
'

"

-'^'"Um.hnij, put, he question by

i'I;l sleep another hundred years

!
OJove. for sud. another 4r;.'Oh ke for ever. Jove,- she hc^r..

And oVMh
"""''" ''''^-^ •'''-'^nfloc, Ihem many a slidi,,,, <,,,„

An,. .nnnya,„erry„indwa,
borne^^"'

• ^'-r'^l 'l-ro^nany a gold ,1;
J ''ctudight melted into nt,,,,'

OqTslnng|nidinhappy,Ieep"

OnppykKss, ha, woke thy.sleep...

A...I. .-er, hem n.nny a flowing ran.e
OfvapuurbuoyM

the crescent In'kAn.
raptthro^,,nnyarosych"nl: •

J f'ctwd.ght died into the dark

IV.

AJ.undrcdsummers.'canitbc?
A.Hhvhithergoest thou. tell me whereOrek my father's court with me.
i or there are greater wonders there '

And o'er the hills, and far away
Beyond their utmost purple rin,Beyond the night, acro^e^Jd"'
i'uo all the world she follow'd him.

i
r

THE DErARTURE.

Axr. on her lover's arm she leantAn round her waist she feu It Void.

' Tn ha?
°'' '^' ^'"^ '^'y -^nt

Ac!os h?h^rr^^^^'uc nuis, and far away
lieyond their utmost purple rimAnc deep into the dying' dT;

"™'

i he happy princess foUcw'd him.

MORAL.

r.

So lady Flora, take my lay.
And ,f you find no moral there

t^o look ,n any glass and say.

L.^\''^^f°"' 'Sin being fair.OMo what uses shall we put
•liie wildweed . flower that

blows ?

I "^"^^.J'J^ere
any moral shut

' the bosoiii of the iolc?

simply
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r THE DA Y-DRF.A.\r.

II.

But any man that walks the mead,
In bud or blade, or bloom, may fmd,

Accordiiij,' as his humours Kad,
A meaning suited to his mind.

And liberal apjilications lie

In Art like Nature, dearest friend
;

So 'twere to cramp its use, if I

Should hook it to some useful end.

121

l'envoi.

I.

Vot' shake your head. A random strin,.
^ our hner female .sense offends.

Well -were it not a pleasant ll.inf;

1 o fall asleep with all one's friends •

To pass with all our social tics
'

i

To oilencc from the j.atlis of men •

i

And every hundred years to rise '
j

And learn the W(;rld, and sleep again
'

I o sleep thro' terms of mighty \, a-s,
'

\And wake on science gro\,u to more,
On secrets of the brain, the stars,
As wild as aught of fairy lore

;'

And all that else the years will show,
I he I'oet -forms of stronger hours,

'I he vast ReiJublics that may grow,

'

i'he Federations and the Powers

;

Titanic forces taking birth
In divers seasons, divers clim..- :

For we are Ancients of the earth.
And in the morning of the times.

ir.

So sleeping, so aroused from sleep
1 hro' sunny decads new and strange

Or gay qumquenniads would we reap
'I he flower and quintessence of change

For, am I right, or am T wrong,
lo choose your own you did not care;

\ ou d have my moral from the song
And I will take my pleasure there •

And, am I ri^ht or ,-,m I w-,ng,
My fancy, ranging thro' an I thro',

lo search a meaning for the song.
Perforce will still revert to you;

Nor finds a closer tn.itli than this
All-graceful hca.l, so richly cnrlM,

And evermf>re a costly V\s..

The prelude to ;.oine brighter uodd.

I v.

For since the lime when Adani fust
Fmbracc.! his Kvc in happy I„,ur

And every bird of liden burst

I
In carol, every bud to flowtr,

j\M>nt eyes, like thine, have v,a!;cnd
! hopes,

t

What lips, like thine, so swcelly join' 1 >

U here on the double rosebud droops
J he fullness of the pensive mind;

^^ hich all too dearly sdf-involve.l,
Yet sleeps a dreamless sleep to me •

A sleep by kisses undissolved,
J ''--It lets thee neither hear nor see-

But break it. InthenameofN,ife
And in the rights that name may give

Are clasp d the moral of thy hfe
And that for which I care to live

EPILOGUE.

in.
Ah, yet, would I-and would I might !

So much your eyes my fancv take—
1^'e adl the hrst to leap to light
That I might kiss those eyes awake !

So, Lady Flora, take my lay,

And, if you fmd a meaning there,
I
O whisper to your glass, and say,
MVhat wonder, if he thinks me fair?'

What wonder I was all unwise.
To shape the song for your delight

l.!|jc loiii^-tad'd birds of Paradise
That float thro' Heave., and cai«ot

light ?
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AMPHIOA\

I

I

Or old-wodd trains, upheld at court
By Cupid-boys of blooming hue-

JJut take it-earnest wed with sport.
And either sacred unto you.

AMPmOxV.
i^Iv father left a park to me,
But it is wild and barren

'

A garden too with scarce a'tree,

_
And waster than a warren

:

Vet say the neighbours when" they crdl
it IS not bad but good land,

Andinit is thegcrmofall
That grows within the woodlanrl.

O had Hived when song was great
IndaysofoIdAmphion,

And ta'en my fiddle to the gate
^or cared for seed or scion

•'

AnSf ^ ^'7^ "'^^'^^
^^°"S M-as great.And legs of trees were limber

And ta'en my fiddle to the gate,'
And fiddled in the timber :

'Tis said he had a tuneful tongue,
Such happy intonation,

Wherever he sat down and sung
He left a small plantation;

Wherever in a lonely grove
'

He set up his forlorn pipes,
I lie gouty oak began to move.
And flounder into hornpipes.

The mountain stirr'd its bushy crown,
And, as tradition teaches,

V oung ashes pirouetted down
Coquetting with young beeches;And briony-vine and ivywreath
Ran forward to his rhyming,

And from the valleys underneath
<^ame little copses climbing.

The linden broke her ranks and rent
he woodbine wreaths that bind her,

(wo

^Wirh'Til^'f'^^''^''^""-^''^^vcntHith all hcrbces behind her'
The poplars, in long order due,
UUh cypress promenaded.

The shock-head willows two and
By rivers gallopadcd.

Came wet-shot alder from the wave
Came yews, a dismal coterie •

Each pluckM his one for,t from the

I

Poussetting with a sloe-trcc •

Old elms came breaking from the vine
The vine strcam'd out to follow '

And, sweating rosin, piumpM thc'pine
From many a cloudy hollow.

And wasn't it a sight to see,
When, ere his song was ended.

Like some great landslip, tree by trc^
,

The country-side descended •

(AiKl shepherds from the moun;ain.eave,
Look d down, half.pleased,

half,
fnghten'd,

' "

As dash'd about the drunken leaves
1 he random sunshine lighten'd

;

jOh nature first was fresh to men,
I

And wanton without measure;
;Soyouthlulandsofiexilethcn,

I
^ou moved her at your pleasure.Twa,^ out, nry fiddle -shake the twigs-And make her dance attend..nce .

I And scirrhous roots and tendons.

Tisvain! in such a brassy age
f

I could not move a thistle
;,ihe very sparrows in (he hedge

Scarce answer to my whistle
;

^\>th strumming and Mithscrapim:

,

A jackass heehaws from (he rick.^''
iiJc passive oxen gaping.
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S7\ AGXIiS' EVE-SIR GAL.UUn.
^^7,

e

;

iilssirk

craping,

:k,

But what is that I hear ? a sound
Like sleepy counsel pleading

;

O Lord:-'tis in my neighbour's ground,
The modern Muses reading.

They read Botanic Treatises,

And Works on Gardening tluo' thee,
And Methods of transplanting treo6

To look as if they grew there.

The withcr'd Misses ! how tlirv pror-c

O'er books of travell'd seamen,
And show you slips of all that !;;rows

From England to Van Diemen.
\

They read in arbours clipt and tut,
,

And alleys, faded places, :

By squares of tropic summer shut
jAnd warm'd in crystal cases,

But these, tho' fed with careful dirt,

Are neither green not sappy

;

Half-conscious of the- garden-squirt,

The spindlings look unhappy.
Better to me the meanest weed
That blows upon its mountain,

The vilest herb that runs to seed
Beside its native fountain.

And I must work thro' mouths of toil,

And years of cultivation,

Upon my proper patch of soil

To groM' my own plantation.

I'll take the showers as they fall,

I will not vex my bosom;
Enough if at the end of all

A little garden blossom.

ST. AGNES' EVE.

Deep on the convent-roof the .snows
Arc sparkling to the moon ;

My breath to heaven like vapour goes
May my soul follow soon !

The shadows of the convent-towers
Slant down the snowy sward.

Still creeping with the creeping hours
'lliat lead me to my Lord:

^rake Thou my spirit pure and clear
As are the frosty skies,

Or this fnst snowdrop of the year
That in my bosom lies.

:

As these white nibcs are soil'd and dark,

j
To yonder shining ground

;

:
As this pale taper's earthly spark,

' To yonder argent round
;

I
So shows my soul before the Lamb,
My spirit before Thee

;

So in mine earthly hou.se I am.
To that I hope to be.

Break up the heavens, O Lord \ and far,
Thro' all yon starlight keen,

Draw me, thy bride, a glittering star,

In raiment white and clean.

He lifts me to the golden dcors

;

The flashes come and go
;

All heaven bursts her starry floors,

And strows her lights below,
And deepens on and up ! the gates

Roll back, and far within
For me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits,
To make mc pure of sin.

The sabbaths of Eternity,

One sabbath deep and wide—
A light upon the shining sea—
The Bridegroom with his bride !

SIR GALAHAD.

Mv good blade carves the casques of
men,

My tough lance thru.steth sure,
My .strength is as the strength often.
Because my he.irt is pure.



124 S/-/7 GALAHAD.

The shattering (rumjict shrillcth liigh,

The hard brands shiver on the steel,

The splinter'd spear-shafts crack and fly,

The horse and rider reel

:

They reel, they roll in clanging lists,

And when the tide of combat stands,

Perfume and flo\\ers fall in showers.

That lightly rain from ladies' hands.

How sweet are looks that ladies bend
On whom their favours fall

!

For them I battle till the end,

To save from shame and hrall :

But all my heart is drawn above,

My knees are bow'd in crypt and slainc

:

I never felt the kiss of love,

Nor maiden's hand in mine.
Afore bounteous asj)ccts on nic beam,
Mc mightier transports move and (In ill ;

So keep I fair thro' faith and prayer

A virgin ;ieart in work and will.

When down the stormy crescent goe?,

A li^ht before me swims.

Between dark stems the forest glows,
I hear a noise of hymns :

Then by some secret shrine I ride
;

I hear a voice, but none are there
;

The stalls are void, the doors are wide,
'Ihe tapers burning fair.

Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth,

The silver vessels sparkle clean.

The shrill bell rings, the censer swings,
And solemn chaunts resound between.

Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres
I find a magic bark

;

I leap on board : no helmsman steers

I float till all is dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light

!

Three angels bear the holy Grail :

With folded feet, in stoles of whiu-,

On sleeping wings they sail.

Ah, blessed vision ! blood of God !

My spirit beats her mortal bars,
As down dark tides the glory slides,

And star-like mingles with the stars.

When on my goodly charger borne
Thro' dreaming towns I go.

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn.
The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,

An.1, ringing, springs from brand and
Uiail

;

But o'er the dark a glory spreads,
And gilds the driving hail.

I leave the plain, I climb the height
;

No branchy thicket shelter yields
;

But blessed forms in whistling storms
Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields.

A maiden knight- • to mc is given
Such hopo, I know not fear

;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven
That often meet mc here.

I muse on joy that will not cease,
Pure spaces clothed in living beams,

Pure lilies of eternal peace.

Whose odours haunt my dreams

;

And, stricken by an angel's hand,
This mortal armour that I wear,

This weisht and size, this heart and eyes.
Arc touch'd, arc turn'd to finest air.

The clouds are broken in the sky,
And thro' the mountain-walls

A rolling organ-harmony
Swells up, and shakes and falls.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,
AVings flutter, voices hover clear :

' O just and faithful knight of God I

Ride on ! the prize is near.'

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange
;

By bridge and ford, by park and pale.
Ail-arm'd I ride, whate'er betide,

Until I find the holy Grail.

4'
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EDWARD GRAY.

Sweet Emma Moreland of yonder town
Met me walking on yonder way,

'And have you lost your heart ?' she said
;

'And are you married yet, Edward
Gray?'

Sweet Emma Moreland spoke to 'Tie :

Bitterly weeping I turn'd away :

' Sweet Emma Moreland, love no more
Can touch the heart of Edward Gr.iy.

'Ellen Adair she loved me well.

Against her llither's and mother' .-; will :

To-day I sat for an hour and we|)t,

\\y Ellen's grave, on the windy hill.

'Shy she was, and I thought her cold
;

Thought her proud, and lied over the sea;

Eill'd I was with folly and spite,

When Ellen Adair was dying for me.

' Cruel, cruel the words I said !

Cnielly came they back to-day :

" You're too slight and fickle," I said,

"To troublethe heart of Edward Gray,"

' There I put my face in the grass—
Whisper'd, " Listen to my de^^pair :

T repent me of all I did :

Speak a little, Ellen Adair !"

'Then I took a pencil, and wrote
On the mossy stone, as I lay,

" Here lies the body of Ellen Adair

;

And here the heart of Edward Gray !"

' I.ove may come, and love may go.

And fly, like a bird, from tree to tree ;

But I will love no more, no more.

Till Ellen Adair come back to me.

' Bitterly wept I over the stone :

Bitterly weeping I turn'd away :

There Uee the body of Ellen Adair

!

And there the heart of Edward Gray !

'

WILL WATERPROOF'S LYRICAL
MONOLOGUE.

MADE AT THE COCK.

PLUMP head-waiter at The Cock,

To which I most resort,

How goes the time ? 'Tis five o'clock.

Go fetch a pint of port

:

But let it not be such as that

You set before chance-comers,

But such whose father-grape grew fat

On Eusitanian sunnncrs.

Xo vain libation to the Muse,

But ULiy she still be kind.

And svhisper lovely words, and use

Her intluence on the mind.

To make me write my random rhymes,

I'.re they be half-forgotten
;

Nor add and alter, many times,

Till all be ripe and rotten,

1 pledge her, and she comes and dips

Her laurel in the wine,

And lays it thrice upon itiy lips,

The-^e favour'd lips of mine
;

Until the charm have power to make
New lifeblood warm the bosom,

And barren commonplaces break

In full and kindly blossom.

I pledge her silent at the board

;

Her gradual fingers steal

.\nd touch upon the master-chord

Of all I felt and feel.

Old wishes, ghosts of bro';en plans,

And phantom hopes assemble
;

.\nd that child's heart within the man's
Begins to move and tremb'e.

Thro' many an hour of summer suns,

By many pleasant ways.

Against its fountain upward runs

The current of my days ;

: i



1

r kiss the lips I once have kiss'd •

I he gas-Jight wavers dimmer:
Anc softly, thro-

a vinous mist,My college fnendships glimmer.

i grow in worth, and wit, and sense.
L nboding critic-pen

Or that eternal want of pence,
^Vh.ch vexes public men,

^^^°^'f' ^'^^''•J^andstoalI,andcrv
For that which all deny them1'

\A ho sweep the crossings, wet or dryAnd all the world go by them. ^

A'> yet, the' all the world forsake,
[ho fortune clip n.y wings,

1

^J
not cramp n,y heart, nor (ahe

Hal^vewsofmen and things.LenUug and Tory stir their kod.
Tle,e„n,st be stormy weather; '

•

^"tfo, some true result of good
All parties work together.

Let there be t,„-3,j,3_ ,,^^,.^

ifoldthmg,, there are new-
^'

T«J thousand broken lights and shapes
^etghmpsesofthetrue '

Let raft:, be rife in prose and rhynu-,
,.^^'^^;:?'^"'^f%"ies and reasonsAs on this whirligig of Time

'

^\e circle with the seasons.

Tlus^rthisilchinmannndmaid;
^^ ith fair horizons bound •

Tluswholewideearthofligh, „„.,,.Comes otU a perfect round.
''"'^

H^^h over roaring Temple-bar,
And set m Ifeaven's third story

IJookat.all,hl,,„,,,^^ ;^'>.

I^"ttl"o'akindofglory.

noad-waiter, honour'd by the guest
Half-mused, or reeling ripe,The pnu, you brought me, In. „,. be^tLhat ever came from pipe.

^B «

Bnttho- the port surpasses praiseMy nerves have deah with stitrrs^lere some magic in the place?-Ui do my peptics differ.?

I

For since I «me to live and learn

I

No pmt of white or red
'

|"aclcve..b,jnhepo,,ertotum
Thjs wheel within my head.

'

^^
r^'

f?'-"-^
'-^ ^-••^son'd brain aboutLnsubject to confusion,

'

TJ>o-ak.d and saturate/out and out
'

^'"^^' every convolution.
'

With many kinsmen gay.

A^ who shall say me nay:

^^cdnnk defying (rouble,
'

;

Or sometuncs two would mepf •

' ^"J^'- we drank ifr^;;^-^'

j

Whether the vintage, yet unkcpt
I

Had relish fiery.new, ^
'

"i^-1";' "J«'^i's crusty side '

1
he gloom of ten Decembers.

I

T-';^ Muse, the Jolly Muse, it is,

/
.Sheanswer'dtomycall.

:SlK.cIjanges,Wththatmoodor,hi.
,

is all.in.all to all .

•^'e lit the spark whhin my uuoat

L sed a Ihr fiery will, and smote"er life nuo the liquor.

•^"d hencMhis halo lives about "

Lo each his perfect pint of stout,
"'^^ pro]. " chop to each.
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^^;^^±n^AT^PROOF^S_ LYRICAL MOmLOGUE.
He looks not like tlie common breed
That with the n..pkin dally

;

I think he came like Ganymed'e,
I'lom pome deliglitful valley.

'

The Cock was of a larger egg
Than modern poultry drop,

Stept forward on a firmer leg,'

And cramm'd a plumper crop
;Lpon an ampler dunghill trod,

Crow'd lustier late and early,
Sipt wine from silver, praising God,
And raked in golden barley.

A private life was all his joy,
Till in a court he saw

A something-pottle-bodicd boy
That knuckled at the taw •

Ilestoop'd and clutch'd him, fairand good,
! lew over re f and casement •

Ills brotheis of the weather stood
Stock-still for sheer amazement.

But he, by farmstead, thorpe and spire
And follow'd with acclaims,

A sign to many a staring shire
Came crowing over Thames.

1

Right down by smoky Paul's they bore,
|

iill, where the street grows straiter,
One fix d for ever at the door,
And one became head-waiter

127

But whither would my flrncy go?
•

How out ofplace she makes
The violet ofa legend blow
Among the chops and steaks

!

'Tis but a steward of the can
One shade more plump than common;

As just and mere a servhig-man
As any born of woman.

I ranged too hi,'.: what draws me dunn
Into the common day ?

Is it the weight of ihat half-crown.
Which I shall have to pay?

For, something duller than at first
Nor wholly comfortable,

'

I sit, my empty glass reversed,
And thrumming on the talJo :

Half fearful that, with self at strife,
I take myself to task;

Lest ofthe fullness of m'y life
I leave an empty flask :

For I had hope, by something rare,
To i)rove myself a poet •

But, while I plan and plan, my hair
Is gray before I know it.

So fares it since the years began,
Till they be gather'd up

;The truth, that flies tlie fiowing can.
\\ ill haunt the vacant cup •

And others' follies teach us not.

, ,
^^;°^ ""'^'1 '-I't'i'- wisdom teaches ; •

Andmcst, of sterling worth, is what
Our own experience preaches.

I

Ah, let the rusty theme alone !

I p
^^'^^ ^^"ow not w hat we know.

j

Biitfbr my pleasant hour, 'tis gone;
1^

I 's gone, and let it go.
Tis gone

: a thousand such have c]ipt
Away from my embraces

And flill'n into the dusty crypt
Ofdarken'd forms and faces.

Go therefore, thou ! thy betters went
J.ong .since, and came no more •

" ith peajs of genial clamour sent'

,

From many a tavern -door,
^^lth twisted quirks and happy hits,

I' rom misty men of letters
;

Tlie tavern-hours of mighty wits-
1 hine elders and tJiy betters.

Hours wher, the Poet'., words and looks
i^fad yet their native glow •

Nor yet the fear of little books
Had made him talk for show •

I I



He flash'd his random speeches,
Ere days, that deal in ana. swarn/'d

ills hterary leeches.

So mix for ever with the past,
Like all good things on earth !

At half th'''"?''^^'^""'^'^^*'-"'^^^At half thy real worth >

I hold it good, good things should passU th (,me I will not qu.arel •

II is but yonder empty glass
That makes me maudlin-moral.

Head.wai.erofthe chop-house here,
i o which I most resort

I top must part: I hold thee dear
•'or this good pint of port.

I'"r this, thou Shalt from all things suck

J^
arrow of mirth and laughter fAnd wheresoe'er thou move, good luck

^hall fimg her old shoe after.

J'-.'fyjy cr.ARF..

Live long, nor feel in head or chestOur changeful equinoxes.
Tdl mellow Death, like some late guest

I ''''"111 call thee from the boxes
'

BiU when he calls, and thou Shalt ceaseTo pace the gritted floor.

Of i^'"f t'^"
"' ""^'"°"« leaseOf hfe. Shalt earn no more-

"-;„;— Ws. the types of

Shall sW thee past to Heaven
Rut carved cross-pipes, and. underneathA pmt-potneady graven.

"''""'^""''

I.ADY CLARE,

But thou wilt never move from hence.The sphere thy fate allots :

ihylatter days increased with pence
t.o down among the pots :

Thou battenest by the greasy gleam
I" haunts of hungry sinners.

Old boxes, larded with the steam
Ofthirty thousand dinners.

We ^et. we fume, would shift our skins,Uould quarrel with our lot;
'
hy ere is, under pohsh'd tins,
to serve the hot-and-hot-

To come and go, and come again,
Returning like the pewit

And watch'd by silent gentlemen.
Ihat trifle with the cruet.

Live long, ere from thy topmost head
ihe thick-set hazel dies •

Long, ere the hateful crow shall tread
ine corners of thine eyes:

rrwa^he time when lilies blow,
And clouds are highest up in air

f Lord Ronald brought a lilyiwhite doe

I

^°g'^'-'l"^ cousin. Lady Clare.

I trow they did not part in scorn.
Lovers long-betroth'd were thev •

l^od s blessing on the day \

[' "e does not Icve me for my birth.Aor for my lands so broad and f^ir
;He loves me for my own true worth

I And that is well/ said Lady Clare.

In there came old Alice the nurse,

'•^"'iheel'"
W.S this that went from

'It was my cou.sin,'said Lady Clare.
To-morrow he weds with me.'

'O God be thank'd!'

nurse.

IorJRl"n°T''°""'^^°J"^t^'n^lfair:Lord Ronald IS heir of all your l-nd-And you are not the Lady Clare
'"

said Alice the
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' Are ye out of your mind, my nurse, my
nurse?'

.Said Lady Clare, 'that ye sneak so
wild ?

'

' As God's above,' said Alice the nurse,
'I speak the truth: you are my child.'

'The old Earl's daugliter died at my
breast

;

I speak the truth, as I live by Iwad

!

I buried her like my own sweet child,
And put my child in her stead.'

' Falsely, falsely have ye done,
O mother,' she said, 'if this be true.

To keep the best man under the sun
So many years from his due.'

And lay your hand upon my heail.

And bless me, mother, ere 1 go.'

She clad herself in a russet gown,
She was no longer Lady Clare':

She went by dale, and she vent
down,

With a single rose in her hair.

The

by

• Nay now, my child, " said Alice the nurse,
' But keep the secret for your life,

And all you have will be Lord Ronald's,
When you are man and wife.'

' Tf I'm a beggar born,' she said,
' I will speak out, for I dare not lie.

Pull off, pull off, the brooch of gold.
And fling the diamond necklace by.'

'Nay now, my child,' said Alice the nurse,
' But keep the secret all ye can .'

She said, 'Not so : but I will know
If there be any faith in man.'

'Nay now, what faith?' said Alice the
nurse,

•The man will cleave unto his right.'
'And he shall have it,' the lady replied,

' Tho' I should die to-night.'

'Vet give one kiss to your mother dear !

Alas, my child, I sinn'd for thee.'
'O mother, mother, mother,' she said,

' So strange it seems to me.

'Yet here's a kiss for my mother dear,
My mother dear, if this be so.

lily-white doe Lord Ronald had
brought

Leapt up from where she lay,
Dropt her head in the maiden's hand,
And follow'd her all the way.

Down slept Lord Ronald from his tower :

' O Lady Clare, you shame your worth I

Why come you drest like a village maid.
That are the flower of the earth ?

'

' If I come drest like a village maid,
I am but as my fortunes are:

I am a beggar born,' she said,
' And not the Lady Clare.'

' Play me no tricks,' said Lord Ronald,
'1' or I am yours in word and in deed.

Play me no tricks,' said Lord Ronald,
' xour riddle is hard to read.'

O and proudly stood she up !

Her heart within her did not fail •

She look'd into Lord Ron.Jd's eyes.
And told him all her nurse's tale.

Me laugh'd a laugh of merry scorn :

He turn'd and kiss'd her where she
stood :

' If you are not the heiress born.
And I,' said he, 'the next in blood—

' If you are not the heiress bom,
And \: said he, 'the lawful heir,

We two will wed to-morrow morn,
And you shall still be Lady Clare.'

K
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Is '5

THE CAPTAIN.

A LEGEND OF THE NAVY,

He that only rules by terror

Doeth grievous wrong.

Deep as Hell I count his error.

Let him hear my song.

Brave the Captain was : the seamen
Made a gallant crew,

Gallant sons of English freemen,

Sailors bold and true.

But they hated his oppression,

Stern he was and rash
;

So for every light transgression

Doom'd them to the lash.

Day by day more harsh and cruel

Seem'd the Captain's mood.
Secret wrath like smother'd fuel

Burnt in each man's blood.

Yet he hoped to purchase glory,

Hoped to make the name
Of his vessel great in story,

Wheresor'er he came.

So they past by capes and islands,

Many a harbour-mouth,

Sailing under palmy highlands

Far within the South.

On a day when they were going
O'er the lone expanse,

In the north, her canvas flowing,

Rose a ship of France.

Then the Captain's colour heighten'd,

Joyful came his speech :

But a cloudy gladness lighten'd

In the eyes of each.

• Chase,' he said : the ship flew forward,
And the wind did blow

;

Stately, lightly, went she Norward,
Till she near'd the foe.

Then they look'd at him the" hated

Had what they desired :

Mute with folded arms they waited -
Not a gun was fired.

But they heard the foeman's thunder
Roaring out their doom

;

All the air was torn in sunder,

Crashing went the boom,
Spars were splinter'd, decks were shat-

ter'd.

Bullets fell like rain
;

Over mast and deck were scatter'd

Blood and brains of men.
Spars were splinter'd; decks were broken :

Every mother's son-
Down they dropt—no word was spoken-
Each beside his gun.

On the decks as they were lying,

Were their faces grim.

In their blood, as they lay dying,
Did they smile on him.

Those, in whom he had reliance

For his noble name,
With one smile of still defiance

Sold him unto shame.
Shame and wrath his heart confounded,

Pale he turn'd and red,

Till himself was deadly wounded
Falling on the dead.

Dismal error I fearful slaughter I

Years have wander'd by,
Side by side beneath the water
Crew and Captain lie

;

There the sunlit ocean tosses

O'er them mouldering,

And the lonely seabird crosses

With one waft of the wing.

THE LORD OF BURLEIGH.

In her ear he whispers gaily,

• If my heart by signs can tell,

Maiden, I have watch'd thee daily,

And I think thou lov'st me Well.'

i!
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She replies, in accents fainter,

' There is none I love like thee.'

He is but a landscape-painter,

And a village maiden she.

He to lips, that fondly falter,

Presses his without reproof

:

Leads her to the village altar.

And they leave her father's roof.

' I can make no marriage present :

Little can I give my wife.

Love will make our cottage pleasant.

And I love thee more than life.'

They by parks and lodges going
• See the lordly castles stand ;

Summer woods, about them blowing,

Made a murmur in the land.

From deep thought himself he rouses,

Says to her that loves him well,

' Let us see these handsome houses

^Yhere the wealthy nobles dwell'
So she goes by him attended,

Hears him lovingly converse.

Sees whatever fair and splendid

Lay betwixt his home and hers
;

Parks with oak and chestnut shad\'.

Parks and order'd gardens great.

Ancient homes of lord and lady.

Built for pleasure and for state.

All he shows her makes him dearer ;

Evermore she seems to gaze

On that cottage growing nearer,

WTiere they twain will spend their

days.

O but she will love him truly !

He shall have a cheerful home

;

She will order all things duly.

When beneath his roof they come.
Thus her heart rejoices greatly,

Till a gateway she discerns

With armorial bearings stately,

And beneath the gate she turns

;

Sees a mansion more majestic

Than all those she saw before :

Many a gallant gay domestic

Bows before him at the door.

And they speak in gentle murmur,
When they answer to his call.

While he treads with footstep firmer,

Leading on from hall to hall

And, while now she wonders blindly,

Nor the meaning can divine.

Proudly turns he round and kindly,

'All of this is mine and thine.'

Here he lives in state and bounty,

Lord of Burleigh, fair and free,

Xot a lord in all the county

Is so great a lord as he.

All at once the colour flushes

Her sweet face from brow to chin :

As it were with shame she l)hishes,

And lier spirit changed within.

Then her countenance all over

Pale again as death did prove :

But he clasp'd her like a lover.

And he cheer'd her soul with love.

So she strove against her weakness,

Tho' at times her spirit sank :

Shaped her heart with woman's meek-
ness

To all duties of her rank :

And a gentle consort made he.

And her gentle mind was such
That she grew a noble lady,

And the people loved her much.
But a trouble weigh'd upon her,

And perplex'd her, night and mom,
^^ ith the burthen of an honour
Unto which she was not born.

Faint she grew, and ever fainter;

And she murmur'd, * Oh, that he
Were once more that landscape-painter,

Which did win my heart from me !

'

So she droop'd and droop'd before him,

Fading slowly from hi<; side:

Three fair children first she bore him.
Then before her time she died,

K 2
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T//j; VOYAGE.

Weeping, weeping late and early,

Walking up and pacing down,
Deeply mournM the Lord of liurleigli,

liurleigh-housc hy Stamford-town.
'

And Jie came to look upon her,
And lie look'd at her and said,

' IJring the dress and jnit it on her,
That she wore when she wn.;; wed.'

Then her people, softly treading,
fiore to earth her body, dres^.

In the dress that she was wed in,

That her spirit might have rest.

THE VOYAGE.
I.

Wk left behind the painted buoy
That tosses ai: the harbour-mouth

;And madly danced our hearts with jov,
As fast we fleefcd to the .South :

How fresh was every sight and sound
On open main or winding shore !We knew the merry world was round,
And we might sail for evermore.

11.

Warm broke the breeze against the ]mny
Dry sang the tackle, sang the sail

:

The Lady's-head upon the prow
Caught the shrill salt, and shcerM the

gale.

The broad seas swell'd to meet the keel
And swept behind

; so quick the run,'
^^ e felt the good ship shake and reel,
We seem'd to sail into the Sun !

HI.
How ofl we saw the Sun retire,

And burn 'he threshold of the night,
l-all from his Ocean-lane of fire,

And sleep beneath his pillar'd light !How oft the purple-skirted robe
Oftwilight slowly downward drawn

As thro' the slumber of the globe
Again we dash'd into the dawn »

IV.

,

New stars all night above the brim
j

Of waters lighten'd inio view
;

i

They climb'd as quickly, for the rim
Changed every moment as we flew,

I"'ar ran the naked moon across
The houseless ocean's heaving field,

Or flying shone, the silver boss
Of her own halo's dusky shield

;

V.

The peaky islet shifted shapes,

I

High towns on hills were dimly seen,
\\e past long lines of Northern capes
And dewy Northern meadows green

\\e came to warmer waves, and deep
Across the boundless east we diovc

\Miere those long swells of breaker m^.
1 he nmmeg rocks and isles of clove.

'

VI.
Hy peaks that flamed, or, all in shade,
Oloom'd the low coast and quivcnn-

brnie

With ashy rains, that spreading „,ade
I'antastic i)lumo or sal le pine •

I3y sands and steaming flats, and'floods
Of mighty mouth, we scudded fast,

Vml hills and scarlet-mingled voods
Clow'd for a moment as we past.

VII.
O hundred shores of happy dimes.
How swiftly stream'd ye by the bark

At times the whole sea burn'd, at times
AN ith wakes of fire we tore the da. k;

At times a carven craft would shoot
I'rom havens hid in fairy bowers,

\V ith naked limbs and flowers and fruit,
iiut we nor paused for fruit nor flowers

VIII.

I

For one fair Vision ever fled
Down the waste waters day and night,

I

And still we follow'd where she led.
In hope to gain upon her flight.

f \
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Her face was evermore unseen.
And fixt upon the far sea-line

;

Hut each man murmur'd, « O my Queen,
1 follow till I make thee mine.'

i.x.

And now we lost her, now she gleam'd
Like Fancy made of golden air.

Now nearer to the prow she secm'd
Like Virtue firm, like Knowledge fair,

Now high on waves that idly burst

Like Heavenly Hope she crown'd the
sea,

And now, the bloodless point reversed,
She bore the blade of Liberty.

X.

A .k1 only one among us - him
We pleased not— he was seldom pleased

:

He saw not far : his eyes were dim :

I3ut ours he swore were all diseased.
'A ship of fools,' he shriek'd in spite,

' A ship of fools,' ne sneer'd and wept.
And overboard one stormy night
He cast his body, and on we swept.

XI.

And never sail of ours was furl'd,

Nor anchor dropt at eve or morn
;

^^'e lov'il the glories of the world,
But laws of nature were our scorn.

For blasts would rise and rava and cease,
]5ut whence were those that drove the

sail

Across the whirlwind's heart of peace.
And to and thro' the counter gale

?'

XII.

Again to colder climes we came,
For still we follow'd where she led :

Now mate is blind and captain lame,
And half the crew are sick or dead,

Uut, blind or lame or sick or sound.
We follow that which flies before :

^^'c !;now the merry world is round.
And we may sail for evermore.

SIR LAUNCELOT AND QUEEN
GUINEVERE.

A FRAG.MENT.

Like souls that balance joy and pain.
With tears and smiles from heaven again
The maiden Spring upon the plain
Came in a sun-lit fall of rain.

In crystal vapour everywhere
lilue isles of heaven laugh'd between,
And far, in forest-deeps unseen,
The topmost elm-tree gather'd green

From draughts of balmy air.

Sometimes the linnet piped his song :

Sometimes the throstle whistled strong

:

Sometimes the sparhawk, wheel'd along,
Hush'd all the groves from fear of wrong':

By grassy capes with fuller sound
In curves the yellowing river ran.
And drooping chestnut-buds began
To spread into the perfect fan,

Above the teeming ground.

Then, in the boyhood of the year,
Sir I,auncclot and Queen Guinevere
Rode thro' the coverts of the deer.
With blissful treble ringing clear.

She seem'd a part of joyous Sprint •

A gown of grass-green silk she wore,
'^

Buckled with golden clasps before
;A light-green tuft of pi mies she bo'rc

Closed in a golden ring.

I

Now on some twisted ivy-net.
Now by some tinkling rivulet.
In mosses mixt with violet

Her cream-white mule liis pastern set :

And fleeternow she skimm'd the plains
Than she whose elfin prancer springs
By night to eery warblings.
When all the glimmering moorland rings

With jingling bridle-reins.

<\
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As .he fled fau thro- s„n and shade.
1 he hnppy ,v.nds upon her pky'd.Bowmg the ringlet from thi braid

:•She luokVI so luvdy. as she svvay'd

A ^"m V''
*-'""" "" ""«-"r bliss,

And all his worldly worth for this
i "Y^tc his whole heart in .„e kissUpon her perfect lips.

Fi;OW down, cold rivulet, to the sea,
i iiy tribute wave deliver •

^"'""''^'^y^'^^'ny steps shall be,
I'or ever and for ever.

H«w. .oftiy fl,,, ,3, ,,;,„ ^^A rivulet then a river •

No where by thee „,y steps shall be.
I' or ever and forever.

«ut here will sigh thine alder tree.And here thine aspen shiver;A.H here by thee will hum the bee.
forever and for ever.

A thousand suns will stream on theeA thousand moons will .,uiver
«>. not by thee my steps shall be

J or ever and for ever.

So sweet a face, such angel rr'nce

!
^" all that land had ne'ver'^i"'

I

tophetua sware a royal oath .-

' 1 hii beggar maid shall be my queen ;

'

THE EAGLE.

"^ '^'f^PV''^''^-^e>n'Ii crooked hands-Uose the sun in lonely lands,
'

p-'«.l With the a.„rc.urM,h:. stand.
I
Ihc wrinkled sea beneath him crawh.

i:;,t''^-,^-"''is mountain wair
I And like a thunderbolt he falls.

|-MoVKeastward,i;^;~,,,,_
,,„i ,

\ 0,1 oi-ange sunset waning .slow:
I'lom fringes ofthc faded eve
10, happy planet, easluani L •

M'l over thy daik shoulder fdow'
'ly Mlver sistei-woild, and ri'.»

io glass herself in dewy eyes
li-atwateh me from the glen below.
Al^ bear ,ne with thee, smoothly borne(D'P forward under starry light

I And round again to happy night.

THE JiEcJGAR MAID
"KK arms acio,ss her breast she laid •

ihfeZr:r"'""'^"^--'-^-a,;;ay

S^-n^^h^'r-ir'
'1^3 no wonder,' said the lords.

"'
'''I'e is more beautiful than dav-

As^shines the moon in clouded skies,

0„;""''f P"""- attire was seen-

OnoT?r ^"^^"^^ °"- J^er eyesOne her dark hair and lovesome mien

t-OMKnol, whenlamdcad.
iodropthyfoolishtearsuponmygrave

po trample round my fallen head,
*"'

I '^"''''=-^"'«"n''-'^PPyclustthouwouldst

j

not .save.

[Thereletthewindsweepandtheplovercry.
But thou, go by.

Child, ifit were thine error or thy crime
I care no longer, being all unblest -

^^'^^^^J^"'
thou wilt, but I am sick of

Time,

And I desiie to rest.

Pass on weak heart, and leave me where
1 lie .-

Go by, go by.
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THE LETTERii^mE VISION. OPSIN.

THE LETTERS.
I.

Still on the tower stood the vane
A black yew gloom'd the stagnant air,

I peer d athwart the chancel pane
And saw the altar cold and bare.

A clog of lead was round my feet,
A band of pain across my brow

' Cold altar, Heaven and earth shall meet
Uefore you hear my marriage vow.'

ir.

I lurn'd and humm'd a bitter song
That mock'd the wholesome human

heart,

And then we met in wrath and wrong.
We met, but only meant to part.

Full cold my greeting was and dry
;

She famtly smiled, she hardly moved •

I saw with half-unconsr;
I , eye

She wore the colours I approved.

'35

iir.

She took the little ivory chest,
With half a sigh she turn'd the key,

Then raised her head with lips comprer,t,
And gave my letters back to me.

And gave the trinkets and the ring.

Mygifts,whengiftsofminecould please •

As looks a father on the things
Ofhisdeadson, Ilook'donthese.

IV.

She told me all her friends had said

;

I raged against the public liar •

She talk'd as ifher love were dead,
But m my words were seeds of fireNo more of love; your sex is known
I never will be twice deceived.

Henceforth I trust the man alone.
The woman cannot be believed,

^ V.

Tiiro^ slander, meanest spawn ofHell-And women's slander is the worst,

And you, whom once I lov'd so well
Thro' you, my life will be accurst

'*

I spoke with heart, and heat and force,
I shook her breast with vague alarms-

Like torrent* from a mountain source
We rush'd into each other's arms.

VI.

We parted
: sweetly gleam'd the stars,

And sweet the vapour-braided blue,
Low bre«zes fann'd the belfry bars,
As homeward by the church I drew

The very graves appear'd to smile,
So fresh they rose in shadow'd swells •

•Dark porch,' I said, «and silent aisle.
'

There comes a sound ofmarriage be Us.'

THE VISION OF SIN.

I HAD a vision when th night was late :

^ youth came riding toward a palace-gate
Me rode a horse with wings, that would

have flown,

But that his heavy rider kept him down.And from the palace came a child of sin,Ami took him by the curls, and led him in.Hhere sat a company with heated eyes
Expecting when a fountain should arise •

A sleepy light upon their brows and lipsJAs when the sun, a crescent of eclipse.
Dreams ,ner lake and lawn, and isles and

capes

—

Suffiised them, sitting. lying, languid
Si. apes,

By heaps of gourds, and skins of wine
and piles of grapes

'

Thenmethought I "eard a mellow sound.
Gathering up from all the lower ground •Wowmg in to where they sa.asfembiJ
^u,vvoiup,uous music winding trembled
Wov'nin circles

: they that heard itsigh'd
Paoted hand in hand with faces pale

Ji
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136 THE VISION- OF SIX.

tones
Swung themselves, and in low

replied
;

Till the fountain spouted, showering wide
Sleet of diamond-drift and pearly hail •

Then the music touch'd the gates and died •

Kose again from where it seem'd to fail

'

Storni'd in orbs of song, a growing gale*-
Till thronging in and in, to where thev

waited, ^

As 'twere a hundred-throated nightingale,
ihe strong tempestuous treble throbb'd

and palpitated
;

Ran into its giddiest whirl of sound,
Caught the sparkles, and in circles

-I lung the torrent rainbow round •

Then they started from their places
Moved with violence, changed in hue.
Caught each other ^v-ith wild grimac..
ilalf-invisible to the view.
Wheeling with precipitate' paces
lo the melody, till they flew,
Hair and eyes, and limbs, and faces,
Twisted hard in fierce embraces
Like to Furies, like to Graces,

'

Dash'd together in blinding dew •

Till, kill'd with some luxurious agony.
Ihe nerve-dissolving melody
Flutter'd headlong from the sky

i

^"^' ^""^'^^ °" for many a momh"and
I year,

Unheed^d
: and I thought I would have

spoken.

And warn'd that madman ere it grew too
late :

But, asm dreams, Icould not. Mine was
' broken.

When tha^ cold vapour touch'd the palace

'And link'd 'again. I saw within my head
^'^"7;^4s»P-^-'^''ln-.anaslean:s

Who slowly 'rode across a wither'd heathAnd lighted at a ruin'd inn, and said :

IV.

iir.

And then I look'd up toward a mountain-
tract,

Tliat girt the region with high cliff and
lawn ;

I saw that every morning, far withdrawnBeyond the darkness and the cataract,
C'od made himself an awful rose of

dawn.

Unheeded
: and detaching, fold by foldf-'om „o,e still heights, and, LwSy

cliav.ing near, "'

,

Av.po,„-h...vy,hueless,
formless, cold,]

\; rinkled ostler, grim and thin •

llere is custom come your ^^ay :

lake my brute, and lead him in,
t^tuffhis ribs with mouldy hay.

'Bitter barmaid, waning fast'
See that sheets are on my bed ;What- the flower of life is past:
It is long before you wed.

'Slip-shod waiter, lank and sour,
At the Dragon on the heath J

i-et us have a quiet hour,
Let us hob-and-nob with Death.

'I am old, but let me drink;
Bring me spices, bring me'wine;

1 remember, when I think,
That iiy youth was half'divine.

'\Vine is good for shrivell'd lips.

„.J^''""^^Janket wraps the day,
^\ hen the rotten.woodland drips.

Andtheleafisstamp'dinclay.

'Sit thee down, and have no shame,
Cheek by jowl, and knee by knee-What care I for any name ?

^

V^hat for order or degree?
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THE VISION OF SIN.

' Let me screw thee up a peg :

Let me loose thy tongiie with wine :

Callest thou that thing a leg?
Which is thinnest ? thine or mine ?

' Thou Shalt not be "\ved by works :

Thou hast been u iner too :

Ruin'd trunks on w . -'d forks,

Empty scarecrows, 1 and you !

' Fill the cup, and fill the can :

Have a rouse before the morn :

Every moment dies a man.
Every moment one is bom.

' We are men of ruin'd blood
;

I

Therefore comes it we are v. ise.

Fish are we that love the mud,
Rising to no fancy-flies.

' Name and fame ! to fly sublime
Thro' the courts, the camps, the schools,

Is to be the ball of Time,
Bandied by the hands of fools.

• Friendship !_to be two in one-
Let the canting liar pack !

Well I know, when I am gone.
How she mouths belund my back.

' Virtue !— to be good and just—
Every heart, when sifted well,

Is a clot of warmer dust,

Mix'd with cunning sparks of hell.

' O ! we two as well can look
Whited thought and cleanly life

As the priest, above his book
Leering at his neighbour's wife.

' Fill the cup, and fill the can :

^
Have a rouse before the morn :

Every moment dies a man,
Every moment one is born.
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' Drink, and let the parties rave .

They are fill'd with idle spleen
;

Rising, falling, like a wave,
For they know not what they mean.

' He that roars for liberty

I Faster binds a tyrant's power
j

' And the tyrant's cruel glee
Forces on the freer hour.

' Fill the can, and fill the cup •

All the windy ways of men
Are but dust that rises up,
And is lightly laid again.

' Greet her with applausive breath,
Freedom, gaily doth she tread

;

In her right a civic wreath.
In her left a human head.

' No, I love not what is new
;

She is of an ancient house :

And I think we know the hue
Of that cap upon her brows.

' Let her go ! her thirst she slakes
Where the bloody conduit runs,

Then her sweetest meal she makes
On the first-born of her sons.

'Drink to lofty hopes that cool-
Visions of a perfect State :

Drink we, last, the public fool,

Frantic love and frantic hate.

' Chant me now some wicked stave,
Till thy drooping courage rise.

And the glow-worm of the grave
Glimmer in thy rheumy eyes.

1$

ft I

i" 1,1

I."

' Fear not thou to loose thy tongue
;

Set thy hoary fluicies free
;

What is loathsome to the voung
Savours well to tljcc and me.
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' Change, reverting to the years,
When thy nerves could understand

What there is in loving tears,
And the warmth of hand in hand.

'Tell me tales of thy first love-
April hopes, the fools of chance:

1 111 the graves begin to move,
And the dead begin to dance.

' Fill the can, and fill the cup :

All the windy ways of men
Arc but dust that rises up.
And is lightly laid again.

' Trooping from their mouldy dens
The chap-fallen circle spreads :

Welcome, fellow-citizens,

Hollow hearts and empty heads !

' Vou are bones, and what of that ?
Every face, however full,

Padded round with flesh and fat,
Is but modell'd on a skull.

' Death is king, and Vivat Rex .'

Tread a measure on the stones,
Madam-if I know your sex,
From the fashion of your bones,

• Xo, I cannot praise the fire

In your eye -nor yet your lip ;

All the more do I admire
Joints of cunning workmanship.

' Lo J God's likencss-the ground-plan-
^either modell'd, glazed, nor framed

liuss me, thou rough sketch of man.
Far too naked to be shamed I

'^w?/''^"'"'""''^"^^^ to Chance.
While we keep a little breath!

IJnnk to heavy Ignorance !

Hob-and-nob with brother Death !

• Thou art mazed, the night is long.
And the longer night is near

:

What
1 I am not all as wrong

As a bitter jest is dear.

'

^^?r"u
^^"^ ^°P^'' ^y ^^^'^^> to all.

When the locks are crisp and curl'd •

Unto me my maudlin gall
And my mockeries of the world.

'Fill the cup, and fill the can :

Mmgle madness, mingle scorn '

Dregs of life, and lees of man :

Yet we will not die forlorn.'

"

V.

The voice grew faint
: there came a further

change :

Once more uprose the mystic mountain-
range :

Below were men and horses pierced with
worms.

And slowly quickening into lower forms •

By shards and scurf of salt, and scum of
dross.

Old plash of rains, and refuse patch'd
with moss.

Then some one spake :
' Behold 1 it was

a crime

Of sense avenged by sense that wore with
time.'

Another said : ' The crim*. ^fi'lc crime of sense
oecame

The crime of malice, and is equal blame,'And one:' He h.ad not wholly quench'd
his power

;

m'uIrJ"
°^'=°"=^'«"'^'= '"ade him sour.'At last I heard a voice upon the slope

Cry to the summit, ' Is there any hope ?

'

lo which an answer peal'dfrom that high
land, *'

But .n a tongue no man could understand
;And on the glimmering limit far with'

drawn
God made Himself an awful rose of dawn.
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TO ,

AFTSJi READING A LIFE AND
LETTERS.

'Cursed be he that moves my bones.'

Shakespeare's Ej6Hn/>/i.

You might have won the Poet's name
If such be worth the winning now,

'

And gam'd a laurel for your brow
Of sounder leaf than I can claim

;

liut you have made the wiser choice,A life that moves to gracious ends

.

^'''^ foops of unrecording friends,
^ ^s-edfulhfe, a silent voice :

Ami you have miss'd the irreverent doom
Of those that wear the Poet's crown •

Hereafter, neither knave nor clown
'

'Shall hold their orgies at your tomb.

t'ornow the Poet cannot die,
Nor leave his music as of old,
But round him ere he scarce be cold

I'Cguis the scandal and the cry :

' ^'';°^'';'"^ 'he faults he would not show :

lircak lock and seal : betray the trust •

Keep nothing sacred : 'tis but --ust
Ihe many-headed beast should know.'

Ah shameless ! for he did but sing
A song that pleased us from its worth :No public life was his on earth, '

No blazon'd statesman he, nor king.

He gave the people of his best

:

His worst he kept, his best he gave.
My Shakespeare's curse on clown and

knave
Who will not let his ashes rest

!
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Who make it seem more sweet to be
The little life of bank and brier,
'I'he bird that pipes his lone desire

And dies unheard within his tree,

Than he that warbles long and loud
And drops at Glory's temple-gates,
i'or whom the carrion vulture waits

To tear his heart before the crowd I

TO E. Z., ON ms TRAVELSm
GREECE.

Illyria:: woodlands, echoing falls

!

Of water, sheets of summer glass,
The long divine Peneian pass, -

The vnst Akrokcraunian walls,

Tomohrit, Athos, all things fair,

With such a pencil, such a pen,
Vou shadow forth to distant men

I read and felt that I was there :
'

And trust me while I turn'd the page
And track'd you still on classic ground.
I grew in gladness till I found

My spirits in the golden age.

For me the torrent ever pour'd
And glisten'd-here and there alone
Ilie broad-limb'd God. at random

thrown

% fountain-urns ;-and Naiads oar'd

A glimmering shoulder under gloom
Of cavern pillars; on the swell
The silver lily heaved and fell

;

And many a slope was rich in bloom

From him that on the mountain lea
By dancing rivulets fed his flocks
To him who sat upon the rocks,

And fluted to the morning sea.

' A

Break, break, break.
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea !

And I would that my tongue could utterThe thoughts that arise in me.



Ill

THE POET'S SONG.
O well for the fisherman's boy,
That he shouts with his sister at play !O well for the sailor lad,

^

That he sings in his boat on the bay

And the stately ships go on
1 o their haven under the hill •

131U0 for the touch ofavanish'd hand.And the sound ofa voice that is still-

l^rcak, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea !

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
NN 111 never come back to me.

THE POET'S SONG.
The rain had fallen, the Poet arose.
He pass'd by the town and out of the

street,

A light wind blew from the gates of the
sun.

And waves of shadow went over the
wheat.

And he sat him down in a lonely placeAnd chanted a melody loud a,;LSt

'doud,
""'"""" P'^"^^ '" ^^^

And the lark drop down at his feet.

The swallow stopt as he hunted the bee,

,

The snake shpt under a spray,

I

Il>e wild hawk stood with the down on
his beak,

xtul
'""?: ^'"^ ^'^ ^°°' °" the prey.And the n,ghtmgale thought. < I have sun^
many songs, **

But never a one so gay
Forhe sings ofwhat the world will be

^^ hen the years have died away '

ENOCH ARDEN
AND OTHER POE^rs.

ENOCH ARDEN.

Long lines of cliff breaking have left a
chasm

;

And in the chasm are foam and yellow
sands;

Beyond, red roofs about a narrow wharfIn cluster; thenamoulder'dchurch; and
higher

A long street climbs to one tall-tower'd
mill

;

I

V\. th Danish barrows; and a hazelwood,'By autumn nutters haunted, flourishes
Green ma cuplike hollow of the down

I

Hereon this beach a hundred years ago
,

Three children ofthreehouses, Annie lS'
1
he prettiest little damsel in the port

lAnclrhUip Ray the miller's onlyLAnd Enoch Arden, a rough sailor's ladMade orphan by a winter shipwreck, play'dAmong the waste and lumber oftheLreHani coils of cordage, swarthy fishing
nets, *•

Anchors of rusty fluke, and boats up-

I

drawn

;

^
(And built their castles of dissolving sand
T°;7.'^''^^-°verflow'd,orfollovfinpup
And flymg the white brcike. dailv loftThe lutle footprint daily wash'd a^ay
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EXOCII ARDEN.

A narrow cave ran in beneath the cliff

:

In this the children play'd at keeping
house.

Enoch was host one day, Philip the next,
While Annie still was mistress; but at

times

Enoch would hold possession for a week :

'This is my house and this mylittle wife '

' Mine toe
' said Philip ' turn and turn

about :'

When, if theyquarrell'd, Enoch stronger-
made

Was master : then would Philip, his blue
eyes

All flooded with the helpless wrath of
tears.

Shriek out 'I hate you, Enoch,' and at
this

The little wife would weep for company,
And pray them not to quarrel for her sake.
And say she would be little wife to both.'

141

Likewise had he served a

merchantman, and made

Than Enoch.

year

On board a

himself

Full sailor
; and he thrice had pluck'd a

life

From the dread sweep of the down-stream-
ing seas

:

And all men look'd upon him favourably :

And ere he touch'd his one-and-twentielh
May

He purchased his own boat, and made a
home

For Annie, neat and nestlike, halfway up
The narrow street that clamber'd toward

the mill.

But when the dawn of rosy childhood
past,

And the new warmth of life's ascending
sun

Was felt by either, either fixt his heart
On that one girl ; and Enoch spoke his

love.

But Philip loved in silence ; and the girl
Seem'd kinder unto Philip than to him

;

But she loved Enoch ; tho' she knew it

not,

And would if ask'd deny it. Enoch set
A purpose evermore before his eyes,
To hoard all savings to the uttermost,
To purchase his own boat, and make a

home
For Annie

: and so prosper'd that at lastA luckier or a bolder fisherman,
A carefuller in peril, did not breathe
I- or leagues along that breaker-beaten

coast

Then, on a golden autumn eventide,
The younger people making holiday,
With bag and sack and basket, great and

small.

Went nutting to tlie hazels. Philip stay'd
(His father lying sick and needing him)
An hour behind

; but as heclimb'd thehiil.
Just where the prone edge of the wood

began

To feather toward the hollow, saw the
pair,

Enoch and Annie, sitting hand-in-hand.
His large gray eyes and weather-beaten

face

All -kindled by a still and sacred fire.

That burn'dason an altar. Philip look'd,
And in their eyes and faces read his doom ';

Then, ^ their faces drew together,

groan'd.

And slipt aside, and like a wounded life

Crept down into the hollows of the wood
;

There, while the rest were loud in merry-
making,

Had his dark hour unseen, and rose and
past

Bearing a lifelong hunger in his heart.

k
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So -tee w„,„.d. and „e,H,y „„s mi„e^h„ „.ad a,,., ,h.i„ : ^:^^[::^^

Ana «„i^„„ „., y,„, ,„,„ happv A„„o-.;Uea„d..i„G„,.r.aW„g„a„,

seven .ap„ ,a„ . ,ea,.U a„a ».. J^r^SAT^lrSLr' nt'^S-
And mutual love and honourable toil • t

'"^ ?"'
^I'!'''''^"

^'"'^'"^ evermore

wish

To save all earnings to the uttermost
And give his child a better bringing-up
Than his had been, or hers ; a wish re

new'd,

When two years after came a boy to be
The rosy idol of her solitudes,
While Enoch was abroad on wrathful seas.
Or often journeying landward

; for in truth
Enochs white horse, and Enoch's ocean-

spoil

In ocean-smelling osier, and his face
Kough-redden'd with a thousand winter

gales.

Not only to the market-cross were known,
^ut m the leafy lanes behind the down
Far as the portal-warding lion-whelp,
And peacock-yewtree of the lonely Hall
^^ hose Friday fare was Enoch's minister-

ing.

as
Then came a change,

human change.
Ten miles to northward of the narrow port
Open-da larger haven: thither used
Enoch at times to go by land or sea

;And once when there, and clambering on
a mast

In harbour, by mischance he slipt and fell

;

me.

And while he pray'd, the master of that
ship

Enoch had served in, hearing his mi,-5-

chance.

Came, for he knew the man and valued
him,

Reporting of his vessel China-bound,
And wanting yet a boatswain. Would he

go?
There yet were many weeks before she

sail'd,

Sail'd from this port. Would Enoch
have the place ?

And Enoch all at once assented to it

Rejoicing at that answer to his prayer.

So shadow of mischance
now that

appear'd
No graver than as when some little cloud

oil *!,• .. °'^ "'^ ^^^y highway of the sun,
all thmgs And isles a light in the offing : yet the

wife

—

When he was gone-the children-what
to do?

Then Enoch lay long-pondering on his
plans

;

To sell the boat-and yet he loved her
well—A ]• • ' ' —"""-<i "c supi ana tell

;

^-eji
— ^'

Bore him another son, a sickly one w i i.

Another hand crept too across his trade iXs II
*' ^ '^o'-seman knows his



s : and on hini

1-fearing man,
bt and gloom,

e of the night,

evermore

i-to-mouth,

gar : then he

ever comes to

laster of that

i"g his mi^-

1 and valued

i-bound,

Would he

i before she

5uld Enoch

?d to it,

is prayer.

mischance

little cloud

be sun,

r : yet the

ren—what

ng on his
j

loved her

weather'd

:now? his

-—

—

(

ENOCH arden:

And yet to sell her—then with what she
brought

Buy goods and stores -set Annie fortli in
trade

With all that seamen needed or their
wives

—

So might she keep the house while he
was gone.

Should he not trade himself out yonder ?

go
This voyage more than once ? yea twice

or thrice

—

As oft as neodcd-last, lelurning rich,
Become the ma.ster of a larger craft,
With fuller profits lead an easier life.

Have all his pretty young ones educated.
And pass his days in peace among his own.

143

For parted with his old sea-

Thus EnocI* in his heart determined all

:

Then moving homev/ard came on Annie
prde.

Nursing the sickly bdbe, her latest-born.
Forward she started with a happy cry,
And laid the feeble infant in his arms';
Whom Enoch took, and handled all his

limbs.

Appraised his weight and fondled father-
like,

But had no heart to break his purposes
To Annie, till the morrow, when he spoke.

Enoch
friend.

Bought Annie goods and stores, and set

his hand
To fit their little streetward sitting-room
With shelf and corner for the goods and

stores,

So all day long till Enoch's last at home.
Shaking their pretty cabin, hammer and

axe.

Auger and saw, while Annie seem'd to
hear

Her own death-scaffold raising, shriU'd
and rang.

Till this was ended, and his careful
hand,

—

The space was narrow, —having order'd all
Almost as neat and close as Nature packs
Her blossom or her seedling, paused •

and he,
'

Who needs would work for Annie to the
last,

Ascending tired, heavily slept till morn.

V

Then first since Enoch's golden ring
had girt

Her finger, Annie fought against his will :

Yet not with brawling opposition she.
But manifold entreaties, many a tear,
Many a sad kiss by day by night renew'd
(Sure that all evil would come out of it)

Besought him, supplicating, if he cared
For her or his dear children, not to go.
He not for his own self caring but her,

-s_.i...!ren, j,.-t iierpicadinvam;
So grieving held his will, and bore it thro'.

And Enoch faced this morning of fare-
well

Brightly and boldly. All his Annie's fears,
Save, as, his Annie's, were a laughter to

him.

Yet Enoch as a brave God-fearing man
Bow'd himself down, and in that mystery
Where God-in-man is one with man-in-

God,

Pray'd for a blessing on his wife and babes
Whatever came to him : and then he said
'Annie, this voyage by the grace of God
Will bring fair weather yet to all of us.
Keep a clean hearth and a clear fire for me,
For I'll be back, my girl, before you

know it.' ...

Than lightly rocking baby's cradle 'and
he,

This pretty, puny, weakly little one,—

t .



Hi

Nay -for I love him all the better for it-
God bless him, he shall sit upon my knees
And I will tell him tales of foreign parts,
And make him merry, when 1 conic

home again.

Come, Annie, come, cheer up before I go.'

Is He not yonder in those uttermost
larts of the morning? if I flee to these
{Can I go from Him ? and the sea is His.

I he sea IS His : He made it.'

Him running on thus hopefully slie

heard,

And almost hoped herself; but when he
turn'd

The current of his talk to graver things
In sailor fashion roughly sermonizing
On providence and trust in Heaven, she

heard,

Heard and not heard him : as the villaee
girl,

^

Who sets her pitcher underneath the
spring.

Musing on him that used to fill it for her,
Hears and not hears, and lets it overflow.'

At length she spoke ' O Enoch, you
are wise

;

And yet for all your wisdom well know I
That I shall look upon your face no more.'

f. .
Enoch rose,

Las. his str-ng arms about his droopinc
wife, ^ **

And kiss'd his wonder-stricken little ones-
But for the third, the sickly one. who slept
After a night of feverous wakefulness
When Annie would have raised him

Enoch said

Wake him not; let him sleep; how
should the child

Remember this?' and kiss'd him in hJs
cot.

But Annie from her b.iby's forehead diptA tmy curl, and gave it : this he kept
rhro' all his future; but now hastily

caught

His bundle, waved. his hand, and went
his way.

•Well then,' said Enoch, 'I shall look
on yours.

Annie, the ship I sail in passes here
(He named the day) get you a seaman's

glass.

Spy out my face, and laugh at all y.,ii

fears.'

She when the day, that Enoch
mention'd, came,

Borrow'd aglass, but all in vain : perhaps
She could not fix the glass to suit her eye;
I erhaps her eye was dim, hand tremulous

;

She saw him not : and while he stood on
deck

Waving, the moment and the vessel past.

But when the last of those last moments
came,

'Annie, my girl, cheer up, be comforted,
Look to the babes, and till I come again
Keep everything shipshape, for I must go.
And fear no more for me ; or if you fear
Cast all your cares on God ; that anchor

holds.

Ev'n to the last dip of the vanishing sail
She watch'd it, and departed weeping for

him
;

Then, tho' she mourn'd his absence as his
grave.

Set her sad will no less to chime with his,
But throve not in her trade, not being bred
1 o barter, nor compensating the want
By shrewdness, neither capable of lies,
Nor asking overmuch and taking less,

'

I
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ENOCH ARDEN.

And still foreboding 'what would Enoch
say ?

'

For more than once, in days of difficulty

And pressure, had she sold her wares for
less

Than what she gave in buying what she
sold :

She fail'd and saddenVl knowing it ; and
thus.

Expectant of that news which never came,
Gam'd for her own a scanty sustenance.
And lived a life of silent melancholy.

»4S

But turn'd her own toward the wall and
wept.

Then Philip standing up said falteringly
'Annie, I came to ask a favour of you.'

Now the third child was sickly-born
and grew

Vet sicklier, tho' the niotlier cared for it

With all a mother's care : nevertheless,
Whether her business often call'd her from

it,

Or thro' the want of what it needed most,
Or means to pay the voice who best could

tell

What most it needed—howsoe'er it was.
After a lingering,—ere she was .iware,—
Like the caged bird escaping suddenly.
The little innocent soul flitted away.

In that same week when Annie buried
it,

Philip's true heart, which hunger'd for her
peace

(Since Enocli left he had not look'd upon
her).

Smote him, as having kept aloof so long.
'Surely,' said Philip, 'I may see her now,
May be some little comfort;' therefore

went,

Past thro' the solitary room in front.

Paused for a moment at an inner door,
Then struck it thrice, and, no one opening,
Enter'd

; but Annie, seated with her grief,
Fresh from the burial of her little one.
Cared not to look on any human face.

He spoke; the passion in her moan'd
reply

' Favour from one so sad and so forlorn
As I am !

'
half abash'd him

; yet unask'd,
Ills bashfulness and tenderness at war.
He set himself beside her, saying to her :

' I came to speak to you of what he
wish'd,

Enoch, your husband : I have ever said
You chose the best among us—a strong

man :

For where he fixt his heart he set his hand
To do the thing he will'd, and bore it thro'.
And wherefore did he go this weary way.
And leave you lonely? not to see the

world

—

For pleasure ?_nay, but for the where-
withal

To give his babes a better bringing-up
Than his had been, or yours : that was

his wish.

And if he come again, vext will he be
To find the precious morning hours were

lost.

And it would vex him even in his grave,
If he could know his babes were running

wild
*"

Like colts about the waste. So, Annie,
now

—

Have we not known each other all our
lives ?

I do beseech you by the love you bear
Him and his children not to say me nay—
For, if you will, when Enoch comes again
Why then he shall repay me—if you will,

j

Annie—for I am rich and well-to-do.
Now let me put the loy and girl to school

:

This is the favour that I came to ask.'

L

^¥\
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Then Annie with her brows against tlie

wall

Answer'd 'I cannot look you in the face
;

I seem so foolish and so broken (Ir)wn.
When you came in my sorrow broke mc

down
;

And now I think your kindness breaks
mc down

;

But Enoch lives ; that . , borne in on me :He will repay you : money can be repaid;
iNot kmdness such as yours.'

,T,. .

And Philip ask'd
Then you will let me, Annie?'

„, There she turn'd,
hhe rose, and fixt her swimming eyes upon

him,

And dwelt a moment on his kindly face
Then calling down a blessing on his head
taught at his hand, and wrung it passion-

ately,

And past into the little garth beyond.
So hfted up in spirit he moved away.

Then Philip put the boy and girl to
school,

And bought them needful books, and
everyway,

Like one who does his duty by his own
Made himself theirs; and tho' for Annie's

sake,

Fearing the lazy gossip of the port, I

He oft denied his heart his dearest wish,
Andseldom crosther threshold, yet he sent I

Gifts by the children, garden-herbs and
'

fruit.

The late and early roses from his wall.
Or conies from the down, and now and

then,

With some pretext of fineness in the meal
ro save the offence of charitable, flour
From his tall mill that whistled on the

waste.

But Philip did not fathom Annic^
mind :

Scarce could the woman when he came
upon her.

Out of full heart and boundless gratitude
Light on a orokcn v^oxA to thank him with.
But Phihi was her children's alliaall

;

P rom distant corners of the street they ran
To greet his hearty welcome heartily

;

Lord-, of his house and of his mill were
they;

Worried his passive ear with petty wrongs
Or pleasures, hung upon him, play'd with

him
And call'd him Father Philip. Philip

gain'd

As Enoch lost ; for Enoch seem'd to them
Uriccrtain as a vision or a dream, '

Faint as a figure seen in early dawn
Down at the far end of an avenue,
Going we know not where : and so ten

years.

Since Enoch left his hearth and native
lai.u.

Fled forward, and no news of Enoch
came.

It chanced one evening Annie's children
long'd

To go with others, nutting to the wood,
jAnd Annie would go with them; then

they begg'd

I

For Father Philip (as they call'd him) too :

Him, hke the working bee in blossom-
dust,

Blanch'd with his mill, they found; and
\

saying to him
' Come with us Father Philip' hedenitd •

But when the childrenpluck'd at him togo,'He laugh'd, and yielded readily to their
wish.

For wtts not Annie with them? and thcv
went.

ButE

Just wl

1

To feat!

Fail'd 1:

I
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But after scaling half the weary down.
Just where the prone edge of th" wood

began

To feather toward the hollow, all her force
Fail'd her; and sighing, 'Let me rest' she

said :

So Philip rested with her well-content

;

While all the younger ones with jubilant

cries

Broke from their elders, and tumultuously
Down thro' the whitening hazels made a

plunge

To the bottom, and dispersed, and bent
or broke

The lithe relucta.it boughs to tear away
Their tawny clusters, crying to each other
And calling, here and there, about the

wood.

M7

But Philip sitting at her side forgot
Her presence, and remember'd one dark

hour

Here in this wood, when like a wounded
life

He crept into the shadow : at last he :,aid.

Lifting his honest forehead, 'Listen,

Annie,

How merry they are down yonder in the
wood.

Tired, Annie?' for she did not speak a
word.

'Tired?' but her face had fall'n upon her
hands

;

At which, as with a kind of anger in him,
'The ship was lost,' he said, 'the ship

was lost

!

No more of that I why should you kill

yourself

And make them orphans quite?' And
Annie said

'I thought not of it: but—I know not
why—

.

Their voices make me feel so solitary.'

Then Philip coming somewhat closer
spoke.

' Annie, there is a thing upon my mind,
And it has been upon my mind so long,
That tho' I know not when it first came

there,

I know that it will out at last. O Annie,
It is beyond all hope, against all chance!
That he who left you ten long years ago
Should still be living; well then-let me

speak :

I grieve to see you poor and wanting help :

I cannot help you as I wish to do
Unless—they say that women are so

quick

—

Perhaps you know what I would have
you know

—

1 wish you for my wife. I fain would
prove

A father to your children : I do think
They love m« as a father : I am sure
That I love them as if they were mine

own;
And I believe, if you were fast my wife,
That after all these sad uncertain years,
We might be still as happy as God grants
To any of His creatures. Think upon it

:

For I am well-to-do—no kin, no care,
No burthen, save my care for you and

yours :

And we have known each other all our
lives,

And I have loved you longer than you
know.'

Then answer'd Annie ; tenderly she
spoke :

* You have been as God's good angel in
our house.

God bless you for it, God reward you for
it.

Philip, with something happier than my.
self,

I 2

f

ft!
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Can one love twice ? can you be ever
lo.Ofl

As Enoch was ? what is it that you ask ?

'

' T am content
' he answer'd « to he loved

A little after Enoch.' ' O ' she cried
Scared as it were, ' dear Philip, wait a

while :

If Enoch comes-but Enoch will not
come

—

Vet wait a year, a year is not so long •

Surely I shall be wiser in a year •

wait a little!' Philip sadly said
'Annie, as I have waited all my life

1 well may wait a little.' «Nay' she
cried

•I am bound
: you have my promise-in

a year :

Will you not bide your year as I bide
mine ?'

And Philip answer'd 'I will Wde my
year.'

'

BtZ

Here both were mute, till Philip Hanc
ing up

Behelci the dead flame of the fallen day
Pass from the Danish barrow overhead :

Ihcnfearmg night and chill for Annie
rose '

And sent his voice beneath him thro' the
wood.

Up came the children laden with their
spoil

;

Then al, descended to the port, and there

hand °' '''"''^ ""^ S"^^ ^'''

S'^ying gently -Annie, when I spoke to

That was your hour of weakness. I was
wrong,

I am always bound to you, but you are

Then Annie weeping answer'd 'I am
'JOiiud.'

,
i

She spoke
; and in one moment as it

were,

While yet she went about her household
ways.

Kv'n .-.s she dwelt upon his latest words.
That he had loved her longer than she

knew.

That autumn into autumn flash'd againAnd there he stood once more before her
face.

Claiming her promise. 'Is it a year?'
sheask'd,

^^
,
'Yes. if the nuts' he said 'be ripe again •

Come out and see.' But she-she put
him off— ^

So much to look to-such a change-n
month-

Give her a month-she knew that she was
bound

—

A month-no more. Then Philip with
his eyes

Fi.ll of th.nt lifelong hunger, and his voiceShaking a little like a drunkard's hand,
Take your own time, Annie, take your

own time,'

And Annie could have wept for pity of
him

;

'

Andyetsheheldhimondelayingly
\\ith many a scarce-believable excuse.
T^jing his truth and his long-sufferance.
1 111 half-another year had slipt away

By this the lazy gossips of the port.
Abhorrent of a calculation crost,
Began to chafe as at a personal wrong.
Some thought that Philip did but trifle

with her

;

Some that she but held off to draw him on

;

And others laugh'd at her and Philip tooAs simple folk that knew not their own
minds,

And one, in whom all evil fancies clung
Like serpent eggs together, laughingly

*>.

^k

Would
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Would hint at worse In either. Her own
son

Was silent, tho' he often look'd his wish
;

iiiit evermore the daughter prest upon her
'I'u wed the man so dear to all of them
And lift the household out of poverty;
And Philip's rosy face contracting grew
Careworn and wan ; and .n ':se things

fell on her

Sharp as reproach.

At last one .'(.'ht it ' aanced
That Annie could not slet • but earnestly
Pray'd for a sign my Enoch is he gone?'
Then compass'd round by the blind wall

of night

Brook'd not the expectant terror of her
heart,

Started from bed, and struck herself.1 light,

Then desperately seized the holy Book,
Suddenly set it wide to find a sign,

Suddenly put her finger on the text,

' Under the palm-tree.' That was nothing
to her

:

No meaning there : she closed the Book
and slept :

When lo ! her Enoch sitting on a height,

Under a palm-tree, over him the Sun :

' He is gone,' she thought, ' he is happy,
he ts singing

Hosanna in the highest : yonder shines

The Sun of Righteousness, and these l:'e

palms

Whereof the happy oeople strowing cried

"Hosanna in the highest I

"
' Here she

woke.

Resolved, sent for him and said wildly to

him
' There is no reason why we should not

wed.'

' Then for God's sake,' he answer'd, ' both
our sakes.

So you will wed me, let it be at once.'

So these were wed and merrily rang the
bells,

Merrily rang the bells and they were wed.
But never merrily beat Annie's heart.

A footstep secm'd to fall beside her path,
She knew not whence ; a whisper on her

ear,

She knew not vshat; nor loved she tobe left

Alone at home, nor ventured out alone.
What ail'd her then, that ere she enter'd,

often

Her hand dwelt lingcringly on the latch.

Fearing to enter : Philip thought heknew :

Sui h doubts and fears were common to

her state.

Being with child : but when her child was
born,

Thenher new child was as herself renew'd.
Then the new mother came about her

he.irt.

Then her good Philip was her all-in-all.

And that mysterious instinct wholly di6d.

And where was Enoch ? prosperously
sail'd

The ship ' Good Fortune,' tho' at setting

forth

The Biscay, roughly ridging eastward,
.^hook

And almost overwhelm'd her, yet unvext
She slipt across the summer of the world.
Then after a long tumble about the Cape
And frequent interchange of foul and fair,

She passing thro' the summer world again.
The breath of heaven came continually
And sent her sweetly by the golden isles,

Till silent in her oriental haven.

There Enoch traded for himself, and
bought

Q-aint monsters for the market of those
times,

A gilded dragon, also, for the babes.
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Less lucky her home-voyage
: at first

indeed

Thro' many a fair lea-circle, day by day.
Scarce-rocking, her full-busted figure-head
Stared oer the ripple leathering from her

bows

:

Then follow'd calms, and then winds
variable,

Then baffling, a long course ofthem
; and

last

Storm, such as drove her under moonless
heavens

Till hard upon the cry of ' breakers ' cameihe crash of ruin, and the loss of all
iiut Enoch and two others. Half the

night,

Buo/d upon floating tackJe and broken
spars,

nfr^f?.'^' f*'^"^'"g°"
^ni^Ieat morn

R'ch, but the loneliest in a lonely sea

And Enoch scomrade, carelessof himself.
Jire-hollowmg this in Indian fasliion, fell
Sun-stncken, and that other lived alone
In those two deaths he read God's warn-

ing 'wait.'

Ill'l

No want was there ofhuman sustenance,
Soft fruitage, mighty nuts, and nourishing

roots

;

*

Nor save for pity was it hard to takeThe helpless life so wild that it was tame.
rhereinaseaward-gazingmountain-gorge
They built, and thatch'd with lea4. of

palm, a hut,
Half hut, half native cavern. So the

three,

SetinthisEdenofallplenteousness
Dwelt with eternal summer, iii content.

For one, theyoungest, hardly more than

XT
.^°^'

Hurt in that night of sudden ruin and
wreck,

Lay lingering out a five-year*' death-in
life.

They could not leave him. After he was
gone,

Th. -wo remainir,g found a fallen stem;
j

The mountain wooded to the peak, the
lawns

And winding gkdes high up like ways to
•Heaven,

The slender coco's drooping crown of
plumes,

The lightning flash of insect and of hi,d.The lustre of the long convolvuluses
That coil'd around the stately stems, and

ran

Ev'n to the limit ofthe land, the glowsAnd glories of the broad belt ofthe world,
Anthesehesaw;butwhathefainhacl

seen

He could not see, the kindly human face,Nor ever hear a kindly voice, but heardThe myriad shriek ofwheeling ocean-fowl,The league-long roller thundering on the
reef.

The moving whisper of huge trees that
branch'd

And blossom'd in the zenith, or the sweep[Of some precipitous rivulet to the wave

long'
''"'''

''' ''"^''^' °' "" '^^y

Sat often in the seaward-gazing gorgeA sl.^..eck'd sailor, waid^^^
^o sail from day to day, but every dayThe sunrise broken into scarlet shaftsAmong thepalmsandfernsand

precipices-The b aze upon the waters to the east?The blaze upon his island overhead;
The blaze upon the waters to the west-Ihen the great stars that globed them

selves in Heaven,
The hoUower-bellowing ocean, and againrhe scarlet sluftsofsunrise-but no sail
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There often as he watch'd or seem'd to
watch,

vSo still, the golden lizard on him paused,
A phantom made of many phantoms

moved
Before him haunting him, or he himself
Moved haunting people, things and places,

known
Far in a darker isle beyond the line

;

The babes, their babble, Annie, the small
house.

The climbing street, the mill, the leafy
lanes.

The peacock -yewtree and the lonely Hall,
The horse he drove, the boat he sold, tlie

chill

November dawns and dewy-glooming
downs.

The gentle shower, the smell of dying
leaves,

And the low moan of leaden-colour'd seas.

Once likewise, in the ringing of his ears,

Tho' faintly, merrily—far and far away-
He heard the pealing of his parish bells

;

Then, tho' he knew not wherefore, started
up

Shuddering, and when the beauteous
hateful isle

Return'd upon him, had not his poor heart
Spoken with That, which being every-

where

Lets none, who speaks with Him, seem
all alone,

Surely the man had died of solitude.

Thus over Enoch's early-silvering he.id
The sunny and rainy seasons came and

went

Year after year. His hopes to see his own,
And pace the sacred oM familiar ^xs-W-.

Not yet had perish'd, when his lonely
doom

Came suddenly to an end. Another ship
(She wanted water) blown by baffling

winds.

Like the Good Fortune, from her destined
course,

Stay'd by this isle, not knowing where
'Ve lay :

For since the mate had seen at early dawn

I

Across a break on the mist-wreathen isle

I

The silent water slipping from the hills,

They sent a crew that landing burst away
In search of stream or fount, and fill'd the

shores

With clamour. Downward from his

mountain gorge
Slept the long-hair'd long-])carded solitary,
Brown, looking hardly human, strangely

clad.

Muttering and mumbling, idiotlike it

seem'd,

Willi inarticulate rage, and making signs
They knew not what : and yet he led the

way
To where the rivulets of sweet water ran ;

And ever as he mingled with the crew.
And heard them talking, his long-bounden

tongue

Was loosen'd, till he made them under-
stand

;

Whom, when their casks were fill'd they
took aboard :

And there the tale he utter'd brokenly.
Scarce-credited at first but more and more.
Amazed and melted all wholisten'd to it ':

And clothes they gave him and free pas-
sage home

;

But oft he work'd among the rest and
shook

His isolation from him. None of these
Came from his oountrj', or could answer

liim.

If question'd, aught of what he cared to
know.

t
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And ...„ ,„e voyage was with long delaysIhe vessel scarce sea-worthy; but ever
, more

I

"'^f^ncy fled before the la.y wind

lU.ke a lover down thro' all his blood

brelth
''"'' "^''''°"^

"""^"'"S-

AncfS"'''^°"'"*'^"°^^'^-S'-'^tJy-all

Leiud a k.ndly tax upon themselves.
P'tyng the lonely n.an. and gave him itThen movingup the coast theylandedhin,Evnm that harbour whence he sai 'd

before.

home

I» Ihoso n,r-„/r seven happy j-ear, „c,o
born

;

B.U finding neither light nor murmur there(A bdl of sale gleam'd thro' the dri.zle)
crept ' '

Still downward thinking, dead or dead tome i

Down to the pool and narrow wharf he
went,

I
ff'^'S ^,

^^^'^'•n which of old he knew
There Enoch spoke no word to any one Sofont r"'"""'

'''''''''''''y'

B"thomew.rd-home--whathome^P hS HeTht^^^^^^^he a home ?
"JU{,n. it must have gone ; but he

His home he ivoii>i n • i
was goneme, fte walk d. Jlr.ght was that Who kept it

• nn,l J,-
•,

afternoon, ^^P^ '^
'
^n" his widow MiriamS»„,M e.U, ,„ .„,„„ „„, ,„ l„,.^ -.

^^^^^,_^^^^ ^^^^^^^ __^__

Where either hav^n ...„.., „_ ., , . .
''°"-^e

;

chasm,

mere either haven open'd on the deeps,
Koll d a sea-haze and whelm'd the world

in gray

;

Cut off the length of highway on before,And left but narrow breadth to left and
right

Of wither'd holt or tilth or pasturage.On the nigh-naked tree the robin j5ped
UlSCOnsoIatP. .in,! «l,>„i .l_ , . . '.

house;
'"'' ' •' '"''' '''*^

A haunt of brawling seamen once, but now
?hrTir''r'^^^''f--"'ler;ngmen:There Lnoch rested silent many d.iys.

But Miriam Lane was good and garru-
lous,

"

Nor let him be, but often breaking in,
i old h,„^^^,^h other annals of the port,
iNot knouintT T.V—u .. . ' '

^.. .... "ga-naivea tree the robin piped To1,I h- !' "' '"''^" ^''^'''^^"g '"".

Disconsolate, .and thro' the dripping h.^zeKV,?'™'.^'''^
°'''" """^'^ of the port,Ihe de..d weight of the de.ad fif bore ill

^'' '^"^^'ff-Enoch was so brown, so
down :

bow d.

Thick, the drizzle grew, deeper the fjis^.'^J^TV"
^''^ ^'^^y of his house.

e'°°"^ '
I J S ' ^"^'^' her growing poverty

Last, asitseem'd,
'-^ great mist-blotted light AnTdt;.^.

^'"
•

^'^ ""^^ °"^^ «° ^^^o;!.
Flared on him, and he came upon fhe Her IT '^"^"^ '^' ''''^ '<^"g wooing her

t'lace.
"<^r slow consent, and marriage, and the

Then down the long street havingslowly
stolen,

'

His heart foreshadowing all calamity,
i

birth

No shadow past, nor molinn • .^p,. „^
Kc'garding, well haddeem'dhe felt'th^tale
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Less than the teller : only when she closed
' Enoch, poor man, was cast away and

lost

'

He, shaking his gray head pathetically,
Repeated muttering ' cast away and lost

;

'

Again in deeper inward whispers ' lost
:''

»5:

But Enoch yearn'd to see her face again
;

' If I might look on her sweet foce again'

I

And know that she is happy.' So'' the
thought

Haunted and harass'd him, and drove him
forth,

At evening when the dull Novemlier day
\\ as growing duller twilight, to the hill.
Ihere he sat down gazing on all below

;

There did a thousand memories roll uiion
him,

Unspeakable for s.idness. By and by
The ruddy square of comfortable light,
tar-blazingfrom the rear ofPhdip'shouse,
A lured him, as the beacon-blaze allures
he bird of passage, till he madly strikes

Agamst it, and beats out his weary life.

For Philip's dwelling fronted on the
street,

The latest house to landward ; but behind,
\Nuh one small gate that open'd on the

waste,

Flourish'd a little garden square and
wall'd :

And in it throve an ancient evergreenA yewtree, and all round it ran a walk
Of shmgle, and a walk divided it

:

liiit Enoch shunn'd the middle walk and
stole

Up by the wall, behind the yew; and
thence

That which he better might have shunn'd,
if griefs

Like his have worse or better, Enoch
saw.

For cups and silver on the burnish'd
board

Sparkled and shone; so genial was the
hearth ;

And on the right hand of the hearth he
saw

rhilip, the slighted suitor of old times.
Stout, rosy, wiili his babe across his

i knees

;

.

And o'er her second father stoopt a girl,

I
A later but a loftier Annie Lee,
Fair-hair'd and tall, and from her lifted

hand

Dangled a length of riijl)on and a ring
To tempt the babe, who reard his creasy

arms,

Caught at and ever miss'd it, and thev
laugh'd :

And on the left hand of the hearth he saw
The mother glancing often toward her

babe.

But turning now and then to speak with
him,

Her son, who stood beside her tall and
strong,

And saying that which pleased him, for
he smiled.

Now when the dead man come to life
beheld

His wife his wife no more, and saw the
babe

irers, yet not his, upon the father's knee,

j

And all the warmth, the peace, thehappi-

I

ness,

I ';"'J
y^^ °*" cliil'lren tall and beautiful,

I

An.l htm, that other, reigning in his place,

j

1-ord of h,s rights and of his children's
I love,

—

i

Then he, tho' Miriam Lane had told him
I

a!!,

:

Because things seen are mightier than
I

thmgs heard,

J

i
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Stagger'd and shook, holding the branch,
and fear'd

To send abroad a shrill and terrible cry,
Which in one moment, like the blast of

doom,
Would shatter all the happiness of the

hearth.

He therefore turning softly like a thief,

Lest the harsh shingle should grate under-
foot,

And feeling all along the garden-wall,

All down the long and narrow street he
went

Beating it in upon his weary brain,
As tho' it were the burthen of a song,
' Not to tell her, never to let her know.'

He was not all unhappy. His resolve
Upbore him, anc' firm faith, and evermore
Prayer from a living source within the

will,

And beating up thro' all the bitter world,
Like fountains of sweet water in the sea,'T „„» I, I. , 1

' "">-'"""-»'"» "J" ^iweei water m the seaLest he should .woon and tumble and be ! Kept him a living soul. ' This milieus
found,

Crept to the gaie, and open'dit, and closed,
As lightly as a sick man's chamber-door,
Behind him, and came out upon the waste.

And there he would have knelt, but that
his knees

Were feeble, so that falling prone he dug
His fingers into the wet earth, and pray'd.

' Too hard to bear ! why did they take
me thence ?

O God Almighty, blessed Saviour, Thou
That did'st uphold me on my lonely isle,

Uphold me, f'ather, in my loneliness

wife'

He said to Miriam ' tliat you spoke about,
Has she no fear that her first husl)and

lives ?

'

' Ay, ay, poor soul ' said Miriam, ' fear
enow !

Ifyou could tell heryou had seen him dead,
Why, that would be her comfort ;' and he

thought

' Af( the Lord has call'd me she shall
"i^'.lOW,

I wai :iis time,' and Enoch set himself,
Scorning an alms, to work whereby to live.'

Almost to all things could he turn his hand.
Cooper he was and carpenter, and wroughtA little Inna,, t „ 1

•

-wv^pt. ..c „a^, anucarpenter, and wrought

Mychddren too! must I not speak to That brought the stinted commerce ofthese ?

They know me not. I should betray
myself.

Never
: No father's kiss for me-the girl

So like her mother, and the boy, my son.'

There speech and thought and nature
fail'd a little.

And he lay tranced ; but when he rose
and paced

Back toward his solitary home again,

those days

;

Thus earn'd a scanty living for himself :

Vet since he did but labour for himself.
Work without hope, there was not life in it

Whereby the man could live ; and as the
year

Roll'd it- i -vf .d again to meet tlie day
When L ,. ,, . -eturn'd, a languor came
Upon l.,.n,

J.
n..c sickness, gradually

Wsukcnin^ the man, till he could do no
more,

1
I
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But kept the house, his chair, and last his

bed.

And Enoch bore his weakness cheerfully.

For sure no gladlier does the stranded

wreck

See thro' the gray skirts of a lifting squall

The boat that bears the hope of life

approach

To save the life despair'd of, than he saw

Death dawning on him, and the close of all.

For thro' that dawning gleam'd a kind-

lier hope

On Enoch thinking ' after I am gone.

Then may she learn I lov'd her to the last.'

He call'd aloud for Miriam Lane and said

' Woman, I have a secret—only swear,

Before I tell you—swear upon the book
Not to reveal it, till you see me dead.'

' Dead,' clamour'd the good woman, ' hear

him talk !

I warrant, man, that we shall bring you

round.'

'Swear' added Enoch st'Crnly 'on the

book.'

And on the book, half-frighted, Miriam
swore.

Then Enoch rolling his gray eyes upon her,

'Did you know Enoch Arden of this

town ?

'

'Know him?' she said 'I knew him far

away.

Ay, ay, I mind him coming down the

street

;

Held his head high, and cared for no man,

he.'

Slowly and sadly Enoch answci'd her

;

' Hishead is low, and no man cares for him.

I think I have not three days more to live ;

I am the man.' At which the woman gave
A half-incredulous, half-hysterical cry.

' You Arden, you ! nay,—sure he was a

foot

Higher than you be.' Enoch said again

' My God has boVd me down to what I

am;
My grief and solitude have broken me ;

Nevertheless, know you that 1 am he

Who married—but that name has twice

been changed

—

I married her who married Philip Ray.

Sit, listen.' Then he told her of his

voyage,

His wreck, his lonely life, his comingback.

His gazing in on Annie, his resolve.

And how he kept it. As the woman
heard.

Fast flow'd the current of her easy tears.

While in her heat she yearn'd incessantly

To rush abroad all round the little haven.

Proclaiming Enoch Arden and his woes ;

But awed and promise-bounden she for-

bore.

Saying only ' See your bairns before you

eo!

Eh, ' ..ic fetch 'em, Arden,' and arose

Eager to bring them down, for Enoch hung
A moment on her words, but then replied :

' Woman, disturb me not now at the last,

But let me hold my purpose till 1 die.

Sit down again ; mark me and understand,

While I have power to speak. I charge

you now,

When you shall see her, tell her that I died

Blessing her, praying for her, loving her

;

Save for the bar between us, loving her

As when she laid her head beside my own.
And tell my daughter Annie, whom I saw
So like her mother, that my latest breath

Was sp( !/ in blessing herandpravl-^ir for

her.

And tell my son that I died blessi,,^ him.
And say to Philip that I blest him too ;

He never meant us any thing but good.
But if my children care to see me dead,

\
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Who hardly knew me living, let them
come,

I am their father; but she must not cone Hppr k u .
I'or my dead face would vex her after-life'

'^ ' ^''''°^' ^" P"''"'^ ! ^ »« the
And now there h but oneof a,ll my blood i A,- 1 k rr ,Who will embrace :.,e in the wo.: 'to-be Onl ^l

'°' '/^'^-'^^ ^^''~'^^ ^^^^

. - --" -"V.W1 .u. my 0100
Who will embrace i.)e in the wo: .- to-be '

lh,s hair is his : she cut it offandgaveit,
And I have borne it with me ail thes

years,

And thought to bear it with me to my
grave;

y — ""^—luu line :One whom the strong sonr. ol the world
despise

;

For I,,cUy rhymes to lihn were scrip and
sh.^ro,

ArJ melh.v metres more ?han cent for
ccn* :But now my mind is changed, for I shall ; Nnr . . , ..

! see him,
^^ .

'or
1 shall Nor could he understand how money

My I'al,e in bliss
: wherefore when I am T. i,/'"''"''

gone, ^ ^"^ Thought It a dead thing; yet himself
-»--, give her this, fbr it may comfbrt

'"'' "^'^

her:

It will moreover be a token to her.
Tnat I am he.'

He ceased
; and Miriam Lane

Th,.' thing that is not as the thing that

O hr.l he lived
! In our schoolbooks we

say.

Of tho.e that held their heads above the
crowd,,, , > "'"* "JiJiain j_ane c-mvA

rp. . -"»• F'uuusingau,
1 hat once again he roll'd his eyes upon

her
*^

Repeating all he wish'd, and once again
hhe promised.

Could scarce be said to flourish, only
touch'd ^

I wl '"''^f 'i""^
^' S°^' ^^^"'^ the leaf,

WV, r "^u'"
'''' '^''^ "'g'^' ^f^^r this.

"
'en

'''""'' '''"'' ^" ^ ""^' "^
Awhile Enoch slumber'd motionless and And n5v ,

pale,
'"^'^"'' "fhing perfect : yet the brook he

And Miriam watch'd and deed at For wS in , rintervals, ^^^"=h, m branding summers of
There came sn lr.,wi „ ^„ii.-.._ , . _ -oengal,There came so loud a calling of the sea,
That all the houses in the haven rang
Me woke, he rose, he spread his arms

abroad

Crying with a loud voice «A sail ! a sail

'

I am saved;' and so fell back and spoke
no more,

Or ev'n _thc sweet half-English Neilgherry

I panted, seems, as I re-listen to it,
brattling the primrose fancies of the

boy,

To me t-.a, loved him; for 'O brook,' he

So past the strong heroic soul away. 1And wher, '. >y buried him the little port '

:

'Jadscldo in a costlier funeral. "

Obab
=> '''ook,' says Edmund in his

ine,

^cme you?' and the brook, why
not? replies.
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I come from haunts of coot and hem,
I make a sudden sally,

And sparkle out among the fern,
To bicker down a valley.

By thirty hills I hurry down,
Or slip between the ridges,

By twenty thorps, a little town.
And half a hundred bridges.

Ti'l last by Philip's farm I flow
To join the brimming river.

For men may come and men may go.
But I go on for ever.

'Poor lad, he died at Florence, quite
worn out,

Travelling to Naples, There is Darnley
bridge,

It has more ivy
; there the river ; and there

Stands Philip's farm where brook and
river meet.

And draw them all along, and flow
To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go.
But I go on for ever.

'O darling Katie Willows, his one
child !

A maiden of our century, yet most meek
;A daughter of our meadows, yet not

coarse

;

Straight, but as lissome as a hazel wand

;

Her eyes a bashful azure, and her hair
In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the

shell

Divides threefold to show the fruit within.

I chatter over stony waj-s,
Tn little shaips and trebles,

I bubble into eddying bays,
I babble on the pebbles.

With many a curve my banks 1 fret
By many a field and fallow,

And many a fairy foreland set
With willow-weed and mallow.

I chatter, chatter, as I flow
To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on for ever.

'But Philip chatter'd more than brook
or bird

;

Old Philip; all about the fields you caught
His weary daylong chirping, like the dry
High-elbow'd grigs that leap in summer

grass.

I wind about, and in and out.
With here a blossom sailing,

And here and there a lusty trout,
And here and there a grayling,'

j

And here and there a foamy flake
Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak
Above the golden gravel.

' Sweet Katie, once I did her a good
turn.

Her and her far-off cousin and betrothed,
James Willows, of one name and heart

with her.

For here I came, twenty years back—the
week

Before I parted with poor Edmund ; crsst
By that old bridge which, half in ruins

then.

Still makes- a hoary eyebrow for the gleam
Beyond it, where the waters marry-crost,
Whisthng a random bar of Bonny Doon
And push'd at Philip's garden-gate. The

gate.

Half-parted from a weak and scolding
hinge,

Stuck; and he clamour'd from a case-
ment, "Run"

To Katie somewhere in the walks below,
"Run, Katie!" Katie never ran: she

moved
To meet me, winding under woodbine

bowers,

A little flutter'd, with her eyelids down,
I' resh apple-blossom, blushing for a boon;

•What was it? less of sentiment than
sense

M'

!' I
J
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tears.
^"vc Utyond the brook, waist-deep in meadow-

And nursed by mealy-mouth'd philan
^"''^''"

thropies, i _

Divorce the Feeling from her mate thJ p
'^ ^/"^' ^^"^^ ^ «"«""'d for your sake

'

n..^
^ "" ""^'^ tJie For m I went, and call'd old Philip outDeed.

1 o show the farm : full willingly he rose •

'She told me. She and Tames had
"'

'"V"'
'^'°' "'' '''°'' '^'^''''"^"'"g

quarrell'd. Why? nru- T^ .

What cause of quarrel ? None she said H
^heat-suburb, babbling as he went,

no cause

;

' *
'^"^' "" P'^^^ ^is land, his horses, his ma-

James had no cause : but when I nrest tho u f^''.
cause,

neniprestthe He praised his ploughs, his cows, his
I learnt that James had flickering jea- He nr.kM v'"."^°^'J

lousies ^ ^ "^ P'^'l'^'^
^'^ Jiens, his geese, his guinea-

Whichanger'dher. moanger'dJamesPHk ,.,>.."'' u
I said.

*' ^ n "'' P'Seons, who m session on their roofs
But Katie snatch'd her eyes at once from

PP'"'",^,^'"^'
'^^^^"ff ^t their own de-

mine scrts

:

And sketching with her slender pointed
^^'"

^?V^' P'"'""^" '""^'^^'''^ ^cat be
foot „ }°'^^

Some figure li.ce a wizard pentagram •

and shuddering puppies, „am
On garden gravel, let my query pasT AnH n

'"
•

'^'^

Unclaim'd, in flushing silence, dU I ask'd T""^
'^°''' ^'' ^"^"^^' ^"^ ^h«m

irjames^were coming. «. Coming every Then iSX ....^ ,, ,,,„,^

3t=^i:;S^Sr:r^"' Tosho2;Arthur.sdeer. Zncopseand
With some long-winded tale, and broke Twinl-lnH.i, •

him short

;

^ '' '"'^''^'^ '^^ innumerable ear and tail.

And James departed vext with him and 117,? Tf^ °" ^ '"P^"*-''^^*^^ beech,

her...
^'"' ''"" ^"'1 Jle pointed out a pasturing colt, and said :

How could I help her ? '« Would I-M^as
7^'

*^m
^"""-y^^-^W I sold the

it wrong?" . ,
squire.

(Claspt hands and that petitionary grace Of how th^sl°'^
^1°"/ long-winded tale

Of sweet seventeen subdued me ere she V ^""^' ^'^ ''"" '^« ^°J' ^^

spoke) A ^ u
^^^^'

;'O would I take her father for one hour. Z^L^""
'^' '^'"^ ^^ daughter

l^or one half-hour, and let him talk TJ a ^ v I '

^^ J,,
,

him talk to And how he sent the bailiflf to the farm
And even while she spoke. I saw where ""

Tsk-d
^""' """^ "^^""^ '^' P"'' ^*

James a j l .
'

' And how thf bailiff^wrir- til 1'

'

" --iiiui uworc thai nc was mad,
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But he stood firm ; and so the matter
hung;

He gave them line : and five days after
that

He met the bailiff at the Golden Fleece
Who then and there had offer'd something

more.

But he stood firm ; and so the matter
hung;

He knew the man ; the colt would fetch
its price

;

He gave them line : and how by chance
at last

(It might be May or April, he forgot,
The last of April or the first of May)
He found the bailiff riding by the farm ^

And, talking from the point, he drew him
in,

And there he mcllow'd all his heart with
ale,

Until they closed a bargain, hand in hand.

>59

I steal by lawns and grassy plots,
I slide by hazel covers

;

I move the sweet forget-me-nots
Th.it grow for happy lovers.

I slip, I slide. I gloom, I glance,
Among my skimming swallows

;

I make the netted sunbeam dance
Against my sandy shallows.

I murmur under moon and stars
In brambly wildernesses

;

I linger by my shingly bars ;

I loiter round my cresses
;

And out again I curve and flow
To join the brimming river,

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on for ever.

'Then, while I breathed in sight of
haven, he,

Poor fellow, could he help it ? recom-
menced,

WddWtll, Black Bess. Tantivy, Tallyho,
Reform, White Rose, Bellerophon, the

Jilt,

Arbaces, and Phenomenon, and the rest,
Till, not to die a listener, I arose.
And with me Philip, talking still; and soWe tum'd our foreheads from the falling

sun,
I

And following our own shadows thrice as
long I

As when they follow'd us from Philip's
door,

Arrne-:. and found the sun of sweet
content

Re risen in Katie's eyes, and all things
well.

*"

Yes, men may come and go ; and these
are gone,

All gone. My dearest brother, Edmund,
sleeps,

Not by the well-known stream and rustic
spire,

But unfamiliar Arno, and the u. ...e

Of Brunelleschi ; sleeps in peac« : and
he,

Poor Philip, of all his lavish waste of
words

Remains the lean P. W. on his tomb •

I scraped the lichen from it : Katie walks
By the long wash of Australasian seas
Far off, and holds her head to other stars.
And breathes in converse seasons. All

are gone.'

So Lawrence Aylmer, seated on a style

,

In the long hedge, and rolling in his mind
Old waifs of rhyme, and bowing o'er the

brook

A tonsured head in middle age forlorn
Mused, and was mute. On a sudden a

low breath

Of tender air made tremble in the hedge
The fragile bindweed-bells and briony

rings;

X- i 1
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Baths,

J

Insil»Jas,h=Q„„„„ „'~ 1,7—-:; -.
. .

"

Where Aylm'cr follow'd y\vl„,er ,, ,f i .
Hall "^^"""^ -^^ 'he Sanfruine he was • a b.n 1

• -.

,^-I Avcrill Avenll a. the Kectory 3^ f
!'''^' '^'^ i-he " ^^'^^^^^

rhnceover; so that Rectory and'lf.,, M
''-^"'"V"

''^ ^'^<^^'<
; ""'1 eagert"I^ound m nn immemorial inthnacy. ' ,• „,

'''^\

f" ^ '"'
JWere open lo each oih.r ,h„' . .

^'*'' J'^y'^"' note nf nil ij,:

Thai Uve eouhl bi„^ ho™ cl
™"' «»'"•''. ^'

'"'''^"''
'

Tk» hoa, ha. of ,he „a , ,,,,,„ „_.

'"-^s. a„a b„,,..,«t'^ ;^a

"6'.<^n,ofCoO;.o,,ee,,r„n,,heJa„J
lA„,l°ltr „?'""'"

^

-n.. .i.h. „o. ,„.„, h.„, he „-,„.. J "•'

''s,- "srr„::i„
Son,e.;^e hei.ea,h h. o™ ,o„.„„,, oJT\tS,*, ^tt, f,,: rS^'

'™*
>'»«..»». hi. „,a„y..hielde,l„ee. ,, •

"»'•
"""'"'"."a
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"^' '"^""^ ^''^
I
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-^s ever painter mm< '.' ''^^' ^'^""

n^Tr . .
'''^'"''-fl. poet snnfT
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'^•^^* '' ' "" '""'''°"' "^ '-^
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A whi.per half revcal'd her to herself
'•"

-; beyond her lodges. ^.X^^L
brook

Vocal with here and ther. a silence, ran% .^al owy nms arose the labourers"
iiomes,

j

A frecjuent haunt of Edith, on low knolls'Iha.dnnplmg died into each other hut
•'

Atrancbmscatter^,,eachanestinboot'

toSght"^''
'" ^-"-' ^" ^^^

Ab..tthern^berewasone
that, summer

Was parcel-beardcd with the traveller's
joy

^'

In Autumn, parcel ivy-clad
; and here

^"f^e from a bower of vine and honey,
suckle

:

'

^^ne look'd all rosctree, and another
wore

A clo.e-sct robe of jasmine sown with
I stars :

'i'Wshadarosyseaofgillytlcnvers
About ,t

;
this, a n.ilky-way on earth,

L'J^e vjs.ons m the Northern dreamer's
ncavens,

A lily-avenue climbing to the doors;
One, almost to the martin-haunted eavesA summer burial deep in hollyhocks;
£ach. Its own charm

; and Edith's ev^ry-
where

;

^

And Edith ever visitant with him,

I or shc-so lowly-lovely and so lovinjrQueenly responsive when the I.,,7h"n''Hose trom the clay it work'd taste

Not soH^ng hedgerow t«ts and passing

Nor dealing goodly counsel from a height
1
hat makes the lowest hate it, but a uteOfcomfor and an open hand of help

I

A .Plend.0, presence nattering t,Jp;.r

(Severed as theirs, but kindlier than them.
' selves

To ailing wife or wailing infancy
Or old be r,ddenpalsy._.vas adored;
"e. loved for her and for himself A

grasp

"aving the warmth and muscle of the
heart,

A childly way with children, and a lauchR.ngmg hke proven golden coinage tr"feWere nofalsepassport to that easy re ,•
Where once with Leolin at her Jdcti

gul,

^^'rsing a child, and turning to thewarmth ^ "''

ilcaul
, e good n.other softly whisper

'^-1 '^l-s 'em
: n>arriages arc n.ade in

i leaven.'

A tlash of semi-jealousy clear'd it to

w'htS
'"'"" ';"^"^" unannounced

His own H 'T "^'"•'"'"^y ^^'^^ -^ame.

? rerh^.V°''''^''^''^'^^''^'^"°''-a'rfairer his talk, a tongue that rul'-d the
hour,

Tho' seeming boastful : so when first he
dash'd

Into the chronicle of a dccdful day.
^irAylmer half forgot his lazy smile
Ofpalron -Good: my lady's kinsman 1

good !

'

% lady with her fingers interlock'd,

\
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And rotatory thumbs on silken k^i^^!^^ \^ ~r
"

' "~" —
Call'd all her vital spirits irUo each ear

"" 'T ''' '"''"^ "^^ to which he
To hsten

: unawares they flitted otF
' r k. .

"!.^

I
Busying themselves about the flowerace 1 'rh.T

' '^""^^ '^'"^' ^' ^'^ ^-^^t,

That stood from out a stiff brocade „
''^^.^^^ ^im. which when now

which,
I ,

admired

The meteor of a splendid season she u
^^^^^

T'^'"""
'''' '''''"'"'"'^ ^^^ to please

Once with this kinsman, ah so LiL I

'' ''' ^^^^''^ '^^"'^ >--'^<=d to her.

'

&tept thro' the stately minuet of^hosc I

days :

But Edith's eager fancy hurried with him Tost' ov^'"!!",:
'°'"'""^ '"'"''' '"^ ^^'^^ eon<^.

.WC.M .,,„. .. .„„„, ^,3,, ,t ir r;e,f ,t ''s:ri?':ti..
Till Leolin ever watchful of her eye < rnnl '"f

^''"''.' ''^'"^

Hated him with a momentary hate
7^' .^

^°^'''>' P'*^" "^ workman-
,-^^^ ». ...0 „,„.„ „,;, «. s„. :'-,;,„„„.„,„,„_,

^„^^^^

His oriental gifts on everyone < ^
•"

^'''"'''

A- .os.o„ E..„: ,.e„.„„
>J ' ^-f^ f,!"S^S;:^,^:,,

f n^ m'flthe girl

' Were I to give this gift ofhis to one
1 hat IS no lady?' 'Gracious? No'said

he.

'Me?-butIcarednotforit. Q pardon
me,

came,

And shook the house, and like a storm
he went.

Among the gifts he left her (PC ssiblyHe flow'd and ebb'd uncertain, to return I „.
" - -

'When others had been tesfp^n .., r
^^'

tested) there was I seem to be ungraciousness itself

Sprmkled about in gold that brand d For T

'

^.
itself

"'^'^ '^

j

\
or I am more ungracious ev'n than you,

Fme as ice-ferns on Januarj^ panes . wT ?."'
^"i;

'' '^''^^' " «"^ ^^^ ««"!
Made by a breath. I knol'not Whence

'"^'^ ^'^" ^ ^"^« ''
=

* l>«t Sir Aylmer
at first, past,

Nor of what race, the work ; but as he
^""^

"f!"%
^"^''^ "^^ "'^'^^ ^he thing he

told iiCtiru.

The story, storming a hill-fort of .h;-
lie ant it . r .,

" °' thittves"e got It
;

for their captain after fight

The next day came a neighbour,
"lues and reds

Hio
'"•"" ^"Piii'n alter tight. wi ,

"c'gnoour.

IS??'——--^T., fXes. ,»-..„ .,.:.
I

killd i



i^-3;,iiifisiifA*^^k^i^^^
,.ia^-*,*Mrf.*fa>»^*»**'^teaiSfclw«®sUW"«»«*^^

crag to which Jie

al at his feet,

ivhich when now

«re was to please,

yielded to her.

ter h^. was gone,

' petulantly
:

J the wealthy

:e of worknian-

ell—I care not

ade he prick'd

'ady, this !

'

rracious ' ask'd

^his to one
us? No 'said

it. O pardon

> itself

tJy, ' tho' his

v'n than you,

i he said

Sir Aylmer

the thing he

neighbour.

Jre of it, he

e started—

AYLMER^S FIELD.
165

In such a bottom : ' Peter had the lini<;h Ip.i .1

"
t ,

'.
~

MyP«e,, fi„, . .„, aid SirlyllV^oi '
"'"

"pit
^"""''"' """^'""' » '°"'!"

^lih";?"-""""
""°" """ ^- Oa.a„^i«iac*,., „„,,.,„„,„

AVithdrawing l)y the counter door to that
Which LeoHn open'd, she cast back uixm

him
A piteous glance, and vanish'd. He, as

one

Caught in a burst of unexpected storm,
\wA i^filfn^l ...:i.T_ .

Then made his pleasure echo, hand to
hand,

Anc' .-oiling as it were the substance of it

Between his palms a moment up and
down

—

^The birds were warm the Mr l \ T '" "" """'' of unexpected stori

warm u,on him
"'' ""*-' "^Y^-^-^^o^ ^^V^,warm uj)on him

;

We have him now :' and had Sir Aylmer
heard

—

Nay, but he must-the land was ringin-
of it— ^ '^

This blacksmith border-marriage -one
they knew

—

Raw from the nursery-who could trust
a child ?

That cursed France with her egalities ! i

And did Sir Aylmer (deferentially
With nearing chair and lower'd accent)

think— '

For people talk'd-that it was wholly wise
lo let that handscme fellow Averill walk
So freely with his daughter? people

talkVl- ^ ^

The boy might get a notion into him
;

I he girl might be entangled ereshe knew
SirAylmerAylmerslowlystifieningspoke

Turning beliehl the Powers of the House
On either side the hearth, indignant ; her.
Cooling her false cheek with a featherfan,'
Him, glaring, by his own stale devil

spurr'd,

And, like a beast hard-ridden, breathine
hard.

*•

' Ungenerous, dishonourable, base
Presumptuous

! trusted as he was with
her,

The sole succeeder to their wealth, their
lands.

The last remaining pillar of their house,
1 he one transmitter of their ancient name,
Their child.' 'Our child!' 'Our

heiress !
' ' Ours !

' for still.

Like echoes from beyond a hollow, came
1 !er sicklier iteration. Last he said,
' I3oy, mark me ! for your fortunes are to

make.'J he girl and boy, S,r, know their T ,

chfTerences !

'

^ '^''"
T" «^'''" "ot make them out ofdifferences

!

'Goo<V said his friend, 'but watch."
and he, ' Enough,

More than enough, Sir ! I can guard my
own.' '

They p.irted, and Sir Aylmer Aylmer
watch 'd.

Pale, for on her the thunders of the
house

Had fallen first, was Edith that same
night

;

mine.

Now inasmuch as you have practised on
her,

Perplext her, made her half forget herself,
Swerve from her duty to herself and us-
1 hings in an Aylmer deem'd impossible,
l^ar as we track ourselves-I say that

this—
Else r withdraw favour and countenance
From you and yours for ever—shall you do.
Sir, when you see her-but you shall not

see her—

la
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An., 3.0,, .,., .., .„, ,,,„^ ,,,,„,^„|,,^„, ^»< ^ _^^^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^ ^^^ ^^

In,p,„i,.o.^p„,i,i,„3, The™ w„.|who.TeH„ »,.„, ,, ,, „,,,,words,

As mete,] by his measure of himself,
ArgiMnrr Loimdless forbearance : 'after

which,

And J eolin'shorror-^ricken answer, 'I
^'O foul a trait(,r to myself and her,
-Never oh never,' for about as Ion?

amazed .

The mail was his, had been his father's
friend :

'

He mus'. have seen, himself l,ad seen it

long
;

He nur,t have known, himself had known
l.'esides,

within,
•''°""

,V.r
'" ''^^ ^voman-markets of the west

Then broke all bonds of courtesy, and
'

''sold

'^'"'''''"^ ^'' themselves be

'«"y.S I nn,i ,.u hy .,, ,,,J^^'- Hditf^hr''"
'^' '^"'''^^'''

again,
)

,

-"'euim to mm.
^fy ...en shall lash you from then, like a I Jo

^°' ^ ^""'" ^""'"^ >'°» '""^^ ^^

dog
; . ,,,,

"ence !

'

with a suu.Ien evecration drove ^ winl r!!'""'
''' '"' '''" ^""

= ^ '">-'"" "

The n.o.stool n-om Wfore hi„,t :j^ J Jd S T. '^ r">'.7'"«
" J'''-'' i^ i' ?

So, stamnuring • scoundrel
' out of tee h'! P 'd .

' '

"Y
" ''' >;-'• l^^^

thatgrouml
•"» 'J, and, a. beanng ,„ my.pif „,^

As in a .Ireadful dieam, while I eolin still 'ti,.
"'"

.

Retreated half-aghast, 'the fierce :,:,"m" I

"'^

^"Z"
^'""" '"'^ ''"^"'^- ^"-''-

tollow'd, and under his own lintel stood 'if , r
Storming with lifted hands, a hoa ytoe I T ^^ft

'

'""^ "" ^"'"'^'' ^"'-^ "^^^ .'

Meet for the reverenc. of the hea th but ' 5 ,

""'" ^""'' P^^'^"'-' ^'^'^ '-^^vay
'^' ^'"'

I

^^ ^"^'""g y°"r growth. I seem'd again to
Beneath a pale and unimnassion'd moon T . r ^t°T"
Vext with unworthy ma^ines^ iTde' T ' '

u-"^' """
'" ^"^'>''''g >'"» ^

form'd.
' ^^

?
^'^ ^'^0- whitest lamb in all my fold

r-ves you .- I know her
: the worst

Slowly and conscious of the ra^reful eve r- , •/ "^ "^^ ''"'

That ^..ch'd him, till he heard L c,
''''"'"

^''' P'"''^' '^'''"^

^,-j_,- ,' "^ "^'^™ tne She must provp » run . r,,. |.._..
'

i
two fight

Their



..,,..,.,,».^»i»»«i^.-«S!a«*»w«*#.-ia^

: echoes thro' the

passions all in

n, furiously

lawns to his
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•1^ he might,

en his father's,

!lf had seen it
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:

lughter forth

3 of the west,

themselves be

ifid siander'd

you more ns

: T myself -

jilted, is it ?

ir peace,

iiiy^-elf the

'lie, huniili-

iless life
;

St away
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the worst
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i
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The strongest wins, and truth and love ' The life of all-who madly lovedl^^
are strength,

,

Thwarted by one of these old father-fools'And you are happy
:

let her parents be.' Had rioted his life out. and made an end

But Leoli^ cried out the more upon
;

"'
"thf'

'' ' ' '" ""'' "^^ ^"'

Insolenf brainless, heartless! heiress,
^<^^'^^™^- 1'^''^^

^
^ut he had powers, he

wealth, p , , , ,
, .

Their wealth, their heiress I wealth
!i''^'7'''^^<=*°^'^^'"'J'^s.'"''ikeaname,

enough was theirs I

^''"''
^^'Jl'^'^^^^

^
^'^« ''"^'^'^ ^^ould ring

T7^. i . . 1 -,, ofhim
I'or twenty matches. Were he lord of t^ t, .1.

this'

'°"' °'
j

To shame these mouldy Aylmers in their

Why twenty boys and girls should marrv ri,or,^

gra\es •

o^, if^
' ^ " '"^">

I

Chancellor, or what is greatest would he

And forty blest ones bless him and him '

< r» 1 ^^ t

self
'

j

^ l^iother, I am grieved to learn your

Re «-eal*y,ni, ay „.cnUhi.,. He ,,e fcive „f^';"„i„,. and kt „e say ..y say^

This iiUh, maniage-hindering Ma,™„„ A, „I,ich, like one Iha, see, hi, „™

Tha, s.„„,,e »a, „,h h'r.'r Na.e, "' "^^ "" "'""' '"'

too ! name, w, „f ri ;

Their ancient name I .hey nu.Ja „, !

^'^^^

^J^^
^'-- -"^ ^on-t Averill

Was b'r RlUhC" Ah , , J "°" '"" '^'^ '"•^•'^^'••^ "--1 >'-^ '^"en,>*.is iKing ixlitlis. Ah how pale she ^

fetch'd
had look'd 'it;-^:„] ^i r

DailinP to nurhf . n,. . .
I

"^'"''' l^eoswing from abinn reservedi'a.lmg,^to night! they must have rated
,
For banquets, praised the waning red, and

Beyond all tolerance. These old pheasant- The vimage-when this Aylmer came of

Ihese partndge-breeders of a thousand Then drank and past it ; till at length theyears,

Who had mildew'd in their thousands,
doing nothing

Since Egbert-why, the greater their
disgrace '

two,

Tlio' Leolin flamed and fell again, agreed
That much allowance must be made for

men.

After an angry dream this kindlier glowFall back u,,on a nam- • re^i r«t in .bnf
.

' V \ t a^'^
''"" **"" ''"""'" g'°^^

Not ... it lioble, n;:ke i^.tlXr ?H
\

' "'' """'"^' '"' "^'^ '^"'P^^^ •^^'''•

J\

ith such a vantage-ground for nobleness

!

e .ad^k^nown a man, a quintessence of Yet once by night agahi the lovers met.
' A perilous meeting under the tall pines

i
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I

'i*

II?

Thatdarken'd all the northward of her
Hal],

Him, to her meek and modest bosom prestIn agony, she promised that ro force
1 ersuaslon, no. nor death could alter herHe. passionately hopefulJ^r. would jroLabour for his own Edith, and returnIn such a sunlight of prosperity
He should not be rejected. • Write to

They loved „e, and because I love their

"^^'^

^Zr '''"'
'' ""'' ^''''''^ "^

Which breaks all bonds but ours; wemust remain
Sacred to one another.' So they talk'dI oorclnldren. for their comfort :V^'l;i

Thenainofheaven. and their own bitter
tears,

Tears, and the careless rain ofheaven, mixttponthe. faces, as they kiss'deachX
In darkness, and above them ro.ar'd tie

pine.

ytVZJ//.A"S HELD.

So Leolin went; and as we task our
selves

^'^

'''IngV'"^"'^'
''"''''" ^"' *""'•""•

In phrases here and there at randon,. toilM

it?"!;^/^'^^"'^^'^^^i'--"ceofou law^I a codeless myriad of precedent.
'

fhro which a few, by wit or fortune led

''^^•^^.^I^^J^'f^-y
out to wealth anci

Tl-ejests, that flash'd about the pleader's
room, '

I^'gl>'ning of the hour, the pun, the I

scuniloustale,-
Old scandals buried now seven decad. d.enIn otherscandals that have lived nnd died"

And left the living scand.al th..t shall die-

To make disproofofscorn, and strong"
hopes. *>

And prodigal of all brain-lalx>ur he
Charier of sleep, and wine, and exercise
Except when for a breathing.whileTe;'
Some niggard fraction ofan hour, he r^;Bes.^ the river-bank: and then i'nde/d
Harder the times were, and the hands of

power

S«m'd harder ,o„; b„, ,he soft ,iv„.
breeze.

Which fann'dthegardensofthat
rival rose

^
fragrant in a heart remembering

"'^ ^- -^s with Kdith, o^i.

lLT'r;"'''^'-"-''''"fe^*°'^ndfro,

\

^''" '° ''"* ^'o^ks .again. My k^dv'
I

cousin, ^ '

Dn!ve in''"'""''f
'"'* P'^"^*""'^ ^'^•^^"oon,Hrme .„ „pon the student once or twice

tSinIr ''^ "'^"" ""^ ^"

Answer-d^^l ,uer.s touching those at

With .a hea^'ed shoulder and a saucy smile

r'^trir^^'"^^"^--"-'^

'Screw not the chord too sharply lest it
snap.' ' •'

Then left alone he pluck'd her dagger forthI-rom where his worldlessheartSke^
it warm, *

^'7^.t7:^-««Pon it like a knight.And wnnkled benchers often talk'd ofhmApP'ovingly, and prophesied his rke



ial that shall die—
iy

; bent as he was
orn, and strong in

n-Iabour he,

ne, and exercise,

fling-while at eve,

fan hour, he ran
ind then indeed
in:l the hands of

iccording Jiearts

the soft river-

of that rival rose

nembering

f-dith, on him

;* to and fro,

blood with air,

'• My lady's

n'd afternoon,

once or twice,

St the times,

'ancc and all

ling those at

I saucy smile,

out into the

learer friend

^rply lest it

dagger forth

i-t had kept

1 '<night.

>iiv'd ofhim
lis rise

;
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For heart, I think, help'd head
: her letters

|
Kept colour : wondrous ! but, O n^j-stery ^too,

The' far between, and coming fitfully

Like broken music, written as she found
Or made occasion, being strictly watch'd,
Charm'd him thro' every labyrinth till he

saw

An end, a hope, a lightbreakinguponhim.

But they that cast her spirit into flesli.

Her worldly-wise begetters, plagues' then'i- -n 1?^

selves
^ ^

\

]^'''"' ^^''^ '"^""n"! JonI too curiously

To sell her, those good parents, for her ! p'fr" ^,'
'''"""'""''''' '°"'='^^°°'l-*'"«f

good.
^ ' °""^' <"'• l»'»self a bitter treasure-trove

Whatever eldest-born of rank or wealth \V -fj'"
""''7 '''^'''-"'" °" ^^^ '^^'- •''"'^ '^«'>

Might lie within their compass, hini thev '

,."'•""«
f

^""^'^^ ^^o'" his child, for which

lured ^
'

^
I V'"'"

'^' ^'"^ '"°'"'-'"t Leolin's em.ssary,
V cr.ppled lad, and coming turn'd to fly

What amulet drew her down to that old
oak,

So old, that twenty years before, a part
i- ailing had let appearlhe brand ofJohn-
Once grovelike, each huge arm a tree, but

now
Ihe broken base of a black tower, a cave
(->f touchwood, with a .single flourishing

"pray.

Into their net made pleasant by the baits
Of gold and beauty, wooing him to «oo!
So month by month the noise about their

doors.

And distant blaze of those dull lianquets,

made
The nightly wirer of their innocent hare
Falter before he took it. All in vain.
Sullen, defant, pitying, wroth. returnM
Leolin's rejected rivals from their suit
So often, that the folly taking wings
Sli])t o'er those lazy limits down the wind
With rumour, and became in other fields
A mockery to the yeomen over ale.

But scared with threats of jail and lialter
gave

To bin, that fluster'd his poor parish wits
Iho letter which he brought, and swore

besides

To play their go-i,etween as heretofore
Nor let them know themselves betray'd

and then, ' '

Soul-stricken at their kindness to him.
went

Hating his own lean heart and miseral>le.

Thenceforward oft from out a despot
dreamAnd laughter to their lords : but those at Tho A,!,'''"" •

home, ^J""
^^'^"^^ P^""ng woke, and oft, as dawn

As hunters round a hunt.d creaf-re <lrawk- " '^^'''^""^ '^P"^^'''^ ^^" '^'s elms,

The cordon close and cl..er tl^rdX I

'"^^'^^Z-sU:
""''^ ''°'" '''' ^^'•^^^

death '

'jrusn (i

N^^rrow-dhe'r goings out and comings in ;r'"' tltttre'ros""'""
^"'^^^ '''

1-orbad herfirst the house of Averill. 'sd/ed TTZvT '

,' '^ei/efl It, took home, and to my lady,—
who made

Then closed )ier access to the wealthier
farms,

Last from her own home-circle of the poor
They barr'd her : yet she bore it : vet h.-r

cheek

A downward crescent ofherminion mouth.
Listless in all despondence, -read ; and

lore,

I

As if the living passion symbol'd there



Pv

AYLMER^S FIELD.

'm^.^

Were living nerves to feel the rent ; and
Inirnl,

Xou- chafing at hi. own great self defied
-N ow striking on huge stumbling-blocks of

scorn

In babyismc, and dear diminutives
Scattcr'd all over the vocabulary
Ofsuch a love as like a chidden child,
After much wa.hng, hush'd itself at last
Hopeless of answer .- then tho' Averill

wrote

And bad him with good heart sustain
himself—

All would be well-the lover heeded not,
But passionately restless came and went

i

Andrustlmgonce at night about the place.There by a keeper shot at, slightly hurt,
Raging return'd: nor was it well for he !

I-ept to the garden now, and grove ofl
pmes, I

WatcVd even there; and one was set to
watch

The watcher, and Sir Ayhner watch'd
them all,

''""'IS;
'-™«»' - ""« l.ri..e

°' '"°«™e «'l>»' I'o.«e»M him : ll.at
one kiss

Was Leolin's one strong rival upon earth •

sleX''""^''''*''^^*^»°-''!-i^Vemd hope's returning rose: and then
ensiled

,

A Martin's summer of his faded loveO' ordeal by kindness; after this '
'He seldom crost his child without a sneer •

The mother flowM in shallower aori. o-'
nies

:

Noye, one kindl,. smile. „„eki„,l|y„.or,l •

itab.e u^ic, ana kce to face
j

\Jnh twenty months of silence, slowly lost
^^^^^'^^''y"-^! to lose, her hold on Ufe
Last, some low fever ranging round to spyThe weakness ofai:>eople or a house,

^^

L.ke fl.es that haunt a wound, or dee^, or
men, '

Or almost all that is, hurting the hurt-
^''

' ^^''f
"^ ^v'e believe him-found the

girl

And flung her down upon a couch of fire,

l^^f^'^^.^'-^^'^-^^ofthehouseholdfacesnear
And crying «po„ the name of Leolin,
•he, and with her the race of Aylmer

past. ^ '

Star to star vibrates light
: may soul to

soul

Strike thro'
a

finer element of her own'
So,-from afar,-touch as at once? or

I

^^hy

That night, that moment, when she named
his name,

Did the keen shriek' Yes love, yes, Edith,

Shrill, till'.he comrade of his chambers
woke,

And came upon him halfarisen from sleep
^V.th a weird bright eye, s.ea.ing3

trembling.

His hair as it Mere crackling into flames,
H.s body half flung forward,,, pursuitAhd his long arms stretch'd as to grasp a

flyer

:

^

Nor knew he wherefore he had made the

j

"y

;

jAnd being much befool'd and idioted

1% he rough amity of the other, sank

I

As into sleep again. The second day,
[Gladys Indian kinsman rushing inA breaker of the bitter news from homeFound a dead man, a letter edged witk

death

Be.ide him, and the dagger which himself

Then
,

d

And whc

li(

Beholdin

T
Had bla

da

Were clii

Yet the s;

Scarce tn

thf

And beinj

'-ent to th
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Andfixtth

Autumn's

WOi

Was all th

A breathlc

Stifled smi

Sent out a
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The paren

love

And doublt

left

Thoir own
tabe

To hear hin

thos«

With blots c

Or kerchie

nighl
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towei
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«i!Kas.;«*»«au»!i»»*A-

nee, slowly lost

ler hold on life,

ig round to spy
or a house,

ind, or deer, or

ig the hurt—
ini—found the

I couch of fire,

lold faces near,

of Leolin,

e of Aylmer,

: may soul to

3f her own ?

at once ? or

?n she named

'. yes, Edith,

i-^ chambers

1 from sleep,

reating and

"to tlames,

1 pursuit,

' to grasp a

I made the

it'ioted

r, sank

nd day,

ing in,

>ni home,

Iged with
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Gave Edith,^ redden'd with no bandit'sn::;^;^^

" From Edith
'

was engraven on the blade. ' His facfmagnetic to the hand from which

Then ^erill went and ga.d upon his "^^^^^t^:::^:^^^^^^
A„i v u 'Behold,And when he_came agam, his flock be- Your house is left unto you desolate i

'

Beholdmg^how the years which are J^^t:::^^^^-^^
._

Had blasted him-that many thousand
"
^^f''^

'^'^'' ^"' ^""^"-^ ^'

,

Were clli^ly horror Aom his term of li^.
"""^

'Z^^
"^"'' ^"'^ ''''''' ^'^ ^"S^>-

the first, >t

And being used to find her pastor texts
^"';'^;'"^^ °"^ '^^^ '^^'^ became one

AndfixttheSabbath/Drrk^ltda?;'';! V^T "^^^'^ ^'^^ ^^^^ ^^^ '-ing

Autumn's mock sunshine of the faded
woods

Was all the life of it ; for hard on these,
A breathless burthen of low-folded heavens
Stifled aiudchill'd at once ; but every roof
Sent out a listener

: many too had known
Kilith among the hamlets round, and since
Tile parents' harshness and the hapless

loves

And double death were widely murmur'd
left

Their own gray tower, or plain-face>

tabernacle,

CJod-
Eight that were k-ft to make a purer

world—
When since had flood, fire, earthquake,

thunder, wrought
Such waste and havock as the idolatries.
Which from the low light of mortality
Shot up their shadows to the Heaven of

Hea/ens,
And worship! their own darkness as the

Highest?

' ^-^'^^ ihy-^eU. priest, and honour thy brute
Baal,

And to thy worst self sacrifice thyself,To hear him • .11
•

• ,
'">' '^'°^'' '^" sacrifice thyself,

those

"'""'"'"^
'
'"''

i

^'' " "^ '^^' ''"''' ''^^ ^''' ^'^^^ ^'°'hed

w.i. LI . /. . . i

t% God.

Or ke ^hier"S ^^v'"' f'T'
^'^^^ '''^^" ^^'"^ ^ ^^^''^ '" ^ ^^ '"^^ to Baal.

night ex^^pt
'^^"-^•—Thebabe shall lead the lion. Surely now

!.•,,. „,.„„„ /,. . , i

ine wdderness shall blossom as the rose

ce"s, mar""''
''" "'^

'"^"l

'^""" ^">'^^-'^' ^^•-'"' ^'^ ^-^'''P <hine

^lill paler' the Dale hpud of bin wh-'-
"^^-'^ '"^t^!-

"tower'd
'

•'"''• ^'^•y;""--™'-^^"Hll.lockish God of acreage

Above them with bl= 1,^^ • '.u
^"^"'^'^ '^^ '''>' ^^'e for thee to grovel to—t.ovethcm,withhrshopes .ne.thergrave.

| Thy Cod is far diffused in noble groves

r

6
0i
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And princely halls, and farmviml flowing
lawns, **

And heaps of living gold that <lai]y grow

In M,ch a shape dost thou behold thy GodIhouwdt not gash thy flesh for /«>;; for
thine

Kuffled up,n the scarfskin. even whileIhe deathless ruler of thy dying houe

And tho' thou nun>berest with the f!',-
lowers

Of One who cried, -Leave all and follow

AYLMEK>S FIELD,

nie.'

Thee therefore with His light about thy
leet, ^

Thee with His message ringing i„ thine
ears,

Thee shall thy brother man, the Lord
from Heaven,

IJornofa village girl, carpenter's son,
''°"''^;;^;''I'™^e of peace, the Mighty

Count the more base idolater of the two •

trueller: as not passing thro' the fire '

Bodies but souls-thy children's-thro'
the smoke.

The blight of low desires-darkening
tnine own °

lo thine own likeness; or if one of these

Should
"^".""''^P''''>'^-"^'^-

F"-en<l.Slwasbidtospeakofsuchaone

former-'''
^''' '""'" *° ^°"°^

Fairer than Lhel by the palmy well

^a.r as th« Angel that said "HaiP" she
seem'd,

mo emeringfdrd the house with sudden

Forson^eownwasbrighten'dT^^ere

I
The roofso lowly but that beam of Heavenll^awn'd sometime thro' the doorwiy?

whose the babe
^

Too ragged to be fondled on her ho

sname
The common care whom no one cared for,

To greet her, wasting his forgotten heirtAs wuh the mother IK^ had neve known 'In gambols; for her fresh and innocl;

S^nt'f"f""™"^-^heirblue.
I^roke jnjo nature's music when they saw

Low w-as^ her voice, but w.n mysterious

all^but^,,ence-.free of ahns her

''^':;;ht::r^-°"'-"^--"^
"as often

toil'dtoclotheyourlittle ones.
|"owofte^^p,,eeduponV.sic;r';

T^"Lzr ""' '---^ ^^
Had you one sorrow and .he shared it not >One burthen and she would not lighten i ?One sp^uual doubt she did not sooth?Or v^hen some heat of difference sparkld

out, ' "

How sweetly would she glide between
your wraths,

'^"^^\^4',j>;;;" from each other .'for she

mfrnM'','^'^'y"'^^°^'h=^'Lordoflove,
1^^°^"" 'J th^ rolling wave of Galilee'
Andone-ofhimlwasnotbidtospakl
AVasalwayH.vithher,whomyouaisoknew.

Him toe

And the

They mi]

Friends,

S(

May wrc

Without

\\

Whose s

w
Nor min(

I cry to ^

"xMyhoi

While thi

bu

Sons of th

the

That knit

SCO

At their g;

he;

"^o pale s

fori

Of die nea

Sat anger-

like,

Erect : but

flow

Softening t]

Of his lost

hisf

I'aledatasii

And ' O pra

thouj

' Or surely I

' Nor youi

your \

Can take het

"Our house
Sut thou, O

knowi
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1 never known,
' and innocent

g in their bhie,
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f the field

rthen they saw

on mysterious

h a louder one
of alms her
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;rous pillow
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&

Him too you loved, for he was worthy love
And these had been together from the (Irst

"•

1 hey might have been togel her till the last
Friend., this frail hark of ours, ^^he,;

sorely tried,

May wreck itself without the pilot's guilt,
A\ithout the captain's knowledge: hone

with me.
j

Whose shame is that, if he went hence!
with shame

?

Nor mine the fault, if losing both of these
I^cry to vacant chairs and widow'd walls.My house is left unto me desolate.'"

173

While thus he spoke, his hearers wept

:

but some.

Sons of the glebe, with other frowns than
those

That knit themselves for summer shadow
scowl'd

*

At their great lord. He, when it seem'd
he saw

No pale shcet-Iightnings from afar, but
fork'd

Of die near storm, and aiming at his hea.I,
bat anger-charm'd from sorrow, soldier-

like.

Erect
:
but when the preacher's ca.lence
flowd

Softening thro' all the gentle attributes
Of his lost child, the wife, who watch'd

Ins face,

Paled at a sudden twitch of his iron mouth
jAnd 'O pray God that he hold uid' she

thought

' Or surely I shall shame myself and him.'

•Nor yours the blame- for who beside
your hearths

I

Can take her place- ifechoing me you cry I

Our house is left unto us desolate ' ' '

Sut thou, O thou that killest, had'st thou
known,

O thou that stonest, had'st thou under-
stood

The things belonging to thy peace and
ours \

Is there no prophet but the voice that calls

I

^^°°"^ "I'on kings, or in the waste "Ke-
I pent ?

"

Is not our own child on the narrow way,
^^hodownto those that saunter in the

broad

Cries "Come uj. hither," as a prophet to us?
Is there no stoning save with flint and

rock ?

Vos, as the dead we weep for testify—
\

No desolation but by sword and fire?

j

^ es, as your meanings witness, and myself

I

Am lonelier, darker, earthlierfor my loss
Give me your prayers, for he is past your

prayers,

Notpas^t the livingfount ofpity in Heaven,
liut I that thought myself long-sufferinc

I

meek, *"
|

Exceeding "poor in spirit "-how the
words

Have twisted kick upon themselves, and
mean

Vileness, weare grown soproud-I wish'd

I

my voice

j

A rushing tempest of the wrath of God
I

lo bbw these sacrifices thro' the world-
Sent liKe the twelve-divided concubine
lo ,nfl..me the tribes: but there-out

yonder— earth

Lightens from her own central Hell-0
there

The red fruit of an old idolatiy—
The heads of chiefs and princes fall so fast,
rhey cl.ng together in the ghastly sack-
1 he land all shambles-naked marriages
tlash from the bridge, and ever-murder'd

I ranee.

j

'-y shores thatdarken with the gathering
I

wolf, *•

I

I

fit

l(

*'i'

n^^;'^'''
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Runs in a river of blood to the sick sm I Ti,„;, / ,. ' '

Is this a ti,nc to n.addcn .nadness ,1 .„ > "T y^^'"""^ «°^' «"d sJevv the
J.ord,

And left their memories a world's curse-
" Behold,

Vour house is left unto you desolate ?" •

_

".«w« lu li.c SILK sea.
is this a tunc to madden madness ti.en ?
"as this a time for these to flaunt their

pride ?

May I'haraoh's darknes., folds as dense
as those , .

AVhich hid (he Holiest from the people's VnA ^u u .
eyes

*^°1'" ^ ^"^'^^l ^^ had not, but she brook'd no

""
'^rr:,f

'" '"-' '^''--
i^"^

^">^' ^e« haa ^.. „„„„,.
I>o«...es3 o. „„„,.„„„ „„, „„„ L^, ^,^;'*

^_^ ^^^^,^ ^^^^ ^^^ ^

bring
ccomplish d, 1 hen lhe„ eyes vc,( ho, , f„, „„ e„,e,i„„

Tl.eir own gray hair, „ i,h „„„„ ,o „„ '^ .

="« *"= """i"- »f their seat

grave
asicic--

---^...^hond Which theydesiredp'r:l1l^^.^:;t7t'S
I

"'".£r;:-----^-d.^^^^^^^^
i

V.?...ovccoarsewchs,uMKueherpuri,y n' ''';!^' ^^'^ ''V inch, but when she '

^^ro>,ly contriving their dear daugh.e'sKvifelike h'. , ,
•

good- *- ' ,;."'/'''^'
.'^f'-

J'-'^'Hl "loneof his, he veilVi '

IW souls, and knew not what they did A crt'rwhen'.r"'
"" ' '' ""'^^' ^'^ ''^"^

but sat ^ '
j
.,

,
'^^l'" " '"-" "''-• prop IS broken, fell

I."..ann^devising their own daughter's} ^ ^^^-f
"^'"^ ^' '^ ^-- -^

May not that 'earthly chastisement suflice ?
' Ikr pl^lm iJn 1

'''
'T ''""^^ "'^ "'^^'^

Have not our love and reverence left them I 7t '' ""'' "^"'^"^^
•"'-''E''--

bare ? I ^
^^

Will not another take their heritage > I
"" '' '''"" ''" ^^'^""^^^ *^"^^ «f ^fy

For ever and for ever, or one stone fv'n toT.sf . t,
•

Left on another, or is it a light thine wl ,
^°"'-'""' '''"^ °f a"

That I, their guest, theif o^ ',heir '^a l^nT It"?"
'^"^'>'' ^°"-^'d-'

ancient friend,
|

^,,^"^ "^^^' ^"t in the middle aisle
I made by these the last of all my race ' ^uHv'''

"" ^°°''°''' '"^ "' "°^'^^'^ ^^ys
Must cry to these the la.t of theSf^s ' Un^"'TS ^'^ "^^^^

cried
i^npiticd, for he groped as blind, and

And w
About
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5od, and sJew the

a world's curse—

you desolate?'"

It she brook'd no

id beat remorse-

'ain'd her, and a

'isting life.

i for on entering I

ns of their seat !

'St—she herself
j

had she closed i

I only near'd

I, but when she

'f liis, he veil'd

aionce, as falls

i broken, fell

Ji's feet, and

1 lung the nave
arrow meagre

!

i

:ares of fifty
|

he landscape

of all

follow'd out

ddlc aisle

3wded ways
to his death,

blind, and

l the pews
'd the door

;
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Yet to the lychgate, wliere his rhirin* !ti i

*^ ' "
•

stood,
'^^^^ h,s char,ot The slow-worm creeps, and the thin

Strode from the i>orrh i ,n i

^^^it\ there

^^^^.^^

h. jorch,
,,„ and -ct. Follows the mou., and all is open field.

But nevermore did either pass the gat SEA DREAMS.
Save under pall with bearers. I„ one . ,tv M« i, v, .

month. "' ''^'^\^^^'^' but gently born and bred ;'ri ) . rllS Wifp an ,, .1 ... '
month,

Thro- weary and yet ever wearier hours,

ij. .- ' &-•"./ L.UIU ana Dred

;

H.S wife an u. known artist's orphan
child—-,, , , ,,

/----. "vaiicr Hours, rhiM —r"»"

change,

And those f.xt eyes of painted ancestors
.tarmg for ever from their gilded wallsOnh.m the.r last descendant, his own head
Began to droop,:, fa,,; the man became
imbecile; his one word was 'de-olate-'
Dead for two years before his deaih was

he
;

Droopt in the giant-factoried city-gloom.
Came, with a nionth's leave given them

to the sea :

'

^"'

'''smalf^''"'
"^'^^^^'^^'^l' however

Small were his gains, and hard his work:
besides, *

Their slender household fortunes (for the
But when th« second Christmas cann, ,

escajied
' "''^"

His keepers, and the silence which he lilt S^hSr '"'

^'T^
^^' '^' ''^"*^ 'hrift,

o fiiKl a clce,.er in the narrow g,oo n !

v
" "^ *" '"'''.""^"^ ^'^^'^'^^ "''-'r a deep

y - fe and child
;
nor wanted .'

hi dul
'

Wo |
,

'l

"" "''"'^' '" ^''""'^' ^'^ ^-e
ho dark retinue reverencing deal," '

^'''''"' ""^^ ^'^' '^"'•^^^ ^is credulous-
At golden thre5hoIds; nor from iciulcr

'

\n,! il/nT'
hearts,

,

•^'"' ">;-^t one unctuous mouth which lured
And those who sorrow'd o'er a vani die!

'

To buy Itni^fS •

race,
|

" ^"^ ^\ian^G shares in some Peruvian
Pity, the violet on the tyrant's irrave V """^'

1^-n the great Hall wa^vhoirb^ken^'Tco"?""''"
down, ^ coast.

And the broad woodland parcelled into f:j:^:j'!^f:^':f^7-'-«nning cave,
farms; X ^^-^^

i
slept, woke, and went

his run.

The hedgehog underneath the plantain
bores,

is.:

V
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SICA DREAMS.

ro, ..^3. ,,p „, .„,„„^ ,.^ „,„^^ ^„ ,

^j^^__^^^_ .,*„ca i::p-,;::r;^shriek'd

'Thus, thus with violence,' cv'n as if he
held

The Apocalyptic millstone, and himself
Were that great Angel; 'Thus with vio

Jence

smojic.

And scaled in sheets of wasteful foam, and
fell

In vast sea-cataracts—ever and anon
Dead claps of thunder from within the

cliffs

hearted wife k-. . ,/ '

Sat .h,,,Wc,i„6 a. U,o „,i„ „, , „.„„,,

,

"""
'IX^k

""""' """ "'"" "•••'""'

Rani,iandoutlholo„esc.vf,.,„,i„gcavc<
eroanme saij,

""'SLveT
"'• """"• """="- •''"«-' now „„„,..,,„,,, .,,„.

And rosed m the cast : then homeward and
to bed :

Where she, who kept a tender Christian
hope,

Haunting a holy text, and still to that
Returning, as the I.ird returns, at night
•Let not the sun go down upon your

wrath,'

Aot lirst, and third, which are a riper f.rst?
loo npe, too late J they come too late

for use.

Ah love, there surely lives in man and
beast

Something dM-inc to warn them of their
foes :

Arid such a sense, vhen first I fronted him.

all,
'^^'^

'

And musing on the little lives of men.
And how they mar this little by their feuds.

I-'ought ^^ilh what seem'd my own un-
charity

;

Sat at his table
;
drank his costly wines

;

But while the two were sleeping, a full tX-
'"' ""'' "'"^""'^° '"'" ^*'^

tide
laiK

,

Rose with ground.swell, which, on the I

^""
^f""' ^''*'' ' '""^ '™'''^ ^'"^ "'^'^

foremost rocks i .„
'

I
Al. my poor scrapings from a dozen years

Of dust

r

None ; I

Not mal

r(

Ruin ; J

Said the

h(

Can mak
Had you

Of such a
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Swept wi

Of those ,

clii

I thought I
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irts of wild sca-

stcful foam, and

ir and anon
om within the

r. At this the

ar thcni, wail'd

siiddenJycried,

en tiirn'd, and

villsny, "for-

sound

" j the sin

can well for.

fit once,

jhts are l)est ?

lia riper first?

3i"c too late

in man and

lem of their

fronted him,
^fter, when I

I knew him

y own un-

stly wines

;

nee f)r his

d him with

lozen years

Of dust and deskwork : there is no such
mine,

None
;
but a gulfofruin, swallowing gold,

.Not making. Ruin'd J ruin'd ! the se.-l

roars

Ruin
: a fearful night !

'

In fancy, till I slept again, and pieced
1 he broken vision

; for I dream 'd that still
The motion of the great deep l)ore me on
And that the woman walk'd upon (he

brink :

I wonder'd at her strength, and ask'd her

'^"ot fearful • fair
'

'^'^ '

Said the good wif., .if every star j'j "''""^^-''^hesai.!, "by working in the
heaven

j

mines :"

Can make it fair
: you do but hear the tid^ ? ''""" '" '''''' ^'^"^ "^ "^y ^^^'''^^ I U'0"ght

;

Ha<l you ,11 dreams ?

'

' An.l ask'd
; but not a word ; she shook

her head.

I )f «„.», J^ ^'"•' '^'-' ^''''''' ' I f'reanrd •^"'' '''*-*" themotion of thecurrent ceased.

And I from out the boundless outer deep I

^^^^^'^

Of those dark caves that run beneath the lho"i«
J

T.J, ?'? ^'"' ^'^^ ^^ ''•' '"^'" strong feet up the steen
IthoughtthemotionoftheboundlessdeepI >'">

'

' thro the cave, and I was heaved
! J-;"''

o"^ ^ P^lh : I follow'd ; and at top

In darklr
"

.... . „.... . . i

''^^
'T!'— rd

: there . fleet o'f
. , '

-- •"- j"^'"iieu se.awartl: there i fl,In darkness
: then I saw one lovely star B'^^^.

Larger and larger. ." What a worl,!,- , ' That seen.'d a fleet of jewels tmder me,

" To li r"^ M , . I -n
'""^ "°"^ '^"^^^^^ --^ 8'°°'"y ^•«"J

Onlv L 1 ", ,'
'" '""''"e °» ^ f"""'' '''

""' °"^ '"°'"<^"^ «''«<=^ to thunder.
UnlytheIandw.irdexitofthec.ive,

(
P-^st

right with the sun upon the strea.n '
^" '""^'^'"c : right .across its track there

t'eyond : I Jay,

And near the light a giant woman sat. ^

'^'^'^" '" the water, a long reef of gold,Al over e.arthy, like a piece of earth, ,
'

•'" ^^^at seemM gold : and I v as glad atA pickaxe in her hand : then out I llipt |

^^^t
^ '

"'

aILvI "" '"" ""^ •''"^'^o'"' trees
|

^^ think that in our often-ransack'd worldA
mgh.rshe.aven,.an,!everybirdthatsings:i '*'•'" -^o"-"^'' gold w.is left; and then IAnd here the night-light flickering in my f^-'-^^'d

Awoke me''
''"'

't ft.'

"''" ''"' ''''"" ''""'"

And fearing waved my arm to warn ihem
off;

An idle signal, for the brittle fleet

i vanish'd, and I woke,

N

'That was then your dream.' she said,
^ot sad. but sweet.'

i!lmi
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I heard the clash so clearly. Now I see

My dream was I-ife ; the woman honest

Work
;

And my poor venture Iml: a fleet of glass

Wreck'd on a reef of visionary gold.'

'Nay,' said the kindly wife to comfort

him,

* You raised your arm, you tumbled down
and broke

The glass with little Margaret's medicine
in it

;

And, breaking that, you made and broke
your dream

;

A trifle makes a dream, a trifle breaks.'

' No trifle, ' groan'd the husband
;

' yesterday

I met him suddenly in the street, and ask'd

That which I ask'd the woman in my
dream.

Like her, he shook his head. " Show me
the books !

"

He dodged me with a long and loose ac-

count.

"The books, the books ! " but he, he could

not wait,

Bound on a matter he of life and death :

When the great Books (see Daniel seven
and ten)

Were open'd, I should find he meant me
well

;

And then began to bloat himself, and ooze
All over with the fat aff'ectionate smile

That makes the widow lean, '• My dearest

friend,

Have faith, have faith ! We live by faith,"

said he

;

"And all things work together lor the good
Of those "—it makes me sick to quote him

—last

Gript my hand hard, and with God-bless-

you went.

I stood like one that had received a blow

:

I found a hard friend in his loose accounts,

A loose one in the hard grip of his hand,

A curse in his God-bless-you : then my
eyes

Pursued him down the street, and faraway.

Among th. nonest shoulders of the crowd.

Read rascal in the motions of his back,

And scoundrel in the supple-sliding knee.'

•Was he so bound, poor snul?' said

the good wife
;

' So ar» we all : but do not call him, love,

Before you prove him, rogue, and proved,

forgive.

His gain is loss ; for he that wrongs his

friend

Wrongs himself more, and ever bears

about

A silent court of justice in his breast,

Himself the judge and jury, and him-

self

The prisoner at the bar, ever condemn'd :

And that drags d s life ; then comes
what conr

Hereafter
: and he meant, he said he

meant.

Perhaps he meant, or partly meant, you
well.'

' " With all his conscience and one eye

askew"

—

Lcve, let me quote these lines, that you
may learn

A man is likewise counsel jbr himself,

Too often, in that silent court of yours—
"With all his conscience and one eye

askew,

Su false, he partly took himself for true;
Whose pious talk, when most his heart

was dry.

Made wet the crafty crowsfoot round his

eye;

.
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Who, never naming God except for gain,

So never took that useful name i-i vain,

Made Him his catspaw and the Cross his

tool,

And Christ the bait lO trap his dupe and
fool

;

Nor deeds of gift, but gifts of grace he
fot-ged,

And snake-like slimed his victim ere he
gorged

;

And oft at Bible meeting's, o'er the rast
Arising, did his holy oily best,

Dropping the too rough H in Hell and
Heaven,

To spread the Word by which himself
had thriven."

How like you this old satire?'

'Nay,' she said,

' I loathe it : he had never kindly heart.
Nor ever cared to better his own '.ind.

Who first wrote satire, with no pity in it.

But will you hear w/y dream, for I had one
That altogether went to music ? Still

It awed me.'

Then she told it, having dream'd
Of that same coast.

'—But round the North, a light,

A belt, itseem'd, of luminous vapour, lay,

And ever in it a low inu;,ical note

Swell'd up and died j and, as it swell'd, a
ridge

Of breaker issued from the belt, and still

Grew with the growing note, and when
the note

Had rcach'd a thunderous fullnew, on
those cliffs

Broke, mixt with awful light (the same as

that

I^iving within the belt) whereby she saw
That all those lines of cliffs were cliffs

no more,

But huge cathedral fronts of every ago.
Grave, florid, stern, as far as eye could see.
One after one : and then the great ridge

drew,

Lessening to the lessening music, back,
And past into the belt and swell'd again
Slowly to music : ever when it broke
The statues, king or saint, or founder fell;

Then from the gaps and chasms of ruin
left

Came men and women in dark clusters

round.

Some crying, "Set them up ! they shall

not fall!"

And others •' Let them lie, for they hav-
faJl'n,"

And still they strove and wrangled : and
she grieved

In her strange dream, she knew not why,
to find

Their wildest wailings never out of tune
With that sweet note ; and ever as their

shrieks

Ran highest up the gamut, that great wave
Returning, while none mark'd it, on the

crowd
Broke, mixt with awful light, and show'd

their eyes

Glaring, and passionate looks, and swept
away

The men of flesh and blood, and men of
stone,

To the wu.ste deeps together.

•Thenlnxt
My wistful eyes on two fair images,
Both crown'd with stars and high among

the stars,

—

The Virgin Mother standing with her
child

High up on one of those dark minster-
fronts

—

Till she began to totter, and the child
K 1
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Clunfj to the mother, and sent out a cr/
Which mixt with little Margaret's, and I

woke,

And my dream awed me :~well-^but
what are dreams?

Voiirs came but from the breaking of a
glass.

And mine but from the crying of a child.'

'Dead ! who is dead?'

.
' The man y6ur eye pursued.A little after you had parted with him,

He suddenly dropidead of heart-disease.'

'Dead? he? of heart-disease? what heart
had he

To die of? dead !'

'Child? No !' said he, 'but this tide's

roar, and his. I . Ah, dearest, if there beUur Boanerges with his threats of doom, ^ f'^vil in man, there is an angel too
And loud-lung'd Antibal)yIonianisms ^^"^ ><" he did that wrong you charm- him
(Altho' I grant but little music there; with.
Went both to make your dream : but if

'I's angel broke his heart. But your
tt,«,« ,.,»vo

ro^,gJ^ ^.qJ^^

(Vou spoke so loud) has roused the child
again.

Sleep, little inrdie, sleep ! will she not sleep
Without her "little birdie?" well then,

1

sleep.

The discords dear to the musician. No— ^"^^ ^ will sing you "birdie."

'

One shriek ofhate would jar all the hymns
of heaven :

True Devils with no ear, they how! in
tune

With nothing but the Devil !

'

there were
A music harmonizing our wild cries.

Sphere-music such as that you dream'd
about.

Why, that would make our passions far
too like

r, c
'"True" indeed!

One of our town, but later by an hour
Here than ourselves, spoke with me on

the shore

;

While you were running down the sands,
and made

„,
,

Saying this,
Ihe woman half tum'd round from him

she loved.

Left him one hand, and reaching thro'
the night

Her other, found (for it was close bcait .

And half embraced the basket cradle-head
With one soft arm, which, like the pliant

bough
That moving moves the nest and nestling,

sway'duiiu maae sway d
The dimpled flounce of the sea-furbelow P''''^

"^<^^'-^ while she sang this baby song,

Good man, to please the child. She
brought strange news.

Why were you silent when I spoke to-
night?

I had set my heart on your forgiving him
Before you knew. We mmt forgive the

dead.'

What does little birdie say
In her nest at peep of day?
Let me fly, says little birdie.

Mother, let me fly away.
Birdie, rest a little longer,
Till the little wings are stronger.
So she rests a little longer,
Then she flies away.
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What docs little baby say;

In her bed at peep of day ?

Baby says, like little birdie.

Let me rise and tly away.

Baby, sleep a little longer.

Till the little limbs are stronger.

If she sleeps a little longer.

Baby too shall fly awaj'.

' She sleeps : let us too, let all evil,

sleep,

lie also sleeps—another sleep than ours.

He can do no more wrong : forgive him,
dear,

And I shall sletp the sounder !'

Then the man,
* His deeds yet live, the worst is yet to

come.

Yet let your sleep for this one night be
sound :

I do forgive him !

'

' Thanks, my love,' she said,

'Your own will be the sweeter,' and they

slept.

THE GOLDEN SUPPER.

[This poem is founded upon a story in Boc-
ciccio.

A young lover, Julian, whose cousin and
foster-sLster, Camilla, has been wedded to his

i

friend and rival, Lionel, endeavours to narrate
'

the story of his own love for her, and the strange I

sequel of it. He spe.iks of having been haunted
in delirium by visions and the sound of bells,

sometimes tolling for a funeral, and at last ring-

ing for a marriage ; but he breaks away, over-
come, as he approaches the Event, and a witness
to it completes the tale.]

He flies the event : he leaves the event

to me :

Toor Julian—how he rush'd away ; the

bells,

Those marriage-bells, echoing in ear and
heart

—

But cast a parting glance at me, you saw,
As who should say ' Continue. ' Well, he

had

One golden hour—of triumph shall I say?
Solace at least—before he loft his home.

^^ould you had seen him in that hour
of his !

He moved thro' all of it majestically —
Restrain'd himself quite to the close —but

now

—

Whether they u<ere\\\% lady's marriage-

bells.

Or prophets of them in his fantasy,

I never ask'd : but Lionel and the girl

Were wedded, and our Julian came again
Back to his mother's house among the

pines.

But these, their gloom, the mountains and
the Bay,

The whole land weigh'd him down as

^tna does

The Giant of Mythology : he would go.
Would leave the land for ever, and had

gone

Surely, but for a whisper, «Go not yet,'

Some warning, and divinely as it seem'd
By that which follow'd—but o' this I deem
As of the visions that he told—the event
Glanced back upon them in his after life.

And partly made them—tho' he knew it

not.

And thus hestay'd and would not look
at her

—

No not for months : but, when the eleventh

moon
After their marriage lit the lover's Bay,
Heard yet once more the tolling bell, and

said,

ft

t-

i\
!
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Would you coulil toil me out of life, but
found-

All softly as his mother broke it to him—
A crueller reason than a crazy ear,
For that low knell tolling hislady dead-
Dead—and had lain three days without a

pulse :

All that look'd on her had pronounced
her dead.

And so they bore her (for in Julian's land
They never nail a dumb head up in elm)
Bore her free-faced to the free airs of

heaven,

And laid her in the vault of her own kin.

Of black and bands of silver, which the
moon

Struck from an open grating overhead
H>ghm the wall, and all the rest of herDrown d .n the gloom and horror of the

vault.

What did he then? not die : he is here
and hale-

Not plunge headforemost from the moun-
tain there.

And leave the name of Lover's Leap : not
he :

He knew the meaning of the whisper
now, I

Thought that he knew it. 'This, I
stay'd for this

;

love, I have not seen you for so long
Now, now, will I go down into the grave,
1 will be all alone with all I love,
And kiss her on the lips. She is his no

more

:

The dead returns to me, and I go down
To kiss the dead.'

„ The fancy stirr'd him so
He rose and went, and entering the dim

vault.

And, making there a sudden light, beheld
All round about him that which all will

be.

The light was but a flash, and went again.
1
hen .-xt the far end of the vault he saw
IS lady with the moonlight on her face;

'icr breast as in a shadow-prison, bars

'It was my wish,' he said, 'to pass, to
sleep,

To rest, to be with her-till the great day
Peal d on us with that music which rights

all.

And raised us hand in hand.' And kneel-
ing there

Down in the dreadful dust that once was
man,

Dust, as he said, that once was lovinir
hearts,

Hearts that had beat with such a love as
mine

—

[Not such as mine, no. nor for such as
her

—

He softly put his arm about her neck
And kiss'd her more than once, till help-

less death
And silence -., Je him bold-nay, but I

wrong him.
He reverenced his dear lady even in death;
But, placing his true hand upon her heart,

<-», you warm heart,' he moan'd, 'not
even death

Can chill you all at once : ' then starting,
thought

^

His dreams had come again. 'Do I
wake or sleep ?

Or am I made immortal, or my love
Mortal once more?' It beat-thc heart

—it beat :

Faint-but it beat
:
at which his own began

lo pulse with such a vehemence that it

drown'd
The feebler motion underneath his hand,
But when at last his doubts were satisfied.
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He raised her softly from the sepulchre,
And, wrapping her all over with the

cloak

He came in, and now striding fast, and now
Sitting awhile to rest, but evermore I

Holding his golden burthen in his arms.
So bore her thro' the solitary land

'

!

Uack to the mother's hoube where she wai,

!

born.
;

There the good mother's kindly minis-
tering.

With half a night's appliances, recall'd
Her fluttering life : she rais'd an eye that

ask'd

'Where?' till the things familiar to her
youth

Had made a silent answer : then she spoke
'Here! and how came I here?' and

learning it

(They told her somewhat rashly as I think)
At once began to wander and to wail,

'Ay, but you know that you must give
me back

:

Send ! bid him come ; ' but Lionel was
away

—

Stung by his loss had vanish'd, none knew
where.

' He casts me out,' she wept, 'and goes'
—a wail

That seeming something, yet was nothing,
born

Not from believing mind, but shatter'd

nerve,

Vet haunting Julian, as her own reproof
At some precipitance in her burial.

Then, when her own true spirit had re-

turn'd,

'O yes, and you,' she said, 'and none but
you.'

For you have given me life and love again,
And none but you yourself shall tell him

of it,

y^
And you shall give me back when he

returns.

'Staythen a little,' answer'd Julian, 'here,
And keep yourself, none knowing, to

yourself

;

And I will do your will. I may not stay,
No, not an hour j but send me notice of

him
When he returns, and then will I return,
And I will make a solemn offering of you
To him you love.' And faintly she

replied,

'And I will dojcw;-will, and none shall
know.'

Not know ? with such a secret to be

I

known.

;

But all their house was old and loved
them both,

And all the house had known the loves
of both

;

Had died almost to serve them any way,
And all the land was waste and solitary'
And then he rode away ; but after this,
An hour or two, Camilla's travail came
Upon her, and that day a boy w,- .m.
Heir of his face and land, to Lionel.

And thus our lonely lover rode away,
And pausmg at a hostel in a marsh,
There fever seized upon him : myself was

I

then

Travelling that land, and meant to rest

I
an hour

;

;

And sitting down to snch a base repast,
It makes me angry yet to speak of it—
I heard a groaning overhead, and climb'd
The moulder'd stairs (for everything was

vile)

And in a loft, with none to wait on him,
Found, as it scem'd, a skeleton alone,
Raving of dead men's dust and beating

hearts.

h-

J

h



1

1

1

'

1

n "

1

i

n
i

J

1:
i 1

ft ;

I

E.I

184
^//iS COLDEST SUPPER.

A dismal hostel in a dismal land,
A flat malarian world of reed and rush I

«ut there from fever and my care of him
Sprang up a friendship that may help us

yet.

So sweetly and so modestly she camelogreeus, her young hero in her arms I

'

nSl
"'^' '^°"e«vemcT^c

;;:' 'rK/^T"'
"'»" "—en it once.

Kiss him, and

Her beauty even ? should he not be taucht
""'"' ''''"'"^^' '"' '"'» ">««.,' ; """"•" "c iiui oe taugnt,Evn by the price that others set upon it,

1 he value of that jewel he had to guard ?

Suddenly came her notice and we past
I with our lover to his naUve Bay.

But he was all the more resolve,! to noAnd sent at once to Lionel, praying him*% that great love they both had boHK.
the dead,

To come and revel for one hour with him

Beginning a, ,ho se,„„l know „„ „,„, P*""
""= <""" '»" tan,,,,,., orf„„,vcll.:

sweet,
j
„ never
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^•^'- ^" ""^oncl his hall

'"•»-
I Nw ^ •"" °" '° '^°'»'^". ns in « «T>od

What matter ? there are others in the I Grl^^t T ^r'"""
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V et when I saw her r-ind T n,^ 1,. 1.. L, '''"" beneath,
'

crazed,
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For such a craziness as Julian's look'd n»h ^r'"^"No less than on. divineCT ^"""^ ^^^^'^ss as cnstly-comp „-,•.,o... Jume apology.
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And trebling all the rest in value—Ah
heavens

!

\yhy need I tell you all ?—suffice to say
That whatsoever such a house as his,

And his was old, has in it rare or fair

Was brought before the guest : anil they,
the guests,

Wonder'd at some strange light in Julian's
eyes

(I told you that he had his golden hour).
And such a feast, ill-suited as it seem'd
To such a time, to Lionel's loss and his,
And that resolved self-exile from a land
He never would revisit, such a feast
So rich, so strange, and stranger ev'n

than rich.

But rich as for the nuptials of a king.

And stranger yet, at one end of the hall
Two great funereal curtains, looping

down,

I\irled a little ere they met the door,
About a picture of his lady, taken
Some years before, and falling hid the

frame.

And just above the parting was a lamp :

So the sweet figure folded round with
night

Seem'd stepping out of darkness with a
smile.

>8S

And when the feastwas near an end, he
said :

1^

in the Orient,
•There is a custom

friends —
I read of it in Persia—when a man
Will honour those who feast with him, he

brings

And shows them whatsoever he accounts
Of all his treasures the most beautiful.
Gold, jewels, arms, whatever it may be.
This custom '

—

Pausing here a moment, all
The guests broke in upon him with meet-

ing hands
And cries about the banquet— ' Leautiful

!

Who could desire more beauty at a feast ?'

Well then—our solemn feast—we ate
and drank,

And might—the wines being of such
nobleness—

Have jested also, but for Julian's eyes.
And something weird and wild about it

all :

What was it? forour lover seldom spoke,
Scarce touch'd the meats ; but ever and

anon
A priceless goblet with a priceless wine
Arising, show'd he drank beyond his use

;

The lover answer'd, « There is more
j

than one
Mere sitting who desires it. Laud me

not

Before my time, but hear me to the close.
Iliis custom steps yet further when the

guest

Is loved and honour'd to the uttermost,
i' or after he hath shown him gems or gold,
He brmgs and sets before him in rich

guise

That which is thrice as beautiful as these.
The beauty that is dearest to his heart-
" O my heart's lord, would I could show

you," he says,

"Ev'n my heart too." And I propose
to-night

To show you what is dearest to my heart.
And my heart too.

' But soh\- me first a doubt.
I knew a roan» nor many years ago

;He had a faithful servant, one who loved
His master more than all on earth beside.

!•
i

I!

A

i^.

b'-i',
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He, falling sick, and seeming close on
death,

His master would not wait until he died
Rut bade his menials bear him from the

door.

And leave him in the public way to die.
I knew another, not so long ago,
Who found the dying servant, took him

home.
And fed, and chcrish'd him, and saved

his life.

I ask you now, should this first master
claim

His service, whom does it belong to ? him
AVho thrust him out, or him who .saved

his life?'

This question, so flung down before
the guests.

And balanced either way by each, at
length

When some were doubtful how the law
would hold.

Was handed over by consent of all
To one who had not spoken, Lionel.

Fair speech was his, and delicate of
phrase.

And he beginning languidly-his loss
Weigh'd on him yet-but warming as he

went,

Glanced at the point of law, to pass it by,
Affirmmg that as long as cither lived
By all the laws of love and gratefulness.
The service of the one so saved was due
All to the saver-adding, with a smile,
Jhe first for many weeks-a semi-smile
As at a strong conclusion-' body and soul
And life and limbs, all his to work his I

will.'

Then Julian made a secret sign to me
lo brmg Camilla down before them all.

And crossing her own picture as she came,
ind looking as much lovelier as herself

Is lovelier than all others -on her headA diamond circlet, and from under thisA veil, that scem'd no more than gJKIerl air
Mying by each fine car, an Eastern gauze
NN.lh seeds of gold -so, with that grace

of hers,

Slow-moving as a wave against the wind.
Ihat flings a mist behi.nd it in the sun-
And bearing high in arm. the mighty

babe.

The younger Julian, who him.cif was
crowii'd

With roses, none so rosy as liiu.self-
And over all her babe and her (he jewels
Ul many generations of his house
Sparkled and flash'd. for he had decked

them out
As for a solemn sacrifice of love—
t>o«he came in :-I am long in telling it,
I never yet beheld a thing so strange
bad, sweet, and strange together- -floated

in

—

While all the guests in mute ama^ement
rose

—

And slowly pacing to the middle hall
liefore the board, there paused and stJod

her breast
'

Hard-heaving, and her eyes upon her feet,^ot daring yet to glance at Lionel.
But him she carried, him nor lights nor

feast

I>azed or amazed, nor eyes of men ; who
cared

Only to use his own, and staring ,videAnd hungering for the gilt and jewell'd
world

About him, look'd, as he i, like to prove,
^Vhen Julian goes, the lord of all he saw,

'My guests,' .said Julian: * you arc
honour'd now

Kv'n to the
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Ev'n to the uttermost ; in her behold

Of all my treasures the most beautiful,

Of all things upon earth the dciicst to

me.'

Then waving us a sign to seat ourselv-s,

Led his dear lady to a chair of :,tate.

And I, by Lionel sitting, saw his face

Fire, and dead ashes and all (ire again
Thrice in a second, felt him licmble too.

And heard him muttering, ' So lit e, so

like;

She never had a sister. I knew none.
Some cousin of his and hers-O God, so

like !•

And then he suddenly ask'd her if she
were.

She .vhuok, and cast her eyes down, and
was dumb.

And then some other question'd if she
came

From foreign lands, and still she did not
speak.

Another, if the boy were hers : but she
To all their queries answer'd not a word,
Which made the amazement more, till

one of them
Said, shuddering, 'Her spectre !' But

his friend

Replied, in half a whisper, ' Not at least

The spectre that will speak if spoken to.

Terrible pity, if one so beautiful

Prove, as I almost dread to find her,

dumb !'

But Julian, silting by her, answer'd all :

'She is but dumb, because in her you sec
That faithful servant whom we spoke

about,

Obedient to her second master now
;

Which will not last. I have here to-

night a guest

So bound to me by common love and
loss

—

What ! shall I bind him more ? in his

behalf.

Shall I exceed the Persian, giving him
That whichofall things is thedearest tome,
Not only showing? and he hinisclf pro-

nounced

That my rich gift is wholly mine to give.

'Now all be dumb, and promise all of
you

Not to break in on what I say by word
Or whisper, while I show you all my heart.'

And then began the story of his love

As here to-day, but not so wordily

—

The passionate moment would not suffer

that—
Past thro' his visions to the burial ; thence
Down to this last strange hour in his own

hall;

And then rose up, and with him all his

guests

Once more as by enchantmt nt ; all but he,

Lionel, who fain had risen, but fell again,
And sat as if in chains— to whom he said :

' Take my free gift, my cousin, for your
wife

;

And were it only for the giver's sake,

And tho' she seem so like the one you
lost,

Yet cast her not away so suddenly,
Lest there be none left here to bring her

back

:

I leave this land for ever.' Here he
ceased.

Then taking his dear lady by one hand,
And bearing on one arm the noble babe,

I Fo slow ly brought them both to Lionel.

And there the widower husband and dead
wife

Kush'd each at each with a cry, that rather

seem'd

.(
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than for a life
For some new death

renew'd
;

Whereat the very babe began to wail •

At once they turn'd, and caught and
brouglit him in

To their charm'd circle, and, half-kiUine
him *"

With kisses, round him closed and claspt
again.

But Lionel, when at last h^ freed himself
Irom wife and child, and lifted up a face
All over glowing with the sun of life
And love, and boundless thankslthe

sight of this

So frighted our good friend, that turning
to m-i

**

And saying, <It is over: let us go'—
1 here were ourhorses ready at thedoors-
^\c bade them no f;^rewell, but mounting

these
*'

He past for ever from his rative land •

And I with him, my Julian, back to mine.

Dreaming some rival, sought and found
a witch

Who brew'd the philtre which had power
they said,

'

To lead an errant passion home again
And this, at times, she mingler' with his

drink.

And this destroy'd him; for the wicked
broth

Confused the chemic labour of the blood
And tickling the brute brain within the

man's

Made havock among those tender cells

I

and check'd
*

His power to shape : he loathed himself-
and once '

I

After a tempest woke upon a morn
Ihat mock'd him with returning calm

and cried

:

'

for thrice I heard

flash of a

LUCRETIUS.

U'ciLiA, wedded to Lucretius, found
Her m.ister cold; for when the morning

flush
*"

or ,assion and the first embrace had died
Letween them, tho' he lov'd her none the

less.

Vet often when the woman heard his foot
Keturn from pacings in the field, and ran
1 o greet him with a kiss, the master took
.Smal notice, or austerely, for-his mind I

Half buried in some weightier argument, I

Ur farw/-borne perhaps upon the rise I

And long roll of the Hexameter-he past

'

io turn and ponder those three hundred!

[

scrolls

j

Left by the Teacher whom he held divine.
.
She brook'd it not ; but wrathful, petulant,

^—
I I -I

'Stoim in the night!

the rain

Kushing; and once the
thunderbolt

—

Methought I never saw so fierce a fork-
i'truck out the streaming mountain-side.

and show'd
A riotous confluence of watercourses
Rlanching and billowing in a hollow of it
Where all but yester-eve was dusty-dry

'Storm, and what dreams, ye holy

^

Gods, what dreams !

I

For thrice I walvcn'd after dreams. Per-
I

chance

j

We do but recollect the dreams that come
Just ere the waking

: terrible ! for it seem'd

[

A void was made in xXature ; all her bonds
^rack d

; and I saw the flaring atom-
streams

And torrents of her myriad universe.
Kuimng along the illimitable inane,
I'Jy on to clash togchcr again, and make

'tl

Another ai

For ever :
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Another and another frame of things Not ev'n a rose, were offer'd to thee ?

For ever : that was mine, my dream, I
j

thine,

knew It---
j

Forgetful how my rich prooemion makes
Of and belonging to me, as the dog

\
Thy glory fly along the Italian field,

With inward yelp and restless forefoot In lays that will outlast thy Deity?
plies

His function of the woodland : but the

next

!

I thought that all the blood by Sylla shed

Came driving rainlike down again on

earth,

'Deify? nay, thy worshippers. My
tongue

Trips, or I speak profanely. Which of

these

' ^rs thee most, or angers thee at all ?

And where it dashM the reddening mca- ' !.>.. if thou be'st of those who, far aloof
dow, sprang

,
From envy, hate and pity, and sjiite and

No dragon warriors from Cadmcan teeth, scorn,
For these I thought my dream would show

|
Live the great life which all our greatest

to me,

But girls, Hetairai, curious in their art,

Hired animalisms, vile as those that made
The mulberry-faced Dictator's orgies

worse

Than aught they fable of the quiet Gods.

And hands they mixt, and yell'd and round
me drove

In narrowing circles till I yell'd again

Half-suffocated, and sprang up, and saw-
Was it the first beam of my latest day ?

•Then, then, from utter gloom stood

out the breasts.

The breasts of Helen, and hoverlngly a

sword

Now over and now under, now direct,

Pointed itself to pierce, but sank down

fain

Would follow, center'd in eternal calm.

' Nay, if thou canst, O Goddess, like

ourselves

Touch, and be touch'd, then would I cry

to thee

To kiss thy Mavors, roll thy tender arms
Round him, and keep him from the lust

of blood

That makes a steaming slaughter-house of

Rome.

•Ay, but I meant not thee; I meant
not her.

Whom all the pines of Ida shook to see

.Slide from that quiet heaven of hers, and
tempt

The Trojan, while his neat-herds were
abroad

;

Nor her that o'er her wounded hunter

wept

Her Deity false in human-amorous tears;

Nor whom her beardless apple-arbiter
' Is this thy vengeance, holy Venus, Decided fairest. Rather, O ye Gods,

^^'"^» Poet-like, as the great Sicilian called
Because I would not one of thine own Calliope to grace his golden verse—

'^o^'^s, Ay, and this Kypris also—did I take

shamed

At .ill that beauty ; and as I stared, a fire,

The fire that left a roofless I lion.

Shot out of them, and scorch'd me that I

woke.
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Tliat popular name of tl,ine to sluulow
forth

The all-generating powers and genial heat
Ul -Naturff, when she strikes thro' the

thick blood
Of rattle, and light is large, and land.s

are glad

Nosing the mother's udder, and the bird
Makes his heart voice amid the blaze of

flowers :

Which things appear the work of mighty
Gods.

TT 7^^ f^°'''-^"'''^'eo Rework is left
Unfin..*d-;/Igo. The Gods, who

haunt

The lucid interspace of world and world,
^Vher^ never creeps a chu.d, or moves a

wind,

Nor ever falls the least white star of snow
Nor ever lowest roll of thunder moans,

'

Nor sound of human sorrow mounts 'to

mar I

Their sacred everlasting calm ! and such,
I

I

Not all 50 fine, nor so divine a calm '

I

Not such, nor all unlike it, man 'may
gain

Letting his own life go. The Corls, the
Gods !

If all be atoms, how then should the
Gods

Being atomic not be dissoluble,
Not follcv the great law? My masfci '

lield I

That Gods there are, for all men so'
believe.

i

I prest my footsteps into his, and meant
Surely to lead my l\rcmmius in a train
Of flowery clauses onward to the iiroof

deathless.
That Gods there are, and

Meant ? I meant ?

I have forgotten what I meant : my min<l
Stumbles, and all my faculties are lamed,

'Look where another of our Gods, the
Sun,

Apollo, Delias, or of older use
All-seeing Hyperion -what you wiil-
n.^s mounted yonder ; since he never

sware,

Except hi« wrath were wreak'd on
wretched man,

That he would only shine among the dead
Hereafter; tales ! for never yet on earth
Could dead flesh creej., or bits of roast-

ing ox

Moan round the spit-nor knows he what
he sees

;

King of the East altho' he seem, and girt
Uith song and flame and fragrance,

sIoAvly lifts

His golden feet on those empurpled stairs
That climb into the windy halls of

heaven :

I
And here he glances on an eye new-born.
And gets for greeting but a wail of pain :

And here he stays upon a freeing orb
1 hat fam would gaze upon him to the

last

;

I

And here upon a yellow eyelid fall'n
'And closed by those who mourn a fnend

in vain.

Not thatnkful that his troubles are no
more.

And me, altho' his fire Is on my face

^

;;;l'"^''ng, he sees not, nor at all can tell

f

\\ hether I mean this day to end myself,

I

Or lend an ear to Plato where he says,

,

II. t men like soldiers may not quit the

I

Allotted by the Gods: but he that holds
J he (.ods are careless, wherefore need he

care

Greatly for them, nor rather phmge at
once,

Being troubled, wholly out of sight, and
smk

'Can I

agai

Seeing wit?

smil

Balmier an

storr

At random
The mount f

slou^

Now toweri

A mountair

withi

All hollow J
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Past earthquake— ay, and gout and stone,

that break

Body toward death, and palsy, death-in-

life,

And wretched age—and worst disease of
all,

These prodigies of myriad nakednesses.

And twisted shapes of lust, unspeakable,

Abominable, strangers at my hearth

Not welcome, harp-les miring ever)' dish,

The phantom husks of something foully

done.

And fleeting thro' the boundless universe,
And blasting the long quiet of my breast
With animal heat and dire insanity?

' IIow should the mind, except it loved
them, clasp

These idols to herself? or do they fly

Now thinner, and now thicker, like the
flakes

In a fall of snow, and so press in, perforce
Of multitude, as crowds that in an hour
Of civic tumult jam the doors, and bear
The keepers down, and throng, their rags

and they

The basest, far into that council-hall

Where sit the best and stateliest of the
land ?

'Can I not fling this horror off me
again,

Seeing with how great ease Nature can
smile,

Balmier and nobler from her bath of
storm,

At random ravage ? and how easily

The mountain there has cast his cloudy
slough,

Now towering o'er him in scrcncst air,

A mountain o'er a mountain,- ay, and
within

All hollow as (he hopes and fears of m^n"'

• But who was he, that in the garden
snared

Picus and Faunus, rustic Gods? a tale
To laugh at—more to laugh at in myself—
For look ! what is it ? there ? yon arbutus
Totters

; a noiseless riot underneath
Strikes through the wood, sets all the taps

quivering

—

The mountain quickens into Nymph and
Faun

;

And here an Oread—how the sun daJights
To glance and shift about her slippery

sides.

And rosy knees and supple roundedness,
And budded bosom-peaks—who this way

runs

Before the rest-A satyr, a satyr, see,

Follows
; but him I proved impossible

;

Twy-natured is no nature : yet he draws
Nearer and nearer, and I scan him now
Beastlier than any phantom of his kind
That ever butted his rough brother-brute
For lust or lusty blood or provender

:

I hate, abhor, spit, sicken at him ; and she
Loathes him as well ; such a precipitate

heel.

Fledged as it. were with Mercurj-'s ankle-

wing,

Whirls hertome : but will she fling herself.

Shameless upon me? Catch her, goat-

foot : nay.

Hide, hide them, million-myrtled wilder-

ness,

And cavern-shadowing laurels, hide ! do
I wish

—

What?- that the bush were leafless? or to

whelm
All of them in one massacre? O ye Gods,
I know you careless, yet, behold, to you
From childly wont and ancient >r^e T call

—

I thought I lived securely as yourselves

—

No lewdness, narrowing envy, monkey-
spite,

life'
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^o madness of ambition, avarice, none •

1^0 larger feast than under plane or pine
With neighbours laid along the grass to

take
'

Only such cups as left us friendly-warm
Affirming each his own philosophy-
Nothing to mar the solder majesties
Of settled, sweet, Epicurean life.

But now it seems some unseen monster lays

I .li
I

"'' ^^''t ^"J filfhy han.ls upon my will
\Vrenching it backward into his; and

spoils

My bliss in being; and it was not great •

I'or save when shutting reasons up in
'hythm,

Or Heliconian honey in living words,
1 o make a truth less harsh, I often grew
Tired of so much within our little life
Or of so little in our little life-
Poor little life that toddles half an hourCrown d with a flower or two, and there

an end

—

And since the nobler pleasure seems to
fade.

Why should I, beastlike as I nnd myself,
NotmanhkeendmyselfP-ourprivilege-
W hat beast has heart to do it ? And what

man,
What Roman would bedragg'd in triumph

thus ?
'

^^ot I
;
not he, who bears one name with

her

Whose death-blow struck the dateless
doom of kings,

Wi.en, brooking not the Tarquin in her
vems.

Spout from ?>.
""!^'"e 'he guiltless air,

I from the ma.den fountain in he;

And from it , ,^^ Commonwealth,
I

which breaks I

As I am breaking now

!

I

'And therefore now
l^et her, that is the womb and tomb of all
C;reat Nature, take, and forcing far apart
Ihose blind beginnings that have made

me man.
Dash them anew together at her will
Thro' all her cycles-into man once more.
Or beast or bird or fish, or opulent flower

,

KiU till this cosmic order everywhere
Shatter'd into one earthquake in one day
Cracks all to pieces, -and that hour

pcrhajis

Is not so far when momentarj' man
Shal seem no morea something to himself,
iHit he, h.s hopes and hates, his homes

and fanes.

And even his bones long laid within the
grave.

The very sides of the grave itself shall
pass,

Vanishing, atom and void, atom and void,
fnto the unseen for ever,-till that hour,My golden work in which I told a truth
Ihat stays the rolling Ixionian wheel.And numbs the Fury's ringlet-snake, ara

plucks

The mortal soul from out immortal hell, I

^hall stand
: ay, surely : then it fails It I

last

And perishes as I must; for O Thou,
I assionles^ bri.ie, divine Tranquillity,

|Uarnd,ner,.y the wisest of the wi';, i

'v;f'^^:'*"fi"^'<hee, being as thou art '

^^•thout one pleasure and without one
pain,

I

"''"''"'' I J^now thou surely must be
(

mine

i
Or soon or late, yet out of season, thus

I

I woo thee roujhly, for thou carest notHow roughly men may woo thee so they
Win— •'

Thus- thus: the soul flies out and dies in
the air.'

And me
the:

Greek, set
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Flowers of
i

their
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Time
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Withthathedrovetheknifeintohisside-iThnt «h« k. .

'~

.e heard him raging, heard ^.TS.'.
^'^^^ ^'^^.^"' '"^'-^"t to win him back, fellShe heard him raging, heard him fall •

ran in,
'

Beat breast, tore hair, cried out upon
herself

As having fail'd in duty to him, shriek'd

on him,

Clasp'd, kiss'd him, wail'd : ho answer'd
' Care not thou !

'

T!.y duty? What is duty? Fare thee
well!'

o*»;o«

THE PRINCESS;
A MEDLEY.

PROLOGUE IT 111
qrRWH V- ,.

jJ"'"'^^"^ together; celts and calumetsSir W alter Viv.an all a summer's day Claymore and snowshoe tovs i !'Gave h.s broad lawns until the set of sun
'

fans
' ^' '" ^'™'

Vp to the people: thither flock'd at
,

Of sandal, amber, ancient rosaries.

His tenets, wi. and child, and ^.Jp'^^Z^;::^:^ZfZ^.
T,, ,, .

clubs

^'Sr'"^
'"°"^"' ""' '^^'^'^

''""
''': i^'es of palm

: and higher on
r\e I,- lT I

the walls,
Of wh,ch he was the patron. I was there I^^t^ixt the monstrous horns of elk andProm college, visiting the son,-the son !

cleer,
"^ '^^ '^"^^

A Walter too,-with others of our set
Five others

: we were seven at Vivian-
place.

And me that morning Walter show'd
the house,

His own forefathers' anns and armour
hung.

And 'this' he said « was Hugh's at
Agmcourt

;

And that was old Sir Ralph's at Ascalon :

^^ "^ '^^ '-^l^otit him '-which he brought,
nn/1 T o 7

_J

Flowers of all heavens, and lovelier than
their names,

Grew side by side
; and on the pavement

l.ny

Carved stoncr of the Abbcy-ruin in the
park.

Huge Ammonites, and the first bon
Time

;

And on the tables every clime and

ics ol

age

and I

Dived in a hoard of tales that dealt with
knights,

Half-legend,
half-historic, counts and

kmgs
Who laid about them at their wills and

died

;

And mixt with these, a lady, one that
arm'd

O

i
A
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i
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III

Her own fair head, and sallying thro' the

gate,

Had i)eat her foes with slaughter from her
walls.

'0 miracle of women,' said the book,
' O noble heart who, being strait-besieged

I3y this wild king to force her to his wish,
Norbent, nor broke, norshunn'd asoldier's

death,

But now when all was lost or seem'd as
lost—

Her stature more than mortal in the burst
Of sunrise, her arm lifted, eyes on fire-
Brake with a blast of trumi^ets from tlie

gate.

And, falling on them like a thunderbolt,
She trampled some beneath her horses'

heels.

And some were whelm'd with missiles of
the wall,

And some were push'd with lances from
the rock.

And part were drown'd within the whirl-
ing brook :

O miracle of noble womanhood !

'

So sang the gallant glorious chronicle

;

And, I all rapt in this, ' Come out,' he
said,

' To the Abbey
: there is Aunt Elizabeth

And sister Lilia with the rest.' We went
(I kept the book and had my finger in it)

Down thro' the park : sliange was the
sight to me

;

For all the sloping pasture murmur'd,
sown

With happy faces and with holiday.
There moved the multitude, a thousand

heads :

The patient leaders of their Institute
Taught them with flicts. One rear'd a

font of stone

And drew, from butts of water on the
sloi-e,

The fountain of the moment, playing now
A twisted snake, and now a rain of pearls.
Or steep-up spout whereon the gilded ball
Danced like a wisp ; and somewhat lower

down
A man with knobs and wires and vials

fired

A cannon
: Echo answer'd in her sleep

From hollow lields : and here were tele-

scopes

For azure views ; and there a group of
girls

In circle waited, whom the electric shock
Dislink'd with shrieks and laughter

:

round the lake

A little clock-work steamer i)addling plied
And shook the lilies : perch'd about the

knolls

A dozen angry models jetted steam :

A petty railway ran : a fire-balloon
Rose gem-like up before the dusky groves
And dropt a fairy parachute and past :

And there thro' twenty posts of telegraph
They flash'd a saucy message to and fro
Between the mimic stations ; so that sport
Went hand in hand with Science ; other-

where

Pure sport : a herd of boys with clamour
bowlVI

And stump'd the wicket ; babies roll'd

aljout

Like tumbled fruit in grass ; and men and
maids

Arranged a country dance, and flew thro'

light

And shadow, while the twangling violin
Struck up with Soldier-laddie, and over-

head

The broad ambrosial aisles of lofty lime
Made noise with bees and breeze from

end to end.
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cln..snt * o ••

Of finest Gothic lighter than a fire, I

^^
'"",td'"

"""''
'' '"'' "^''"'""^ ''"'' ^

Thro' one wide chasm of time anil frost Of old Si'r'i-ni i

they gave ^ , ' '''
'''''^"•' '"' ^'''" "'•'^' '•''"?

The park, the crowd, the house
; but all I

' '\!T^
'"""""'"^

'
"^'^" '^' '''^' "f"

The sward"! trim as any g.nlcn lawn : I

''"'''

'Z^SJ^''
"'' '"^"^'''^^ '''™

And here we lit on Aunt Klizaheih \ i , \ '

A.... Li,i, .,„. ,„o .,,, n„at; "Ik,.,,

'"
:-;„ r""' "" ""''"'" """

1'- «i,h,„,,, .„,«. .„„ „,„ „„, A»uMw„„c;:;'.,,,„,i„,„„„„„,,.,,^
Beside him) « lives there such a woman

now ?

'

l^alph himself,

A broken statue propt against the wall,
As gay as any. J.ilia, wild with sport,
Half child half woman as she was, had

wound
A scarf of orange round the stony helm,
And robed the shoulders in a r.^sy silk
ihat made the old warrior from his ivied

nook

Glow like a sunbeam
: near his tomb a

feast

Shone silver-set
; about it lay the guests.

And there we join'd them : then the
maiden Aunt

Took this fair day for text, an<l from it

preach'd

An universal culture for the crowd
And all things great ; but we, unworthier,

told

Of college
: he had climb'd across the

spikes,

And he had squeezed himself betwixt the
bars,

And he had brcath'd the Proctor's dogs •

and one
'

Discuss'd his tutor, rough to common men,
But honeymg at the whisper of n lord •

And one the Master, as a rogtte in grain
Veneer'd with sanctimonious theory

Quick answer'<l Lilia 'There are thou-
sands now

Such women, but convention beats them
<lown

:

It is but bringing up ; no more than that •

Voujpen have done it: how I hate you
all !

Ah, were I something great ! I wish I
were

Some mighty poetess, I woukl shame you
then,

That love to keep us children ! O I wish
That I were some great princess, I would

build

Far off from men a college like a man's,
And I would teach then all that men are

taught

;

We are twice as quick ! ' And here she
shook aside

The hand thatplay'd the patron with her
curls.

And one said smiling ' Pretty were the
sight

If our old halls could change their sex,
and flaunt

o a

i.

Ill

i!

1

1
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Till- PRIXCE^S,

Will, prudes for proctors, dowagers for
deans,

And sweet girl -graduates in their golden
hair.

I think they should not wear our rusty
gowns, ^

But move as rieh as Emperor-moths, or
Kalj)h

Wl|oshinessointhecorner;yetIfear,
inhere were many Lilias in the brood.
However deep you might embower tlie

nest.

Some boy would spy it.'

c^„
, , , .

^' 'h's "Pon the sward
^hetapt her tiny si'ken-sandal'd foot •

That syour light way ; but I would make
>t death

For any male thing but to peep at us.'

<\\r 1 1
'True,' she saidWe doubt not that. O yes, you miss'.!

I'll stake my ruby ring upon it you did.'

Petulant she spoke, and at herself she
iaugh'd

;A rosebud set with little wilful thorns.And sweet as English air could make her
she :

'

But Walter hail'd a score of names upon
her, '^

And
« petty Ogress.' and 'ungrateful
iuss,'

And swore he long'd at college, only
iong'd, '

All else was well, for she-society.

ta?k'd
'""^ ^'^^>^"'<^keted;they

At wine, in clubs, of art, of politics;
They losthe.r weeks; they vext the souls

01 deans

;

Theyrode; they betted; made a hundred
inends,

And caugh. the blossom ofthe flying termsBut m.ss'd the mignonette of Viian-placc
The httle hc.rth-flower Li.'ia. Thus h^

spoke.

Part banter, part affection.

She held it out
;

and as a parrot turnsUp thro' gilt wires a crafty living e eA dtaes a lady's finger with alfcae;And b,tes^^t for true heart and not 'for

So he with £ilia's. Daintily she shriek'dAnd wrung u
' Doubt my word aga,^-'

he said,
'^

•Comejisten! here is proofthatyou were

We seven stayed at Christmas up to read •And there we took one tutor as to rJaa'The hard-gram'd Muses of the cube and
square

Were out of season
: never m-in T .I,- 1^omouM,,,,„^,„j;;-nIth^

^,°'f"^°"'-'='°i«terseeho'd frosty feetAnd our long walks were stript as iLei
nrooms,

In;2a?,"!ofT.°^"'P^"'^^y--"
i
,f7 '

°f'^". hke as many girls-S.ck for the hollies and the yews ofhome-As many httle trifling Lilias-play'd
Charades and riddles as at Chris'mL here.

A .,,„ ,
^^^ remember'd that •

^P'"!J"^^^;-^'«he thought: she liked

Thaii magic music, forfeits, all the rest

She wonder'd, by themselves?

P«.-^v,> 1 ..
A half-disdain

I e.ch d on the pouted blossom of her lipsAnd Wrilter nnHr1« 1 *
P 'alter nodded at me; '//^ began,



True,' she said,

yt-^s, you miss'd

'on it you did.'

a parrot turns

I' loving eye,

vhh all care,

ft and not for

ily she shriek'd

' word again 1

'

rthat you were

^s up to read
;

r as to read :

the cube and

nan, I think,

s he :

ci frosty feet,

ipt as l)are as

edge you all

ny giris-

''s ofhome

—

-play'd

istmas here,

w/(f/i and

Ih to mouth

lier'd that :

: she liked

the rest,

s did men

ilf-disdain

f her lips :

^ began,
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The rest would follow, each in fnr„ 1 1 „ "~ '

.

each .n turn
;
and But something made to suit with Time and

We forged a sevenfold story. Kind? A r..!,'-'''"' ,

what kind ?
^

^ '^^^^"^ •"'" an'l a Grecian house,

7 ''ilk of college and of ladies' rightsChimeras, crotchets, Christmas solecisms,
heven-headed monsters only made to

kill

Time by the fire in winter.'

' Kill him now.

A feudal knight in silken masquerade
And, yonder, shrieks and strange experi-

incnts

For which the good Sir Ralph had burnt
them all-The tyrant

!
kill him in the me toT' Th"

'"" ^"-
Said Lilia

;
< Why not now ?

' rmaiden "T I
"""''^^

' "<^ ^^""''^ '^^^ him
Aunt oackAunt.

'^yhy not a summer's as a winter's tale?A tale for summer as befits the time.And something it should be to suit the
jilace

Heroic, for a hero lies beneath.
Grave, solemn !

'

Walter warp'd his mouth at this
10 something so mock-solemn, that I

Who told the ' Winter's tale' to do it for
us.

No matter
: we will say whatever comes.

And let the ladies sing us, if they will
From time to time, some ballad or a song
1 o give us breathing-space.'

And the rest follow'd
: and 'thVwomTn

sanglaugh'd
, ^

And Lilia woke with sudden-shrillin^r TilT" '°"^''''' '''''"' °''''^^ ™'^">

mirth
''"''"^ ^'^^ ''""'^'s 'n the pauses of the wind •

An echo like a ghostly woodpecker
^''^'' ^ ^'^^ ^^^ ''°'^' '^"d the songs.

Hid in the ruins
; till the maiden Aunt

(A httle sense of wrong had touch'd her r
face

With colour) turn'd to me with 'As you
will

;

'

Heroic if you will, or what you will,
Or be yourself your hero if you will.'

'Take IJlia, then, for heroine' clam-
our'd he,

'And make her some great Princess, six
feet high,

APRiNCElwas,
blue-eyed.andfairin

face,

Of temper amorous, as the first of May,
With lengths ofyellow ringlets, like a JdFor on my cradle shone the Northern star!

There lived an ancient legend in our
house.

Some sorcerer, whom a far-off grandsire
burntGrand, epic, homicidal

; and be vou R I
The Prince to win her !'

^ Because he cast no shadow, had foretold

' Then follow me, the Prince.' ""^' kno'l"^"'
°' '" "^ ''°°'' ^'^°"''^

lanswer-d, ' each be hero in his turn • Tf,« u , r
Seven and yet one. like shadow in , K^'

^'^'^^^^ f^°"' ^^^ ^"^^^tance, and that
dream.- ^ " "^L . ,/"^^

Heroic seems our Princess as required- P°"'Y°";^
*« %ht with shadows and

1 1 rill

i

i

W-



Jl.ss,
I

'ii'tmi t/K'ir queen.

A'}.sclf loo ],a.l weini seizures. IJeaven
knows wJiat :

» a»i.n

"'" 1:';' "'""
»"" '•*•• - "--A „j:rf;j:t .„

,

'

'"^'

.

,

head cane, ^''W "«= «-;• 'here was a compa..
; ,I,at -v.sAnd paw'd his beard, and n.uUer'd 'cat.. But „ '

I
,

• I'-W.'
'''•"

r"' ">'-^'^ '^he ha<l a will
; ^vas ho ,% mother pitying n,adc a thousand K ,

'•
^"'-^

'

,,
prayers

;

'^""^•'^"'' A"
J '"aKien fancies ; loved lo live aloneSmother was as n,i,d as any saint. ^"""^

'T'^-^'^"^
"^'-n. ..n I ItHalf-canonued by all that look'd ^n her

"'''''

^ogracous was her tact and tendenKss' Th.t • •But mygood father thought a king a^"" J ' '"'jTr^ '" ^''^ ^^^^•^^""«-'« '^om IHe cared not for tlif. ^fi- .• , ,*• S> stood

the mass ^. ""rsn,

!• or judgment. ^^ '"'^^J
J •''"'1 the last, „,y o,l,er heart

Whil rf" ' '^'"""'^^^ ''''^' I '^-l been To^etHl^ ^-'i'iweniov'ed
^^''''%'"^ was yet in bud and blaT

'"'"'' "^ ^"'•'**^'«
^""r "nd eye.

uetroth d '

To on,^aneighbouHng
Princess: she to "^"^^l^^ ^i'^^^- ^ -v n.y

Was proxy-wedded with a bootless calf r°^^ '^^ and troubled like a risingAt e,ght years old
; and still Aom time '

fnfl , \to time '""'^l Inflamed with wrath
: he sfirt,.,!

Came murmurs of her hon.f r
^^^'' "" '"'

^^^^'t.,^:::::^T"^'^r-'--- «.

Comii



^woiin an I,ccs

'w nlijh that I

•"^ w'itJi Alls

•li licr: these

flhc loom
;

>'•'«"<•• IIS wind;

i '»-' tool; the

^<-'l
; thnt ",vas

5 wns he lu

1" Jive aluiiu

I W()iil(| not

;nec ri)om I

'". my two

:<-'n nicnns

I' -starts niul

icr Iienit,

I we moved
r and eye.

saw my

1 rishig

'1 "H l)i.s

it di)wn,

mrp and

Inst he
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That he would send a hundred thousand

men,

And bring her in a whirlwind
: then he

chew'd
The thricctum'd cud of wrath and r • ,

• ""' °"' '

cook'd his spleen,
' ^"""^ " °" ^""'crs, and watch'd it lyinp

Communing with his captains of the war
"'^

»99

Thro' the wild woods that lumg '^^^l
town

;

I'ound a still place, and j.luck'd her like-
ness out

;

bathed
In the green gleam of dewy.iasscllM trees •

At last I spoke. ' My father, let me go
'' "•'^' /^'"''•^'hose fancies? wherefore

It cannot be but some gross error lies v , ,
?' ^'' ''""'^ ^

In this report, this answer of a kin!
'^'"''

"°'^;' ""-" ^'^ ^-^ while I medi-
Whom all men rate as kind and liospi- U . ,

""'

table :

'"'^l" ^ w,d arose and rush'd upon the South.
Or. „,,.,K.. T ... .- .

And shook the songs, the whispers, and
the >;fii-i.il-L-the shrieks

Of the w-ld woods together ; and a Voice
'^^^-''^-.'^r-'I^^llow, follow, thou Shaltwm, *

WhaTe'er"''
' '"^7"'' "^^ ^''"^' °^'' «'=-.VVhateermygnef tofind hcrless than

lame.

May rue the bargain made.' And Florian
said :

'I have a sister at the foreign court ti,Who moves about the Princess
; she', you IJecam"'T f]"''

'''^^' ^^ "^^' '"«n»h
know.

>ou JJccame her golden shield, I stole fromWho wedded witJ. „ i.f court

le, dyine la,e,y, ,rf, her. „. I hear ^"''"T
,""»' "><' '»«> «nd half i„

J nn iririir <-.f ii, ' circad
1
he lady of three castles in that land:

Ihro her this matter might be sifted
clean ' W°thHo7/'''"'^^'''^'"°"-'^^°-''-ksWith Ho

! from some bay-window shake
the night

;

---
. ,1, • , ^ ""'"-'"w snake

And Cy„l „hi,pe,M: .Tal<c „„ wi.h Il„l al
'*

J

yo.l loo.'
'•""

I

""' "" »;»» <!«,« : from the toli„„M

STor;v^«tihr„rzr.::-'ff---.......
truth !

*^''°-^t

Take m«
:
I'll serve you better in a strait

"j'"'' ^'"''
'
""^ ^" ^'^ ^i'tJ^ «nd

I grate on rusty hinges here •
' I,,,/, at ,' . ^''''"S^'

we ourself ' "^^^»

Will crush herprettymaiden fancies dead ^f'^
^^^e "'other-city thick with

'"™.-e,3:h„a..h.o„„.„J.„.„r-.a,pa,.,e.o...h..„,
Put ..,!,„_ il_ . .. .

°'
But when the council broke, I ro-:. and

past
ilis name was Gama; crack'd and small

nis voice,

1

I

KiLr'



r, f
ii

i

|t|i'

peace

came, ^ ])tfccs

:

^^"'

"'he '.^[;r"'
'

^'"" '" "^' ^'""'=«'.
'

^
^'''

"Sf'^
'"'

^' '''" ^'>^' '^^^'''•''' «

Ainnp a snowy I,an<I and signet ffem k '7?'" '"'"'"^•'-I''-i'''>cc which I have
•All honour. We ren.en.lt lov 'our-

'"1 ''''"'"' '^'^^^'« ^'°"'-
= I sal no

selves ^ ---t I'e.ng ,n easy n,an. gave it : „„ jin our sweet youth • thorp fll,l n
'"'•''•'

^^^^^

there d..I a compact All wild to found an University

Jwo;'?T,r^'''^'^'^"^°''-^'^>'''''-r'' 't:;;"''""""'^
""s: they see no

--;;>;;.
H.. her. Prince, with aH .y Kot evX hro.her Arac nor the t

•

^Vi'H n^ Ad, heart: U. there w.J "^^ '-^^ '^"' '^^ '^ ^^^ ^^
\Mdovv,s here upon her

M..'«..„i.„ .;;rs :.:,",«
:,i:j-

«^p«.. k.,„... „,,,, „„„ ,„,.„^,
^ „^,_i'>e woman were an eoui! .Off,

•^'"'^'-'

quets rang • uound ""-

Our dances broke and buz.;d in knots of
'"

"Te^''
' "" ^'^^ ^^ ''-"-s to
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'c the women

ings -I sought

tlicin master

t she bey^j'tl n

lick I have
r

: r said

:ave it

no,

and

iity

he fled
; and

they see no

^r the tw

her, lou:

ins

I [

i!ch lotll to

litmine : I

think mc

letters to

ra!e your

'" 1^'ng

;

iem'd to

irtesies

less (all

'.bride)

friends.

North.

look- -- across
hojjc,

We dnja with evening on a rustic town
'^Jt

.a Mrlc.ning river's cresccnt-curve,
Close at ihf> l>r>.in In r.i ,.,

'

of Kcmenihi

iMaiti

Or Nymph, or Goddess, at high tide „f
feast,

.-.-,...., „.„yr,vcrs crescent-curve,
f,.:„

-. - ...gn u.ie ot
Close at the boundarv of the liberties • r

'

'Hk. e, enter'd an old' hostel, caird mine " '"XV"'
'"^'^*^"' ^^ "'>• fallu.'.

llOst
j

LOUIt.

To council, ],lied hi„, „ itf, j.i, richest
'

^^

'
'"" """''' ''"'' '" l""''''''^-'" ^^''-'alc

Wines,
I

h^^'^ ,

AndshowVUhcIate-writlettersofthekinr.
I

"'
'""S" "' '"^^ ^''"'''^^' « -^ •.'''t lo

He with a long low- sibilation, stare.l Sh""''''''^
"'"•',?''''' with laughter holp

As blank as dca.h in n.arble
; thJ^. We t ^h''. '

'"''' '" ""'"^"
' '"-

«;''^"i"I . ;
•- ™'"^'' • '"'" «'C gave a cMly b, be

Averring it w, s clear against all rule»
^'"''; °" •""""-"' '"°"'"-' "'--^ «• >-!

I'or any man to go- but as his 1

'*""'

IJegan to mellow. ' If the'king, - hTT.id
^"'' '"''"^' "-"'"'^'' °" "^'-' 'il^erties.

Had given us letters, was he bound to Wo f ii •

,

••^Peak ? ^; '^ ^fo^^ d up the river as we rode
H'e king w-ould bear him out ;

' and -^t

"'"
'"i V" '"'''"'"s'^' ^ ^"•'" "''^ ^011^

the last—
'inuat

j,ghts
«»'

The summer of the vine in all his veins ' \^Tr "! ^"""' '''•^•'b-like in copse
'^o doubt that we might make i; wC^j ^::^:f^y

= '»-" - l-tL arch.
,

'"^ ^^'>'le. ' '^''"" -^ \voman-statue rose with winL'«

I

•-''« o"ce had past that way; he h -ard
"" '"" ^""^" ^°^^- ^^^'-g-nst tfc

' 'ler speak
; "I ^^^^'^ '>

^'''''^;«|>;^^;-^nd his housemaid were the
I

2^;;
"^'"'''''^ "^ ^"'' ^J^-'^ering

The land.^he understood, for nales about iLTfr.
°''

'''" ^"^"^'"'^ •'^"^1 t^e rose •

Wa. till'd by women
; all the sw net ' r; ? '

f
°"^ "^ ^'^^'' ^^^ -ghting ',

'''"^Y'^P""
h" «o»g. and careless of the snar.And all the dogs '—

, . ,
But while he jested thus Bv'^u-r f°V ^""^ °^ ^'^"'''^ f«' a sign,A thought^flash'd thro- me which IdoS

! amf EaJtT^'
^^"'°"''' ^'^' ^'''"^^

'^^'"^'•^"^^^'''-^tion and with continent,
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Above an entiy : riding in, we call'd

;

A plump-arm'd Ostleress and a stable
wench

Came running at tlic calJ, and help'd „«
down.

Tl.cn stept a buxom hostess forth, and
sail'd.

Full-blown, before us into rooms which
gave

Upon a pillar'd porch, the bases lost
In laurel

:
her we ask'd of that and tliis,

'

And who were tutors. 'Lady Blanche'
she said,

'And Lady Psyche.' 'Which was
prettiest,

Best-natured?' 'Lady Psyche.' 'Hers
are we,'

One voice, wc cried; and I sat down and
wrote,

In such a hand as when a field of corn
Bows all its ears before the roarin^

East

;

'^

11.

As thro' the land at eve we went,
And phick'd the ripen'd ears,

We fell out, my wife and I,

O we fell out I know not why,
And kiss'd again with tears.

And blessings on the falling out
That all the more endears,

When we fall out with those' wc love
And kiss again with tears !

For when we came where lies the child
\V e lost in other years,

I'here above the little grave,
O there .ibove the little grave,
We kiss'd again with tears.

'

'Three ladies of the Northern empire
pray

Your Highness would enroll them with
your own.

As Lady Psyche's pupils.'

^,. ,
This I seal'd

;

Ihe seal was Cupid bent above a scroll.
And o'er his head Uranian Venus hung
And raised the blinding bandage from his

eyes

:

I gave the letter to be sent with dawn •

And then to bed, where half in doze I
seem'd

To float about a glimmering night, and
watch

A full sea glazed with muffled moonbVht
swell *"

'

On some dark shore just seen that it was
rich.

L_

At break of day the College Portress
came

:

I

She brought us Academic silks, in hue
I

The lilac, with a silken hood to each.
And zoned with gold; and now when

these were on,

And we as rich as moths from dusk cocoons
She, curtseying her obeisance, let us know
Ihe Pnncess Ida waited : out we paced

\

I first, and following thro' the porch that
sang

All round with laurel, issued in a court
Compact of lucid marbles, boss'd with

lengths

Of classic frieze, with ample awnings gay
Betwtxt the pillars, and withgreat urnsof

flowers.

The Muses and the Graces, group'd in
threes,

Enring'd a billowing fountain in the midst •

And here and there on lattice edges lay
Or book or lute; but hastily we past,
And up a flight of stairs into the hall.

There at a board by tome and paper sat,
^V>th two tame leopards couch'd beside

her throne

All .beauty compass'd in a female form
Ihe Pnncess; liker to the inhabitant

'

Uf some clear planet close upon the Sun

11

'It



i-k«**»M','t*ai*«iStf*«*i?W.'
.-«^^i.**M.*^la^Vte^^««*«^^

'^^''^'i^&mssmaamBz.

Than our man's earth; such eyes were in
her head,

And so much grace and power, breathinir
down

From over her arch'd brows, with every
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The tricks, which make ^^Tt^Jw^
that s ->,

'

Some future time, ifso indeed you will,
\ou may with those self-styled our lords

turn ' 71 ''>"y

Lived thro' her to the tips of her IonJ "' ^"
•"!!!""',

'^T^'""'
^^^^^^^^^ scale

hands, ^ ^Mtn scale.

•'°'' '°
n'u^:,';-

^"' '- '" '-^^'. A. .hose hi,,. .,o„, .e e„„so,„„, „f
I ourselves,

Perused the matting; then an officer'We give you welcome: not without
redound

Of use and glory to yourselves ye eon.e.

And that full voice which circles round
the grave.

Will rank you nobly, „,i„g,ed „p ^uh me.
^j;-'^' !

jire the ladies of your land so talP'
\Ve of the court' said Cyril. 'From

the court'

She answer'd, 'then ye know the Prince?'
and he

:

'The climax of his age ! as tho' there wereOne rose m all the world, your Highness
that.

He worships your ideal:' she replied:
\Ne scarcely thought in our own hall to

hear

This barren verbiage, current among men,
L.ght com, the tmsel clink ofcompliment,
^our flight from out your bookless wilds

would seem
As arguing love of knowledge and of

power

;

Vour language proves you still the child
Indeed,

We dream not of him : when we set our
hand

Rose up, and read the statutes, such as
these :

Not for three years to correspond with
home

;

Not for three years to cross the liberties :

iNot for three years to speak with an;
men; '

And many more, which hastily subscribed,
^^tenter'donthe boards: and 'Now'

she cried,
'

'Ve are green wood, see ye warp not. I

-Look, our hall !

Our statues !-not of those that men
desire.

Sleek Odalisques, or oracles of mode,
xNor stunted squaws of West or East ; but

she

That tai^ht the Sabine how to rule, and
she

The foundress of the Babylonian wall,
rheCarian Artemisia strong in war,
IheKhodope, that built the pyramid,
Uel.a, Cornelia, with the Palmyrene
I hat fought Aurelian, and the Roman

brows

Of Agrippina. Dwell with these, and lose
Convention, since to look on noble forms
Makes noble thro' the sensuous organismThn^ which IS higher. O lift your natures

Embrace our aims : work out
dom. Girls,

your free-

I,;



204

f! : iSii

|i

^ii\

W

If

T///^ P/^nVCESS; A MEDLEY.
Knowledge is now no more a fountain

seal'd :

])rink deep, until the habits of the slave,
riie sins of emptiness, gossip and spite
And slander, die. Kettcr not be at all
rhan not be noble. Leave us : you maygo •

lo-day the Lady Psyche will harai,gue
rhe fresh arrivals of the week l,cf(,re •

I'or they press in from all the provinces
And fill the hive.'

She spoke, and bowing waved
Dismissal

: back again we crost the court
o Lady Psyche's

: as we entcr'd in,
Iheresat along the forms, like morning

doves ''

That sun their milky bosoms on the thatchA patient range of pupils ; she herself
'

^.rect behind a desk of satin-wood,
A quick brunette, well-moulded, Hilcon-

cyed.

And on the hither side, or so she look'd,
Of twenty summers. At her left, a child
II shining draperies, hraded like a star

'

Her maiden babe, a double April old
'

Aglaia slept. Wc sat: the Lady
glanced :

Then Florian, but no livelier than the
dame

That whisper'd 'Asses' ears,' among the
sedge,

'My sister.' 'Comely, too, by all that's
fair,'

•Snid Cyril. <Ohush, hush." and she
began,

Raw from the prime, and crushing down
his mate

;

As yet we find in barbarous isles, and hereAmong the lowest

'This world was once a fluid haze of
light,

Till toward the centre set the starry
tides, '

And eddied into suns, that wheeling castIhe planets: then the monster, then the
man

;

Tattoo'd or woadet

,
, . „ Thereupon she took

Abird s-eye-vicwofalhheungraciouspast:
(.lanced at the legendary Amazon
As eml)lematic of a nobler age

;

Appraised the Lycian custom, 'spoke of
those

That lay at wine with Lar and Lucumo :

Kan down the Persian, Grecian, Roman
iine3

Of empire, and the woman's state in each.How far from just ; till warming with her
theme

She fulmined out her scorn of laws Salique
And httle-footed China, touch'd on Maho-

met
With much contempt, and came to

chivalry :

^^'^'=" some respect, ho^^c^er slight, «-as
paid

To woman, superstition all awry •

However then commenced the dawn : a
beam

Had slanted forward, fallen in a land
Uf promise

; fruit would follow. Deeii
indeed,

'

Their debt of thanks to her who first had
dared

To le.ap the rotten pales of prejudice,
Hisyoke their necks from custom, and assert
None lordlier than themselves but that

which made
Woman and man. She had founded;

they must build.
Here might theylearn whatever men were

taught

:

Let them not fear: some said their heads
were less :

Some men's were small; not

She rose u]

Dilating oi

Two head;

heai

Two in the

Two in the

Two phimr

abys

Of science,

Musician,
j:

And everyw

Eart
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who first had
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For often fineness compensated si/o •

' tv,^, 1 1 i , ,
'

i

I3esides the brain was l,ke the hr,,' .nd

'

^^Z
''"'''' ^'^^^''^ °^ ^h°- -re

grew
]> , u

"'

I

With using; thence the n,an's, if more

'

'

tloM^'"'"
"''"''''''''''''''' "'

was more
; ,

»onu.

He took advantage of his strength to be ' t;l,„ i /,
First in the field

: some ages had been lost • i

"^ ^''''' '"'' ''^^'^°"''^ "'^ =
'^-'^

But woman ripen'd earher, and her hfc '

| Parted •\and rlowin^ f i. f i ,Was longer; and albeit their glorious I

'""';,;;"^'' e'"^^'"Sf""-faced welcome,

names
i i> ,„ , i

,

w.=.;«. sc.„„v, ..., ,. .nee J!:s:,r;;;rs;':;:t™-r"^°"
Tl.e „ig„c« i, ,„e ,„e„„e „r ,H, „„„, '

»""
,':;;t""

""'"-" "" "'» «" "»

cried

' My brother !
'

' Well, niy sister.' ' O,'

Nor those horn-handed breakers 'of 'the

glebe,

But Homer, Plato, Verulam ; even so
Wnh woman

: and in arts of government
Elizabeth and others ; arts of war
The peasant Joan and others; arts of

grace

Sappho and others vied with any man :

And, last not least, she who had left her
place.

And bow'd .ter state to them, that they
might grow

To use and power on this Oasis, lapt
In the arms of leisure, sacred from the

blight

Of ancient influence and scorn.

At last
She rose upon a wind of prophecy
l)ilating on the future ;

' everywhere
Two heads in council, two beside the

hearth,

Two in the tangled business of the world.
Two in the liberal offices of life,

Two plummets dropt for one to sound the
abyss

Of science, and the secrets of the mind :

Mu
And

•sician, painter, scul|)tor, critic, mon
:veryw]iere the broad and bounteous i The I

she said,

'What do you here? and in this dress?
and these ?

Why vho are these ? a wolf within the
fold !

A pack of wolves ! the Lord be gracious
to me !

A plot, a plot, a plot, to ruin all
!

'

'^^'o plot, no plot,' he answer'd.
' Wretched boy.

How saw you not the inscription on the
gate,

I.ET NO MAN ENTER IN ON PAIN OF
DEATH?'

' And if I had,' he answer'd, ' who could
think

The softer Adams of your Academe,
O sister. Sirens tho' they be, were such
As chanted on the blanching bones of

men '

' But you will find it otherwise' she said,

'^ou jest: ill jesting with edge-tools!
my \o\v

2,'"''^ '"!.!° ^^^^^^'' ^'"^ O ^^^t 'ron will,

unturnablc, our Head.

Earth
rmcess.'

' Well then. Psyche, take
my life,

ii

i 1

§

\,
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And nail ine like a weasel on a grange
For warning

; bury me beside the gate,
And cut this epitaph above my bones ;'

Here lies a brother by a sister slain.
Allfor il,e common good ofiuomankimi:
'Let me die too,' said Cyril, < having seen
And heard the Lady Psyche.'

, ... .
J struck in :

Albeit so mask'd, Madam, I love the
truth

;

Receive it
; and in me behold the Prince

V our countryman, affianced years ago
To the Lady Ida

: here, for here she was.
And thus (what other way was left) I

came.'

' Sir, O Prince, I have no country

;

none;
If any, this

; but none. Whate'er I was
Disrooted, what I am is grafted here
Affianced, Sir ? love-whispers may 'not

breathe

Within this vestal limit, and howshould I
Who am not mine, say, live : the thunder-

bolt

ILangs silent
; but prepare : I speak ; it

falls.'

'Vet pause,' I said : «for that inscription
there,

I think no more of deadly lurks therein.
Than in a clapper clapping in a garth,

'

To scare the fowl from fruit : if more there
l^e,

If more and acted on, what follows ? war •

Your own work marr'd : for this your
Academe, I

Whichever side be Victor, in the halloo
^^ .11 topple to the trumpet down, and pass
\N ith all fair theories only made to gildA stormless summer.' ' Let the Princess

judge

Of that
'
she said : ' farewell, Sir-and to

you

'Are you that Lady Psyche, ' I rejoin'd,
The fifth in line from that old Florian

\ et hangs his portrait in my father's hall
(1 he gaunt old Baron with his beetle brow
Sun-shaded in the heat of dusty fir^hts)
As he bestrode my Grandsire, ^Wlen he

fell,

|Andallelsefled: wepointtoit, andwe
say.

The loyal warmth of Florian is not cold,
init branches current yet in kindred veins '

i

'Are you that Psyche,' Florian added:
'she

I shudder at the sequel, but I go.'

With whom I sang about the morning
hills,

^

Flung l;all, flew kite, and raced the ])ur.)le
fly.

And snared the squirrel of the glen ? are
you

That Psyche, wont to bind my throbbing
brow.

To smoothe my pillow, mix the foaming
draught

Of fever, tell me pleasant tales, and readMy sickness down to happy dreams ? are
you

That brother-sister P.syche, both in one?
Vou were that Psyche, but what are you

now ?

'

'Vou are that Psyche,' Cyril said, 'for
^\holn

^

I would be that for ever which I seem,
\Voman, if I might sit beside your feet,
And glean your .scatter'd sapience.'

, .
Then once more.

Are you that Lady Psyche,' I began,
I hat on her bridal morn before she past

i'rom all her old companions, when the
king

Kiss'd her pale cheek, declared that
ancient ties

Would still be d

hills

2ar bcyonf' the southera
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That were there any of our people there
In want or peril, there was one to hear
And help them

: look ! for such are these
and I.'

'Are you that Psyche,' Florian ask'd,
' to whom.

In gentler days, your arrow-wounded fawn
Came flymg while you sat beside the well ?

The creature laid his muzde on your lap'
And sobb'd, and you sobb'd with it, and

the blood
Was sprinkled on your kirtle, and you

wept.

That was fawn's blood, not brother's, yet
you wept.

O by the bright head of my little niece,
^ ou were that Psyche, and what are you

now ?

'

'

'Vou are that Psyche,' Cyril said again,
The mother of the sweetest little maid,

IJiat ever crow'd for kisses,'

„. ' Out upon it
!

'

t>he answer'd, 'peace ! and why should I
not play

The Spartan Mother with emotion, be
The Lucius Junius Brutus of my kind ?Hmi jou call great : he for the common

weal,

The fliding politics of mortal Rome,
As I might slay this child, if good need

were,

Slew both his sons : and I, shall I, on
whom

The secular emancipation turns
Of half this world, be swerved from right

to save

A prince, a brother ? a little will I yield
Best so, perchance, for us, and well for

you.

O hard, when love and duty dash ! I fearMy conscience will not count me fleck-
less; yet—

Hear my conditions
: promise (otherwise

207

You perish) as you came, to slip au^7"~
1 0-day, to-morrow, soon : it shall l^esaid
Ihesc women were too barbarous, would

not learn
;

They fled, who might have shamed us •

promise, all.'

What could we else, we promised
each ; and she,

Like some wild creature newly-caged,
commenced

A to-and-fro, so pacing till she paused% Flonan
; holding out her lily arms

Took both his hands, and smiling faintly
said :

'

'I knew you at the first : tho' you have
grow^n

You scarce have alter'd : I am sad and
glad

To see you, Flonan. /give thee to deathMy brother
! ,t was duty spoke, not I.My needful seeming harshness, pardon it.Our mother, is she well ?

'

IT;cf 1, , .
With that she kiss'd

His foi^ehead, then, a moment after, ckmjr
About him, and betwixt them blossom'd

up
From out a common vein of memory
Sweet household talk, and phrases of the

hearth,

And far allusion, till the gracious dews
Began to glisten and to fall ; and while
They stood, so rapt, we gazing, came a

voice,

'I b'-ought a message here from Lad3-
Blanche.'

Back started she, and turning round we
saw

The Lady Blanche's daughter where she
stood,

Melissa with her hand upon the lock.A rosy blonde, and in a college gown.
That clad her like an April dalTodilly
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(Iler n,other-s colour) with her lips apart, JMyself for ^o^^^^^^^T^^^^^^^^T"^^,
And all her thoughts as fair within her not what,

As bottom'arr..t.s sn.n fn „..„„.„,, n„_.
^"' ''fli'-inks,' she answerVl 'Go: we

eyes^

As Ijottom agates seen to wave and float
In crystal currents of clear morning seas.

So stood that same fair creature at the
door.

Then Lady Psyche, ' Ah-Melissa-you .'

^ou heard us?' and Melissa, ' O pardon
me

I heard, I could not help it, did not wish
liut, dearest I.ady, jiray you fear me not,
^or thnik I bear that heart within my

breast,

To give three gallant gcntlunicn to death.' waist

and vine :

'

I

'"'" \'>''^''^: ^^''^'^h'd them, smiling, and

not what.

Thanks,' she answer'd
have been too long

Together
: keep your lioods about the

face
;

They do so that affect abstraction here.
Speak little

; mix not with the rest : and
liold

Vour promise
: all, I trust, may yet be

We turn'd to go, but Cyril took the
child.

And held her round the knees against his
waist.

and vine :

But yet your mother's jealous tenu.era-
nient

—

Let not your prudence, dearest, drowse,
or prove

The Danaid of a leaky vase, for fear
Ihis whole foundation ruin, and I lose
My honour, these their lives. 'Ah, fear

me not

'

Replied Melissa
; 'no -I would not tell,

No, not for all Aspasia's cleverness,
^o, not to answer, Madam, all 'those

hard things

That Sheba came to ask of Solomon.'
' Be it so ' the other, « that 'we s i n.n t,

""''' °^ ^^undrous Epic lil

^^^^

r, that we st.ll may
,

By violet-hooded Doctors, elegies

the child

Push-d her flat hand against his face and
laugh'd

;

An<l thus our conference closed.

And then we stroll'd
tor half the day thro' stately theatres
Bench'd crescent-wise. In each we sat,

we heard
The grave Professor. On the lecture slate
1 he circle rounded under female hands
NVith flawless demonstration: follow'd

then

A classic lecture, rich in sentiment,
N\ Uh scraps of thundrous Epic lilted out

1 he new light up, and culminate in peace,

^
or Solomon may come to Sheba yet

'

Said Cyril, ' Madam, he the wisest man
i;^easted the woman wisest then, in halls
Ut Lebanonian cedar : nor should you
(Tho- madam you should answer, 7uc

would ask)
T*^" welcome find among us, if you came
Among us, debtors for our I

Fyou

lives to you,

And quoted odes, and jewels five-words-
long

That on thestretch'd forefinger of all Time
Sparkle for ever : then we dipt in all
That treats of whatsoever is. the state
The total chronicles ofman, the mind,
Ihe morals, something of the frame, the

rock.

The star, the bird, the fish, the shell, the
nower.
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St, may yet Ijc

St his face anil

i-Jeclnc. chemic laws, and all the rest,And whatsoever can be taught and known

;

111! hke three horses that have broken
fence.

And glutted all n>ght long breast-deep in
corn.

We issued gorged with knowledge, and I
spoke :

;

Why, Sirs, they do all this as well as we '

1 hey hunt old trails ' said Cyril ' vcrv
well

;

'

But when did woman ever yet invent?'

No more^jVom Psyche's lecture, you that

'^"'''''^f;f,''^'"'^'J-'»e
sick, and almost

'O trash -he said, 'but with a kernel in itShould I not call her wise, who made m
wise ?

And learnt Pllearnt more from her in a
Hash,

Than if my brainpan were an empty hullAnd every Muse tumbled a science inA thousand hearts lie fallow in these halls.And round these halls a thousand bab,'
loves ^

Fly twanging headless arrows at the
hearts,

^Vhencejollows many a vacant pang;

Th^'^M""',
'*"' ""'"'''^ '" 'he bigger boy

1
he Head of all the golden-shfL finrirhe long-Innb'd lad that had a Psyche too-

\\ hat hmk you of ,t, Florian ? do I chase
rhesubstanceortheshadowPw^in

-^ ghostly hauntings like his Highness IHatter myself that always everywhere
I know ^the substance when 'l see it

"VCESS; A MEDLEY.
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Are castles shadows? Three of them '?
is she

J^.rr' I^'^P'-'^-'f-^^s a shadow ? If notShall those three castles patch my tatt"!;

^"'"'wLTs'
'''°'" 'h'-^'^ "Sties to my

And dear is sister Psyche to my heartAnd two dear things are one^o^dtuble

'"'"iolr'^'^'^^-'^'^-that
Unmann'd me: then the Doctors! O tonear

TheDoao„, O ,0 „.«ch U. ,h,.„

""'*';„\; »- <" '»i« I though, ,0

Mo.Wa,»„,c, So„l of mincing ,„i„i„^,

Ateo ihos, eyes iha, „er loved l„ meet

lime ' """"« ""I °f

""'
Tet;'"''

''='''"-'"' '"<
For dinner, let us go "

end
'"'^ ^"^ '^

With beauties eveiy shade of brown and

In colours gayer than the morning mist
'
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How might a man not wander from his

wits

Tierced thro' with eyes, but that I kept
mine own

Intent on her, who rapt in glorious
dreams,

The second-sight of some Astrrean age,
Sat compass'd with professors : they, the

while,

IJiscuss'd a doubt and tost it to and fro :

A clamour thicken'd, mixt with inmost
terms

Of art and science : Lady Blanche alone
Of faded form and haughtiest lineaments,

!

With all her autumn tresses falsely brown, I

Shot sidelong daggers at us, a tiger-cat
In act to spring.

At last a solemn grace
Concluded, and we sought the gardens :

there

j

One walk'd reciting by herself, and one
In this hand held a volume as to read
And smoothed a petted peacock down

with that :

Some to P low song oar'd a shallop by.
Or under arches of the marble bridge
Hung, shadow'd from the heat : some hid

and sought

In the orange thickets : others tost a ball
Above the fountain-jets, and back again
With laughter: others lay about the

lawns.

Of the older sort, and murmur'd that
their May

Was passing
; what was learning unto

them ?

They wish'd to marry ; they could rule a
house

;

Men hated learned women : but we three
Sat muffled like the Fates; and often

came
Melissa hitting all we saw with shafts
Of gentle satire, kin to charity, I

That harm'd not : then day droopt ; the
chapel bells

Call'd us : we left the walks ; we mixt
with those

I Six hundred maidens clad in inuest white,

I

Before two streams of light from wall to
I wall,

j

While the great or^^.n almost burst his

! ^
pipes,

Groaning for power, and rolling thro' the
court

A long melodious thunder to the sound
Of solemn psalms, and silver litanies.
The work of Ida, to call down from

Heaven
A blessing on her labours for the world.

iir.

Sweet and low, sweet and low,
Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western sea !

Over the rolling waters go,
Come from the dying moon, and blow
Blow him again to me

;

'

While my little one, while my pretty one
sleeps.

'

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest.

Father will come to thee soon

;

Rest, rest, on mother's breast.
Father will come to thee soon ;

Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west
Under the silver moon :

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one,
sleep.

Morn in the white wake of the mnrnine
star

*'

Came furrowing all the orient into gold.
We rose, and each by other drest with

care

Descended to the courts that lay three parts
In shadow, but the Muses' heads were

touch'd

Above the darkness from their native East.
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There while we stooTb^^^^^^^ZTlT ;

'

and ^vatchM
^°""^' ^°"

"^f
not set your thoughts in rubric

Or seem'd to watch the dancing bubble For whn^"' ,approach'd ^ ""'^' M «' wholesale comment." Pardon lam
Melissa tinged with wan from lack of TI,.f t'^'"''"^sleep,

''•"'^ °f Tlut I must needs repeat for my excuse
Orgrief

andglowingroundherdewyeves ';°l^^^o little graceful: " men "
The circled Iris of a night of tears Lr '

°'' '""
'And fly,, she cried, 'O fly, while yet " AnT'^^f"'

""''''""^ °" *^« ^-d)
you may! ^" "^"^'^ '^^^ '-^"^.-very like men in-My mother knows:' and when I ..k'J a , .tf~
her 'how,' ^ "'•'^^^"^^"'^'h^twomanclosetedforhours ."

' -'^y ''^"l'
'

«l^e wept < my fault ! and yet
"
T'"'

'^''' '^'""^'^"^ "'^^^^ o"t one
not mine

;

" y^-H by one,

Yet mine in part. O hear me, pardon I

" ^^'^

V^T~T~'"'" =

" ^ ^^"'I'ler'd :

me. ' ^"""on

,

«< ^nd you know it."

My mother, 'tis her wont from night to
" ^

't
""' "°''''"^'" ^ ^^'^ = " And she

night *" knows too,

ShV' '\u''^
''^^'^'^^ ^"'^ h" side. r"^ 'cL'°^!^^''

•'•"
^° '"^ '"^'her

She says the Princess should have been 'th. » m
'^

„ 'he Head,
'^^" ^^e truth at once, but with no word from

Herself and Lady PsvchPth^* ^^ '

Ana ^^^ ^riflrS^h" "- - -. -n *e ,„. .

Hers more than half the students?all the'
'°

fl

"'^ '''' '^ ^^-^' -"^ therefore
love. "y •

And so last night she fell to canvass you •

^"' ''''^ ""' ""^'^ ^°"^ P^^'^^" "^ you go.

'

//^countrywomen -she did not envyher" 'Wh.t ."Who ever saw such wild barbarians ? u f;?°"' '^''' Melissa, for a
Girls ?-more like men '" md .T^L L- , ^^"^^^^

^^
words the snak::

'

'

''"f"' ^f'
-^ '^^'^ °-' ^^-h again •

My secret, seem'd to stir within L. '"an wear **
*

, ,

'--t;
"'"^^

"^J,';r/"'?'^^»er blush our lives away.
And oh. Sirs, could I Help it, but my^" Xtn"'

^ '°^ ^^ ^^^ -^ ^n

Began to burn and burn, and her lynx eye In'.f"^"''r'
^"'^ '°'"' "^^^^'^ Angel speak

lo fix and make me hotter, tin she
" '°'"

f "^' "They mounted, Gany-
laugh 'd : ,

medes, '

" O marvellously modest maiden, you • W,!T^t' ^'^'"'' °" 'he second morn."
Men

!
girls, like men I why, if tkJyLd Wl 1^3 ""1^ '^^^ "--'

'
'men I why, if they had To yield

le into wax

r

f

t li
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Melissa shook her (loul.tful curls, and Not like your Princess cranimM with

„ ^^""Ch'
I

erring pride,
He .scarce would prosper. ' Tell us,' Nor like poor Psyche Nvh„n, she drags in

rlorian ask d,
'"

' IIow grew this feud betwixt the right

and left.'

'Olong ago,' she said, 'betwixt these

two

Division smoulders hidden ; 'tis my
mother.

Too jealous, often fretful as the wind
Pent in a crevice : much I bear with her :

I never knew my father, but she says

tow.'

'The crane,' I said, 'may chatter of
the crane,

The dove may murmur of ihe dove, but I
An eagle clang an eagle to the .

\ here.
My princess, O my princess i true she

errs,

But in her own grand w.iy : being herself
Three times more noble than three score

((iod help her) she was wedded to a fool ; I of men.
And still she rail'd against the state of She .sees herself in every woman else,

^^'"S^- And so she wears her error like a crown
She had the care of Lady Ida's youth. To blind the truth and me : for her andAnd from the Queen's decease she brought her,

'

her up

But when your sister came she won the

heart

Of Ida : they were still together, grew

Ifeljes are they .; hand ambrosin, mix
The nectar

; but—ah bhc—whene'er she
moves

The Samian Here rises and she spcak.s
(For so they said themselves) inosculated; A Memnon smitten with the inorninL'
Consonant chords that shiver to one note

;

One mind in all things : yet my mother
still

Affirms your Psyche thieved her theories.

And angled with them for her pupil's

love :

She calls her plagiarist; I know not

what :

But I must go : I dare not tarry,' and
light,

As flies the shadow of a bird, she fled.

Then murmur'd Florian gazing after

her,

'An open-hearted maiden, true and pure.
If I could love, why this were she : how

pretty

Her blushing was, and how she blush'd

again,
i

As if to close with Cyril's random wish :

Sun.'

So saying from the court we paced, and
gain'd

The terrace ranged along the Northern
front.

And leaning there on a.se balusters, high
Above the empurpled chami)nign, drank

the gale

That blown about the foliage underneath,
And sated with the innumerable ro.sc,

Beat balm upon our eyelids. Hither came
Cyril, and yawning 'O hard task,' he

cried
;

' No fighting shadows here ! I forced a
way

Thro' solid opposition crabb'd and
gnarl'd.

Better to clear prime forosts, heave and
thump

\
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•

' pause.Than hammer at this reverend gentle
woman,

f knockM and, bidden, entcr'd
; found

her there

At point to move, and settled in her eyes
The green malignant light of cominc

storm.

Sir, I was courteous, every phrase well-
oil'd,

As man's could be; yet mai.len-meek I
pray'd '

I find you here but in the second place
Some say the third-the authentic found-

ress you.
I offer boldly: we will seat you highest:
^^'nkat„ advem

: help my prince to
gam

"is rightful bri.le, and here I promise youSome palace in our land, where you shall
reign

Hie head and heart of all our fair she-
world,Concealment: she deman<],>,l «i,^ L ,

'^'

clunandcd .ho we And your great name flow on with broad
And why we came ? I fable.l nothing fair
15ut, your example pilot, told her all
Up went the hush'd amaze of hand and

eye.

But when I dwelt upon your old affiance
She answer'd sharply that I talk d astrav'
I urged the fierce inscription on the gateAnd our three lives. True - we had Hmed

ourselves

ening lime
For ever." Well, she balanced this a

little.

And tol.i me she would answer us to-dav
Meantime be mute : thus much, nor more

I gained.'

He ceasing, came a message from the
Head.

'That .afternoon the Princess rode to takeWith open eyes, and we must take the Thel,l7"T-^'
''""''=" ''"^'-^'^ ^^

chance.
I A^ ,1' ""^ '^'-'"'•'^'n strata to the North.

But such extremes, I told her, well might
harm

The woman's cause. "Not more than
now," she said,

"So puddled .as it is with favouritism "

I tried the mother's heart. Shame mi.rht
befall

"

Melissa, knowing, saying not she knew •

ller answer was "Leave me to deal with
that."

I spoke of war to come and many deaths
And she replied, her duty w ;% ^"r' ^I^'"

''

''^r
'° '''' ''^PP°'"^^'^ '--.

And duty duty, clear of co:;l:en e^
'

" '"^T^' ^° ^^^^ ^^^'^^ - -nt.And duty duty, clear of consequences
I grew discouraged. Sir; but since I

knew
No rock so hard but that a little wave
May beat admission in a thousand years

\\ouldwegowithher? we should lind
the land

Worth seeing
; and the river made a fid!

Out yonder:' then she pointed on to
where

A double hill ran up his furrowv forks
t-cyond the thick-leaved plata'ns of the

vale.

Agreed to, this, the day fled on thro'
all

Its range of duties to the appointed hour.

She stood

Among her maidens, higher by the head,
Her back against a pillar, her foot on oneOf those tame leopards. Kittenlike he

roll'd

1
'

I

;'! m

t' »
r>', It
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And rewpaw'd about her sandal.

near;

I gazed. On a sudden my strange seizure

came
Upon me, the weird vision of our house :

The Princess Ida seem'd a hollow show,
Her gay-furr'd cats a painted fantasy.

Her college and her maidens, empty
masks,

All he prefigured, and he could not see

Tlie bird of passage flying south but
long'd

To follow : surely, if your Highness keep
Your purport, you will shock him ev'n to

d(;ath,

Or baser courses, children of despair.'

Poor boy,' she said, 'can he not read
—no books ?

And I myself the shadow of a dream,
For all things were and were not. Yet I

j

Quoit, tennis, ball-no games ? nor deals
felt

I

in that
My heart beat thick with passion and with

;
Which men delight in, martial exercise ?

awe

;

Then from my breast the involuntary sigh

Brake, as she smote me with the light of

eyes

That lent my knee desire to kneel, and
shook

My pulses, till to horse we got, and so

Went forth in long retinue following up
The river as it narrow'd to the hills.

I rode beside her and to me she said :

• O friend, we trust that you esteem'd us

not

Too harsh to your companion yestermorn
;

Unwillingly we spake.' 'No—not to

her,'

I answcr'd, * but to one of whom we spake
Your Highness might have seem'd the

thing you say.'

'Again?' she cried, 'are you ambassa-
dresses

From him to me? we give you, being
strange,

A license : speak, and let the topic die,'

I stammer'd that I knew him—could
have wish'd

—

' Our king expects—was there no precon-
tract?

There is no truer-hearted—ah, you seem

To nurse a blind ideal like a girl,

Methinks he seems no better than a
girl

;

As girls were once, as we ourself have
been :

We had our dreams
; perhaps he mixt

with them :

We touch on our dead self, nor shun to

do it,

Being other—since we learnt our meaning
here.

To lift the woman's fall'n divinity

Upon an even pedestal with man.'

She paused, and added with a

haughtier smile

'And as to precontracts, we move, my
friend.

At no man's beck, but know ourself and
thee,

O Vashti, noble Vashti ! Summon'd out

Sh'j kept her state, and left the drunken
king

To brawl at .Shushan underneath the

palms.'

'Alas your Highness breathes full

East,' I said,

'On that which loans to you. I know
the Prince,
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I prize his truth : and then how

worl
vast a

To assail this gray preeminence of man '

Vou grant me license; might I use it?
think

;

Ere half be done perchance your life may
fail

;

Then comes the feebler heiress of your
plan,

And takes and ruins all ; and tlnis your
pains

215

More liserable than she that has a son
nd sees him err : nor would we work

for fame

;

Tho' she perhaps might reap the applause
of Great,

Who learns the one rou STO whence after-
hands

May move the world, tho' she herself effect
But little

: wherefore up and act, norshrink
I'or fear our solid aim be dissipated
By frail successors. Would, indeed, we

t mifcnt 1 ii.cad that Of g.ants livmg, each, a thousand yearsyou.

With only Fame for spouse and your great
deeds

For issue, yet may live in vain, and miss,
Meanwhile, what every woman counts her

due,

Love, chi'dren, happiness?'

— *y 1 *•*'"' i*>ilt4iiVi will ^

That we might see our own work out, and
watch

The sandy footprint harden into stone.'

I answer'd nothing, doubtfid in myself
Ifthat strange Poet-princess with her grand
Imagmations might at all be won.Anri ci,„ !• ,, ' ' " ""- ""tjiii ui au oe won.

thoughts
' Peace, you young savage of the Northern

wild!

What
! tho' your Prince's love were like « v^ 1 w
a God's,

^° ''°"''' '''' ^^^"^ ^ J^'n^ of monster

Have we not made ourself the sacrifice ? We are'usTtn fhnt rVou are bold indeed
: we are not talk'd

'

thh
''°'"'"' "^ ^'"

to thus

:

Ir '4
"

1

Vet will we say for children, would they
|

'
taboo

'''°"' """" South-sea-isle

Like field-flowers everywhere ! we like '

fn' W^V^" ^''T'"'"'
*"""

'° ^"

them well : Y"
^'^^' '''''"^' ^^'V ^^^w not, cannot

But children die; and let me tell vnn m,-l ir ^"?^^

die; I

S'^e them surer, quicker

They with the sun and moon renew their ok .t J ° T
lig],t

^ ^^ '^ ""• e"'^ «ere less achievable

For ever, blessing those that look on them Of
''°'' "PP'^'^"^^^^' *^^" ^y single act

Children-thatL may pluck tlltm We rrf:':^^
'''''' "^ ''''''

-- '-- ' ^ ^^'^'^': ^^ piompt to spring against the
pikes,

r down the fiery gulf as talk of it,

o compass our dear sisters' liberties.'

I

'
i
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She bow'd as if to veil a noble tear ; Encarnalize their spirits : yet we knowAnd up we came to where the river sloped
To plunge in cataract, shattering on black

blocks

A breadth of thunder. O'er it shook the
woods,

And danced the colour, and, below, stuck For many weary moons before we came.

Knowledge is knowledge, and this matter
hangs

:

Howbeit ourself, foreseeing casualty.

Nor willing men should come among us,

learnt,

out

The bones of some vast bulk that lived

and roar'd

Before man was. She gazed awhile and
said,

' As these rude bones to us, are we to her
That will be.' ' Dare we dream of that

'

I ask'd,

' Which wrought us, as the workman and
his work,

That practice betters?' 'How,' she
cried, 'you love

The metaphysics ! read and earn our prize,

A golden broach : beneath an emerald
plane

Sits Diotima, teaching him that died
Of hemlock

; our device ; wrought to the

life;

She rapt upon her subject, he on her

:

For there are schools for all.' • And yet

'

I said

' Methinks I have not found among them
all

One anatomic' • Nay,wethought of that,

'

She answer'd, • but it pleased us not : in

truth

iit MA

This craft of healing. Were you sick,

ourself

Would tend upon you. To your question
now,

Which touches on the workman and his

work.

Let there be light and there was light :

'tis so :

For was, and is, and will be, are but is
;

And all creation is one act at once,

The birth of light : but we that are not all,

As parts, can see but parts, now this, now
that.

And live, perforce, from thought to

thought, and make
One act a phantom of succession : thus
Our weakness s. aehow shapes the shadow,

Time
;

But in the shadow will we work, and
mould

The woman to the fuller day.'

She spake
With kindled eyes : we rode a league

beyond.

And, o'er a bridge of pinewood crossing,

came
We shudder but to dream our maids On flowery levels underneath the crag,

should ape Full of all beauty. 'O how sweet ' I said
Those monstrous males that carve the (For I was half-oblivious of my mask)

hvmg hound, . To linger here with one that loved us.'
And cram him with the fragments of the

grave,

Or in the dark dissolving human heart.

And holy secrets of this microcosm,
Dabbling a shameless hand with shame-

ful jest.

Yea,'

She answer'd, 'or with fair philosophies

That lift the fancy ; for indeed these fields

Are lovely, lovelier not the Elysian lawns,

Where paced the Demigods of old, and
saw

The soft
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The soft white vapourstreak the crowned
towers

Built to^the^Sun. the. turn., to her

^

Pitch our pavilion here upon the sward •

Layout the viands.' At the word 1'
raised ' -^

A tent ofsatin, elaborately wrought

ItL '""''^"""P^^'-^^'-

Ensirt with Lny a florid maiden-cheek
Ihewonjan-conquerorjwomanconque'd

The beaSed Victor of ten-thousand
nymns,

Andallthemenniourn'dathisside:butwe
Set forth to cli.b; then, climbing, c;:il

With Psj-che, with Melissa Florian I

rocks,
^

Many a light foot shone like a jewel set

I"''-^'-kcrag:andtheni?unS,
^\'e wound '

About the cliffs, the copses, out and in I"^.n^enngand Clinking, chatterings::,

""'

''Z.'T-''-'''
-"^ -^^ -^

Amygdaloid and trachyte, till the Sun

andtn
'°'''"'''' ^'' '^'''^' ""^^ ^'^"'

The rosy heights came out above the
lawns.

IV.

The splendour falls on ca.stle wallsAnd .,no,vy,unmms old,n story .

•

And thJ'^M
•''•'•'" ^"°-^^ '•«'-'<-.

ri„„ . ,

''''''^ cataract leaps in clorv
Wow.buge,b,ow,set.hew.ldechoesS;,.

'

dSng.
"'^^"^ "'•'•"• ''^'"^.' d^ing,

O hark O hear -how thin and dear,And thmner. clearer, farther going!O sweet and far from cliff and scnr
Ihe horns of Elfiand faintly blowing -

Bow.letushearthepnrpleglens^epi; f:

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
i hey fa,nt on hill or field or river:Our echoes roll from sold to soulAnd grow for ever and for ever

'THEREsinksthenebulous
star we call

the Sun,
If that hypothesis of theirs be sound

'

';^^dUa;
' let t,s down and rest; 'and weDown fron. the lean and wrinkled preci-

pices,

% every coppice-feather'd chasm and
cleft,

I^ropt thro- the ambrosial gloom to where
below

fam;ff-rr'''"'';^^'°^'-^^'°™-*°"^thetenti^am,)-ht from the inner. Once she lean'd
on me.

Descending; once or twice she lent her
hand,

And blissful palpitations in the blood,
Stirring a sudden transport rose and fell.

But when we planted level feet, and dipt
Beneath the satin dome and enter'd in
Ihere leaning deep in broider'd down we

sank

Oi.r elbows: on a tripod in the midstA grant flamerose, and before usglow'd
Fruit, blossom, viand, amber wine, and

gold.

Then she, ' Let some one sing to us •

bghtlicr move
The minutes fledged with music: 'and a

. i

I

1
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Of those beside her, smote her harp, and

sang.

' Tears, idle tears, I know not what
they mean.

Tears from the depth of some divine
despair

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes.
In looking on the happy Autumn-fields,
And thinking of the days that are no more.

' Fresh as the first beam glittering on a
sail.

That brings our friends up from the under-
world,

Sad as the last which reddens over one
That sinks with all we love below the

verge
;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

Answer'd the Princess, ' If indeed there
haunt

About the moulder'd lodges of the Past
So sweet a voice and vague, fatal to men,
Well needs it we should cram our ears with

wool

And so pace by : but thine are fancies
hatch'd

In silken-folded idleness
; nor is it

Wiser to weep a true occasion lost.

But trim our sails, and let old bygones be.
While down the streams that float us each

and all

To the issue, goes, like glittering bergs of
ice.

Throne after throne, and molten on the
waste

Becomes a cloud : for all things serve
their time

Ah sad ind «trnnrr • 1
,

^^^'^^^^^ that great year of equal mightsAn, sad and strange as m dark sum- and rights,
'""' ''''''"'

'
No-^ ^vo"l'l I fight with iron laws, in theThe earliest pipe of half-awaken'd birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes
The casement slowly grows a glimmering

square

;

So sad, so strange, the days that are no
more.

Found golden : let the past be past ; let be
Their cancell'd Babels : tho' the rough

ke.x break

The starr'd mosaic, and the beard-blown
goat

<Dearasremember'dkissesafterdeath,|"'"'Tp,f
^''^'"'^"' '""^ ^''' '^'^^^

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy Their monstrous idols, care not while we

end

feign'd

On lips that are for others ; deep as love,
Deep iio first love, and wild with all regret

;

O Death in Life, the days that are no
more.

'

She ended with such passion that the
tear.

She sang of, shook and fell, an erring
pearl

Lost in her bosom : but with some dis-
dain

hear

A trumpet in the distance pealing news
Of better, and Hope, a poising eagle,

burns

Above the unrisen morrow : ' then to me

;

' Know you no song of your own land,'

i she said,

'Not such as moans about the retrospect.
But deals with the other distance and the

hues

Of promise; not a death's-head at the
wine.'

Then

m;
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indeed there

are fancies

rj/£ p/^mcEss; A ~mIdI^,
ihen I remember'd one myself had ToT^TT^r '

made,
^

L P/'"/f' brief is life but love is long,
Whattimel watch'd the swallow winginJ An.l

'^''^'^^'""^^^"'"•"er in the North,
south

^'"g'ng And bnef the moon of beauty in the
From mine own land, part made long'

^°"'^

smce^ and part
| O Swallow, flying from the golden

woods
Now while I sang, and maidenlike as farAs I could ape their treble, did I sing.

'^
sluth""''

^^'"°^^' '^>''"g. %ing

FJy to her, 'and fall upon her gilded
eaves,

And tell her, tell her, what I tell to thee.

woods,
FJy to her, and pipe and woo her, and

make her mine,
And tell her, tell her, that I follow thee.'

'
O tell her. Swallow, thou that knowest

each.

That bright and fierce and fickle is the
South,

And dark and true and tender is the North.

' O Swallow, Swallow, ifI could follow,
and light

Upon her lattice, I would pipe and trill,And cheep and twitter twenty million
loves.

•O were I thou that she might take me
m,

And lay me on her bosom, and her heartWould rock the snowy cradle till I died.

' '^^'^y Jingereth she to clothe her heart
with love,

Delaying as the tender ash delays
To clothe herself, when all the woods are

green ?

'O tell her, .Swallow, that thy brood is
flown :

Say to her, I do but wanton in the South,
But m the North long since

Like he Ithacensian suitors in old time.
Stared w.th great eyes, and laugh'd with

alien lips,

And knew not what they meant ; for stillmy voice

Rangfalse:butsmiling -Not for thee,'
she said,

'OBulhuI, anyroseofGulistan
ShalUnirstherveil:

marsh-divers, rather,
maid, '

Shall croak thee sister, or the meadow-
crake

Grate her harsh kindred in the grass : and
this

WeTn':7°""'°^'^^-''"^'^''"y friend,
^^'^^^^'^^l^^'^n^ flight: they mind us of

the time

When we made bricks in Egypt. Knaves
are men,

That lute and flute fantastic tenderness,
And dress the victim to the offering up.And paint the gates of Hell with Paradise,And play the slave to gain the tyranny.
Poor soul I had a maid of honour once;
She wept her true eyes blind for such a

one,

A rogue of canzonets and serenades
1 Inv,^,I h.. p^,^^g ,

dead.
ith her. She is

made.
my nest is

I

So they blaspheme the muse! But great
is sonirsong

w

\

1
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Used to great ends : ourself have often

tried

Valkyrian hymns, or into rhythm have
dash'd

The passion of the prophetess ; for song
Is duer unto freedom, force and growth
Of spirit than to junketing and love.

Love is it ? Would this same mock-love,
and this

Mock-Hymen were laid up like winter
bats,

Till all men grew to rate us at our worth,
Not vassals to be beat, nor pretty babes
To be dandled, no, but living wills, and

sphered

Whole in ourselves and owed to none.
Enough

!

But now to leaven play with profit, you,
Know you no song, the true growth of

your soil,

That gives the manners of your ccjuntry

women ?

'

El

She spoke and turn'd her sumptuous
head with eyes

Of shining expectation fixt on mine.
Then while I dragg'd my brains for such

a song,

Cyril, with whom the bell-mouth'd glass
had wrought.

Or master'd by the sense of sport, began
To troll a careless, careless tavern-catch
Of Moll and Meg, and strange experiences
Unmeet for ladies. Florian nodded at

him,

I frowning; Psyche flush'd and wann'd
and shook

;

The lilylike Melissa droop'd her brows;
'Forbear,' the Princess cried ; 'Forbear

Sir' I;
And heated thro' and thro' with wrath

and love,

I smote him on the breast ; he started up
;

There rose a shriek as of a city sack'd
;

Melissa clamour'd 'Flee the death; ' 'To
horse'

Said Ida
; 'home ! to horse ! ' and fled, as

flies

A troop of snowy doves athwart the dusk.
When some one batters at the dovecote-

doors,

Disorderly the women. Alone I stood
With Florian, cursing Cyril, vext at heart,
In the pavilion : there like parting hopes
I heard them passing from me: hoof by

hoof.

And every hoof a knell to my desires,

Clang'd on the bridge ; and then another
shriek,

'The Head, the Head, the Princess, O
the Head !

'

For blind with rage she miss'd the plank,
and roll'd

In the river. Out I sprang from glow to

gloom :

There whirl'd her white robe like a
blossom'd branch

Rapt to the horrible fall : a glance I gave,
Xo more; but woman-vested as I was
Plunged

; and the flood drew
; yet I

caught her; then

Oaring one arm, and bearing in my left

The weight of all the hopes of half the
world.

Strove to buffet to land in vain. A tree
Was half-disrooted from his place and

stoop'd

To drench his dark locks in the gurgling
wave

Mid-channel. Right on this we drovL'

and caught.

And grasping down the boughs I gaia'd
the shore.

There stood her ma.dens gliiumcringly
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In the 1
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In the hollow bank. One reaching
forward drew

My burthen from mine arms ; they cried
'she lives :'

They bore her back into the tent : but I,

So much a kind of shame within me
wrought,

Not yet endured to meet her opening eyes,
Nor found my friends ; but push'd alone

on foot

(For since her horse was lost I left her
mine)

Across (he woods, and less from Indian
craft

Than beelike instinct hiveward, found at

length

The garden portals. Two great statues,

Art

And Science, Caryatids, lifted up
A weight of emblem, and betwixt were

valves

Of open-work in which the hunter rued
His rash intrusion, manlike, but his brows
Had sprouted, and the l)ranchcs thereupon
Spread out at top, and grimly spiked the

gates.

A little space was left between the horns,
Thro' which I clamber'd o'er at top with

pain,

Dropt on the sward, and up the linden

walks.

And, tost on thoughts that changed from
hue to hue,

Now poring on the glowworm, now the
star,

I paced the terrace, till the Bear had
wheel'd

Thro' a great arc his seven j-.'ow suns.

A step
Of lightest echo, then a loftier form
Than female, moving thro' the uncertain

gloom,

Disturb'd me with the doubt ' if this were
she,'

But it was Florian. 'Hist O Hist,' he
said,

' Th.7 seek us : out so late is out of rules.
Moreover " seize the strangers" is the cry.
How came you here?' I told him : '1'

said he,

' Last of the train, a moral leper, I,

To whom none spake, half-sick at heart,
return'd.

Arriving all confused among the rest
With hooded brows I crept into the hall,
And, couch'd behind a Judith, underneath
The head of Holofernes peep'd and saw.
Girl after girl was call'd to trial : each
Disclaim'd all knowledge of us : last of all,

Melissa
: trust me. Sir, I pitied her.

She, qucstion'd ifsheknewusmen, at first

Was silent
; closer prest, denied it not :

And then, demanded if her mother knew,
Or Psyche, she affirm'd not, or denied :

From whence the Royal mind, familiar
with her,

Fasily gather'd cither guilt. She sent
For Psyche, but she was not there; shecall'd
For Psyche's child to cast it from the

doors
;

She sent for Blanche to accuse her face to

face
;

Andlsliptout
:
but whither will you now?

And where are Psyche, Cyril? both are
fled

:

W^hat, if together ? that were not so well.
Would rather we had never come ! I dreail
His wildness, and the chances of the dark.'

* And yet,' I said, ' you wrong him more
than I

That struck him : this is proper to the
clown,

Tho' smock'd, or furr'd and purpled, still

the clown.

)\

\

« Si

11
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To harm the thing that trusts him, and to

shame
That which he says he loves : for Cyril,

howe'er

He deal in frolic, as to-night—the song
Miglit have been worse and sinn'd in

grosser lips

Beyond all pardon—as it is, I hold
These flashes on the surface are not he.
lie has a solid base of temperament :

But as the waterlily starts and slides

Upon the level in little puffs of wind,
Tho' anchor'd to the bottom, such is he.

Eight daughters of the plough, stronger
than men,

Huge women blowzed with health, and
wind, and rain.

And labour. Each was like a Druid rock
;

Or like a spire of land that stands apart

'

Cleft from the main, and wail'd about
with mews.

Scarce had I ceased when from a
tamarisk near

Two Proctors leapt upon us, crying,
' Names :

'

He, standing still, was clutch'd ; but I

began

To thrid the musky-circled mazes, wind
And double in and out the boles, and race
By all the fountains : fleet I was of foot :

Before me shower'd the rose in flakes
;

behind

I heard the puff'd pursuer ; at mine ear
Bubbled the nightingale and heeded not.

And secret laughter tickled all my soul.

At last I hook'd my ankle in a vine.

That claspt the feet of a Mnemosyne,
And falling on my face was caught and

known.

Then, as we came, the crowd dividing
clove

An advent to the throne : and therebeside.
Half-naked as if caught at once from bed
And tumbled on the purple footcloth, lay
The lily-shining child ; and on the left,

Bow'd on her palms and folded up from
wrong,

Her round white shoulder shaken with
her sobs,

Melissa knelt ; but Lady Blanche erect
Stood up and spake, an affluent orator.

thus, O Princess, in old

They hak'd us to the Princess where
she sat

Highinthehall
: above herdroop'dalamp.

And made the single jewel on her brow
Burn like the mystic tire on a mast-head,
Prophet ofstorm : ahandmaid on each side

Bow'd toward her, combing out her long
black hair

Damp from the river
; and close behind And partly that I hoped to wmyou bad.

^^^ ^'^^^^
' And partly conscious of iny own deserts.

It was no

days :

You prized my counsel, lived upon my
lips :

I led you then to all the Castalies
;

I fed you with the milk of every Muse

;

I loved you like this kneeler, and you i^e
Your second mother

: those were gracious
times.

Then came yc-ur new friend : you began
to change

—

I saw it and grieved—to slacken and to
cool

;

Till taken with her seeming openness
You turn'd your warmer currents all to

her.

To me you froze : this was my meed for

all.

Yet I bore up in part from ancient love.
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And panly that you were my civil head.
And chiefly you were born for something

great,
*•

In which I might your fellow-worker beWhen time should serve ; and thus a noolc
scheme

Grew up from seed we two long since had
sown

;

I

In us true growth, in her a Jonah's gourd,
Lp m one night and due to sudden sun •

'

VVe took this palace ; but even from the
first

You stood in your own light and darken'd
mme.

What student came but that you planed
her path

To Lady Psyche, younger, not so wise,
jA foreigner, and I your countrywoman,
i

I your old friend and tried, she new in all
^

'

But still her lists were swell'd and mine
were lean

;
i

Yet I bore up in hope she would be
known ;

Then came these wolves : tliey knew her:
they endured,

Long-closeted with her the yestermorn,
1o tell her what they were, and she to

hear :

And me none told : not less to an eye
like mine,

A lidless watcher of the public weal
Last night, their mask was patent] and

my foot

Was to you : but I thought again : I fear'd
To meet a cold "We thank you, we shall

hear of it

From Lady Psyche : " you had gone to her,
bhe told, perforce ; and winning easy

grace.

No doubt, for slight delay, remain'd
among us

la our young nursery still unknown, the
stem
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Less grain than touchwood, while my
1 honest heat

I

Were all miscounted as malignant haste

,

io push my rival out of place and power
I

but pul)lic use required she should be
known

;

And since my , ^th was ta'en for public
use,

I broke the letter ofit to keep the sense.
I spoke not then at first, but watch'd

them well.

Saw that they kept apart, no mischief
done

;

And yet this day (tho' you should hate
me for it)

I came to tell you ; found that you had
gone,

Kidd'n to the hills, she likewise : now I
thought,

'

That surely she will speak; if not, then I •

UKl she ? These monsters blazon'd what
they were,

According to the coarseness of their kind
I-or thus I hear; and known at last (my

work) ^ '

And full of cowardice and guilty shame,
I grant m her some sense of shame, she

flies
;

And I remain on whom to wreak your
rage,

I, that have lent my life to build up yours,
I that have wasted here health, wealth,

and time,

And talents, I-you know it-I will not
boast ;

Dismiss me, and I prophesy your plan.
Divorced from my experience, will be

chaff

For every gust of chance, and men will sayWe did not know the real light, but
chased

The wisp that flickers where no foot can
tread.

'

.: II
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She ceased : the Princess answer'd
coldly, ' Good ;

Your oath is broken : we dismiss j^ou : go.

For this lost lamb (she pointed to the

child)

Our mind is changed : we take it to our-

self.

'

Thereat the Lady stretch'd a vulture

throat,

And shot from crooked lips a haggard
smile.

' The plan was mine. I built the nest

'

she said

' To hatch the cuckoo. Rise !
' and

Stoop'd to updrag

Melissa : she, half on her mother propt,

Half-drooping from her, turn'd her face,

and cast

A liquid look on Ida, full of prayer,

Which melted Florian's fancy as she hung,
A Niobean daughter, one arm out,

Appealing to the bolts of Heaven ; and
while

We gazed upon her came a little stir

About the doors, and on a sudden rush"d

Among us, out of breath, as one pursued, I

A woman-post in flying raiment. Fear
|

Stared in her eyes, and chalk'd her face,

and wing'd

Her transit to the throne, whereby she fell

Delivering seal'd dispatches which the

Head
Took half-amazed, and in her lion's mood
Tore open, silent we with blind surmise
Regarding, while she read, till over brow
And cheek and bosom brake the wrathful

bloom

As of some fire against a stormy cloud.
When the wild peasant rights himself, the

rick

Flames, and his anger reddens in the
heavens

;

For anger most it seem'd, while now her
breast,

Beaten with some great passion at her
heart.

Palpitated, her hand shook, and we heard
In the dead hush the papers that she held
Rustle : at once the lost lamb at her feet
Sent out a bitter bleating for its dam

;

The plaintive cry jarr'd on her ire ; she
crush'd

The scrolls together, made a sudden turn
As if to speak, but, utterance failing her.
She whirl'd them on to me, as who should

say

'Read,' and I read—two letters— one her
sire's.

'Fair daughter, when we sent the
Prince your way

We knew not your ungracious laws, which
learnt.

We, conscious of what temper you are
built.

Came all in haste to hinder wrong, but
fell

Into his father's hands, who has this night.
You lying close upon his territory,

Slipt round and in the dark invested you,
And here he keeps me hostage for hi;

son.'

The second was my father's running
thus :

' You have our son : touch not a hair of
his head :

Render him up unscathed : give him your
hand :

Cleave to your contract : tho' indeed we
hear

You hold the woman is the better man
;A rampant heresy, such as if it spread

Would make all women kick against their

Lords
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Uinopen'd at her feet : a tide of fierce

Invective secm'd to wait behind her lips,

As waits a river level with the dam
Ready to burst and flood tlie world with

foam

:

And so she would have sjioken, but there

rose

A hubbub in the court of half the maids
Gather'd together : from the illumined

hall

Long lanes of splendour slanted o'er a

press

Of snowy shoulders, thick as herded

ewes.

And rainbow robes, and gems and gem-
like eyes,

And gold and golden heads j they to and
fro

Fluctuated, as flowers in storm, some red,

some pale,

All open-mouth'd, all gazing to the light,

Some crying there was an army in the land,

And some that men were in the very

wa' Is,

And some they cared not ; till a clamour

grew

As of a new-world Babel, woman-built,

And worse-confounded : high above them
stood

The placid marble Muses, looking peace.

Not peace she look'd, the Head : buc

rising up

Robed in the long night of her deep hair,

so

To the open window moved, remaining

there

Fixt like a beacon-tower above the waves
Of tempest, when the c-rimson-rolling eye
Glares ruin, and the wild birds on the light

Dash themselves dead. She stretch'd her

arms and call'd

' Whrlat fear ye, l)tawler.s? am not I

yorr Head?
On me, ne, me, the storm firs breaks :

l dare

A!! these male thunderbolts : whnt is it

ye fear?

Peace ! there are those to avenge us and
they come :

If not,—myself were like enough, O
girb,

To unfurl the maiden banner of our rights.

And clad in iron Inirsl tin; ranks of war,

Or, falling, protoniartyr of our cause,

Die : yet I blame you not so much for

fear

;

Six thousand yeai.. of fear have made you
that

From which I would redeem you ; but for

those

That stir *his hubbub - you and you—

I

know
Your faces there in the crowd— to-

morrow morn
We hold a great convention : then shall

they

That love their voices more limn duty,

learn

With whom they deal, dismlss'd in shame
to live

No wiser than their mothers, household
stuff,

Live chattels, mincersof each other's fame,
Full of weak poison, turnspits for the

clown.

The drunkard's football, laughing-stocks

of Time,

Whose brains are in their hands and in

their heels.

But fit to flaunt, to dress, to dance, to

thrum.

To tramp, to scream, to burnish, and to

scour,
Across the tumult and the tumult fell. For everslavesat home and fools aliroa.l.'
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She, ending, waved her hands : thereat
the crowd

Muttering, dissolved
: then with a smile

that look'd

A stroke of cruel sunshine on the clifT
When all the glens are drown'd in azure

gloom
Of thunder-shower, she floated to us and

said :
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Vour falsehood and yourself are hateful
to us :

I trample on your offers and on you •

Begone
: we will not look upon you more

iiere, push them out at gates.'

T,. ,.
Jn wrath she spake.

Then those eight mighty daughters of the
plough

Bent their broad faces toward us and

'YouJ,ave done well and likeagen-lxheir ^otiof'twice I sought to plead
And like_a_prince. you have our thanks|But onTnyTo'ulder hung their heavyfor all :

And you look well too in your woman's
dress :

Well have you done and like a gentle-
man.

You saved our life : we owe you bitter
thanks

:

Better have died and spilt our bones in
the flood

—

Then men had said—but now—What
hinders me

To take such bloody vengeance on you
both ?—

Vet since our father-Wasps in our good
hive,

You M'ould-be quenchers of the light to be
Barbarians, grosser than your native

bears

—

O would I had his sceptre for one hour '

You that have dared to break our bound
and gull'd

Our servants, wrong'd and lied and w "'^T ''"'^ ^^-^ t""^"!' '^nd the kings

thwarted us-
'""^ ^^'^'"^

^^^f'^^^J ^^^ the long fantasticthwarted us

/wed with thee ! /bound by precontract
Your bride, your bondslave 1 not tho' all

the gold

That veins the world were pack'd to make
your crown,

And every spoken tongue should lord you
Sir,

hands.

The weight of destiny: so from her face
1 hey push d us, down the steps, and thro'

the court,

And with grim laughter thrust us out at
gates.

We cross'd the street andgain'dapetty
mound '

Beyond it, whence we saw the lights and
heard

The voices murmuring. While I listen'd
came '

On a sudden the weird seizure and the
doubt

:

I seem'd to move among a world of
ghosts

;

The Princess with her monstrous woman-
guard,

The jest and earnest working side by side,The cataract and the tumult and the kings

night

Witli all its doings had and had not been.And all thmgs were and were not.

As strangely as it came, and on myspirits
Settled n gentle cloud of melancholy •

Not long; I shook it off; for spite of
doubts
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And sudden ghostly shadowings I was one
To whom the touch of all mischance but

came
As night to him chat sitting on a hill

Sees the midsummer, midnight, Norway
sun

Set into sunrise ; then we moved away.

Thy voice is heard thro' rolling drums,
That beat to battle where he stands

;

Thy face across his fancy comes,
And gives the battle to his hands :

A moment, while the trumpets blo»-,

He sees his brood about thy knee

;

The next, like fire he meets the foe,

And strikes him dead for thine and thee.

So Lilia sang : we thought her half-pos-

scse'd,

She struck such warbling fury thro' the

wotds
;

And, after, feigning pique at what she
call'd

The raillery, or grotesque, or false sub-
lime

—

Like one that wishes at a dance to change
The music—clapt her hands and cried for

war,

Or some grand fight to kill and make an
end :

And he that next inherited the tale

Half turning to the broken statue, said,
' Sir Ralph has got your colours : if I

prove

Your knight, and fight your battle, what
for me ?

'

It chanced, her empty glove upon the
tomb

Lay by her like a model of her hand.
She took it and she flung it. ' Fight

'

she said,

' And make us all we would be, great
and go:--.'

Me knightlike
\ n his cap instead of casque,

A cap of Tyrol borrow'd from the hall.

Arranged the favour, and assumed the

I'rince.

V.

Now, scarce three paces measured from
the mound.

We stumbled on a stationary voice.

And 'Stand, who goes?' 'Two from
the palace ' L

'The second two: they wait,' he said,
' pass on

;

His Highness wakes:' and one, that

clash'd in arms.

By glimmering lanes and walls of canvas,

led

Threading the soldier-city, till we heard
The drowsy folds of our great ensign shake
From bbzon'd lions o'er the imperial tent

Whispers of war.

Entering, the sudden light

Dazed me half-blind I stood and seem'd
to hear,

As in a poplar grove when a light wind
wakes

A lisping of * iie innumerous leaf and dies,

Each hissing in his neighbour's ear ; and
then

A strangled titter, out of which there

brake

On all sides, clamouring etiquette to death.

Unmeasured mirth ; while now the two
old kings

Began to wag their baldness up and down,
The fresh young captains flash'd their

glittering teeth.

The huge bush-bearded Barons heaved
and blew.

And slain with laughter roll'd the gilded

Squire.

At length my Sire, his rough cheek
wet with tears,

Panted fro
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Panted from weary sides ' King, you are
free !

We did but keep you surety for our son,
If this he he,— or a draggled mawl<in,

thou,

That tends her bristled grunters in the
sludge :

'

For I was drench'd with ooze, and torn
with briers,

More crumpled than a poppy from the
sheath,

And all one rag, disprinced from head to
heel.

Then some one sent beneath his vaulted
pahn

A whisper'd jest to some one near him,
' Look,

Me has been among his shadows.' ' Satan
take

The old women and their shadows

!

(thus the King
Roar'd) make yourself a man to fight with

men.

Go: Cyril told us all.'

As boys that slink
From ferule and the trespass-chiding eye,
Away we stole, n nd transient in a trice

From what was left offaded woman-slough
To sheathing splendours and the golden

scale

Of harness, issued in the sun, that now
Leapt from the dewy shoulders of the

Earth,

And hit the Northern hills. Here Cyril
met us.

A little shy at first, but by and by
We twain, with mutual pardon ask'd and

given

For stroke and song, resolder'd peace,
wheieon

''"•"'" '• "= 'ale. An":azcd he fied away
Thro' the dark land, and later in the

night

Had come on I'syche weeping :
' then we

fell

Into your father's hand, and there she lies,

l!ut will not speak, nor stir.'

He show'd a tent
A stone-shot off

: weenter'd in, and there
Among piled arms and rough accoutre-

ments,

Pitiful sight, wrapp'd in a soldier's cloak.
Like some sweet sculpture draped from

head to foot.

And push'd by rude hands from its

pedestal,

All her fair length upon the ground she
lay:

And at her head a follower of the camp,
A charr'd and wrinkled piece of woman-

hood,

Sat watching like a watcher by the dead.

Then Florian knelt, and 'Conic' he
whisper'd to her,

' Lift up your head, sweet sister : lie not
thus.

What have you done but right? you
could not slay

Me, nor your prince : look up : be com-
forted :

Sweet is it to have done the thing one
ought,

When fall'n in darker ways.' And like-

wise I

:

' Be comforted : have I not l^st her too.
In whose least act abides the nameless

charm
That none has else for me ? ' She heard,

she moved,
She moan'd, a folded voice j and up she

sat,

And raised the cloak from brows as pale
and smooth

As those that mourn half-shrouded over
death

1; , t.
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In dealhlcss marble. 'Her,' she said,

' my friend

—

Parted from her—betray'd her cause and

mine—
Where shall I breathe ? why kept ye not

your faith ?

O base and bad ! what comfort? none for

me I

'

To whom remorseful Cyril, ' Yet I pray

Take comfort : live, dear lady, for your

child !

'

At which she lifted up her voice and cried.

*Ah me, my babe, my blossom, ah, my
child.

My one sweet child, whom I shall see no
more !

For now will cruel Ida keep her back

;

And either she will die from want of care.

Or sicken with ill-usage, when they say

The child is hers—for every little fault.

The child is hers ; and they will beat my
girl

Remembering her mother : O my flower !

Or they will take her, they will make her

hard.

And she will pass me by in after-life

With some cold reverence worse than

were she dead.

Ill motlier that I was to leave her there,

To lag behind, scared by the cry they

made,

The horror of the shame among them all :

But I will go and sit beside the doors.

And make a wild petition night and day,

Until they hate to hear me like a wind

Wailing for ever, till they open to me.

And lay my little blossom at my feet.

My balje, my sweet Aglaia, my one child :

And I will take her up and go my way.

And satisfy my soul with kissing her :

Ah i what might that man not deserve of

me

BeWho gave me back my child?'

comforted,'

Said Cyril, ' you shall have it :
' but again

She vtil'd her brows, and prone she sank,

and so

Like tender things that being caught feign

death.

Spoke not, nor stirr'd.

By this a murmur ran

Thro' all the camp and inward raced the

scouts

With rumour ofPrince Arac hard at hand.

We left her by the woman, and without

Found the gray kings at parle : and ' Look
you ' cried

My father ' that our compact be fulfill'd :

You have spoilt this child ; she laughs at

you and man :

She wrongs herself, her sex, and me, and

him :

But red-faced war has rods of steel and

fire

;

She yields, or war.' ^
Then Gama tum'd to me :

'We fear, indeed, you spent a stormy time

With our strange girl : and yet they say

that still

You love her. Give us, then, your mind
at large :

How say you, war or not?'

' Not war, if possible,

O king,' I said, 'lest from the abuse of

war.

The desecrated shrine, the trampled year.

The smouldering homestead, and the

household flower

Torn from the lintel—all the common
wrong—

A smoke go up thro' which I loom to her

Three times a monster : now she lightens

scorn

At him that mars her plan, but then would

hate
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Be (And every voice she talk'd with ratify it,

And every face she look'd on justify it)

The general foe. More sohiblc is this

knot,

By gentleness than war. I want her love.

What were I nigher this altho' we dash'd

Your cities into shards with catapults.

She would not love ;—or brought 1 •

chain'd, a slave.

The lifting of whose eyelash is my Ion
,

Not ever would she love ; but brooding

turn

The book of scorn, till all my flitting

chance

Were caught within tlie record of her
wrongs.

And crush'd to death : and rather. Sire,

than this

I would the old God of war himself were
dead,

Forgotten, rusting on his iron hills,

Rotting on some wild shore with ribs of

wreck,

Or like an old-world mammoth bulk'd in

ice,

Not to be molten out.

'

And roughly spake

My father, ' Tut, you know them not, the

girls.

Boy, when I hear you prate I almost think

That idiot legend credible. Look you,

Sirl

Man is the hunter ; woman is his game :

The sleek and shining creatures of the

chase.

We hunt them for the beauty of their

skins

;

They love us for it, and we ride them
down.

Wheedling and siding with them ! Out

!

for shame !

As he that does the thing they dare not do,

Breathing and sounding beauteous battle,

comes

With the air of the trumpet round him,

and leaps in

Among the women, snares them by the

score

Flatter'd and fluster'd, wins, tho' dash'd

with death

He reddens what he kisses : thus I won
Your mother, a good mother, a good wife.

Worth winning; but this firebrand

—

gentleness

To such as her ! if Cyril spake her true,

To catch a dragon in a cherry net,

To trip a tigress with a gossamer,

Were wisdom to it.'

'Yea but Sire,' I cried,

' Wild natures need wise curbs. The
soldier ? No :

What dares not Ida do that she should

prize

The soldier ? I beheld her, when she rose

The yesternight, and storming in extremes.

Stood for her cause, and flung defiance

down
Gagelike to man, and had not shunn'd the

death,

No, not the soldier's : yet I hold her, king,

True woman : but you clash them all in

one.

That have as many differences as we.
The violet varies from the lily as far'

As oak from elm : one loves the soldier,

one

The silken priest of peace, one this, one
that,

And some unworthily ; their sinless faith,

A maiden moon that sparkles on a sty,

Glorifying clown and satyr ; whence they

need
Boy, there's no rose that's half so dear to More breadth of culture : is not Ida right?

tl^<='"
I

They worth it ? truer to the law within ?

A

I'

t %

ii >



232 Tim PRINCESS: A MEDLEY.

Severer in tlie logic of a life ?

Twice as magnetic to sweet influences
Of earth and heaven ? and she of whom

you speak,

My mother, looks as whole as some serene
Creation minted in the golden moods
Of sovereign artists ; not a thought, a

touch,

But pure as lines of green that streak the
white

Of the first snowdrop's inner leaves ; I

say,

Not like the piebald miscellany, man.

Nor in the furrow broke the ploughman's
head,

Nor burnt tiie grange, nor buss'd the
milking-maiJ,

Nor robb'd the farmer of his bowl of
cream :

But let your Prince (our royal word upon it,

He comes back safe) ride with us to our
lines.

And speak with Arac : Arac's word is

thrice

As ours with Ida : something may be
done-

Bursts of_g.eat heart and slips in sensual I know not what-and ours shall see us

,, ^ ,
y^'

, friends.
But whole and one

: and take them all-in- Vou, likewise, our late guests, if so you

Were w^ourselves but half as good, as Follow""': who knows? we four may
\ <- * .T r I

'
, .

'\^\\M some planAs truthful, much that Ida claims as right ' Foursquare to opposition.'

not

Had ne'er been mooted, but as frankly
theirs

A: dues of Nature. To our point
war :

Lest I lose all.'

'Nay, nay, you spake but sense
Said Gama. • We remember love ourself
In our sweet youth ; we did not rate him

then

This red-hot iron to be shaped with blows.
You talk almost like Ida : she c?,\\ talk

;And lliere is somelliing in it as you say':
But you talk kindlier : wc esteem you for

it.

—

He seems a gracious .and a gallant Prince,
I would he had our daughter : for the rest,
Our own detention, why, the causes

wcigh'd,

Fatherly fcars-you used us courteously—
We would do much togratify your Prince—

|We pardon it
; and for your ingress here

'

Here he reach'd
White hands of farewell to my sire, who

growl'd

An answer which, half-muffled in his
beard.

Let so much out as gave us leave to go.

Then rode we with the old king across
the lawns

Beneath huge trees, a thousand rings of
Spring

In every bole, a song on every spray
Of birds that piped their Valentines, and

woke
Desire in me to infuse my tale of love
In the old king's ears, who promised help

and oozed
All o'er with honey'd answer as we rode

;And blossom -fragrant slipt the heavy dews
Gathcr'd by night and peace, with each

light air

.1- ^.. ..,!..in . n, tile nij^.it, ; il,an I'eace

-
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Burnt in us, when we saw the embattled
sfjuares,

And squadrons of the Prince, trampling

the flowers

With clamour : for among them rose a cry
As if to greet the king ; they made a halt

;

The horses yell'd ; they clash'd their arms
;

the drum
Beat ; merrily-blowing shrill'd the mar-

tial fife
;

And in the blast and bray of the long horn
And serpent-throated bugle, undulated
The banner : anon to meet us lightly

pranced

Three captains out ; nor ever had I seen
Such thews of mer • thL midmost and the

highest

Was Arac : al • . his motion clung
The shadow of his sister, as the beam
Of the East, that play'd upon them, made

them glance

Like those three stars of the airy Giant's

zone.

That glitter burnish'd by the frosty dark
;

And as the fiery Sirius alters hue,

And bickers into red and emerald, shone
Their morions, wash'd with morning, as

they came.

And I that prated peace, when first I

heard

War-music, felt the blind wildbeast of

force.

Whose home is in the sinews of a man.
Stir in me as to strike : then took the king
His three broad sons ; with now a wan-

dering hand
And now a pointed finger, told them all

:

A common light of smiles at our disguise

Broke from their lips, and, ere the windy
jest

Had laboured down within his ample
lungs,

The genial giant, Arac, roll'd himself
Thrice in the saddle, then burst cut in

words.

'Our land invaded, 'sdeath ! and he
himself

Your captive, yet my father wills not war :

And, 'sdeath
! myself, what care I, war

or no?

But then this question of your troth re-

mains :

And there's a downright honest meaning
in her;

She flies too high, she flies too high ! and yet
She ask'd but space and fairplay for her

scheme

;

She prest and prest it on me—I myself.

What know I of these things? but, life

and soul

!

I thought her half-right talking of her
wrongs

;

I say she flies too high, 'sdeath ! what of
that?

I take her for the flower of womankind.
And so I often told her, right or wrong.
And, Prince, she can be sweet to those

she loves,

And, right or wrong, I care not : this is

all,

I stand upon her side : she made me swear
it—

'Sdeath—and with solemn rites by candle-

light-

Swear by St. something—I forget her

name

—

Her that talk'd down the fifty wisest men
;

She was a princess too ; and so I swore.

Come, this is all; she will not: waive
your claim :

If not, the foughten field, what else, at

once

Decides it, 'sdeath ! against my father's

will.'

•hi
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I lagg'cl in nswer lotli to render up
My precontrr ., and loth by brainless war
To cleave the rift of difTerence deeper yet

;

Till one of those two brothers, half aside

And fingering at the hair about his lip,

To prick us on to combat * Like to like !

The woman's garment hid the woman's
heart.

'

A taunt that clench'd his purpose like a

lilow

!

For fiery-short was Cyril's counter-scofT,

And sharp I answer'd, touch'd upon the

point

Where idle boys are cowards to their

shame,

'Decide it here : why not? we are three

to three.'

And you shall have her answer by the
word.'

Then spake the third 'But three to

three? no more?
No more, and in our noble sister's cause?
More, more, for honour : every captain

waits

Hungry for honour, angry for his king.
More, more, some fifty on a side, that each
May breathe himsel.; an;' quick ! by over-

throw

Of these or those, the question settled die.

'

Yea,' answer'd I, 'for this wild
wreath of air,

This flake of rainbow flying on the highest
Foam of men's deeds—this honour, if ye

will.

It needs must be for honour if at all :

.Since, what decision? if we fail, we fail,

And if we win, we fail : she would not
keep

Her compact.' "Sdeath ! but we will

send to her,'

.Sill Arac, 'worthy reasons why she
should

Bide by this issue : let our missive thro',

'Boys!' shriek 'd the old king, but
vainlier than a hen

To her false daughters in the pool ; for

none

Regarded ; neither seem'd there more to

say :

Back rode we to my father's camp, and
found

He thrice had sent a herald to the gates.

To learn if Ida yet would cede our claim,

Or by denial flush her ba])bling wells

With her own people's life : three times
he went :

The first, he blew and blew, but none
appeared

:

He batter'd at the doors ; none came :

the next.

An awful voice within had warn'd him
thence :

The third, .ind those eight daughters of
the plough

Came sallying thro' the gates, and caught
his hair.

And so belabour'd him on rib and cheek
They made him wild : not less one glance

he caught

Thro' open doors of Ida station'd there
Unshaken, clinging to her purpose, firm
Tho' compass'd by two armies and the

noise

Of arms
; and standing like a stately

Pine

Set in a cataract on an island-crag.

When storm is on the heights, and right

and left

Suck'd from the dark heart of the long
hills roll

The torrents, dash'd to the vale : and yet
her will

Bred will in me to overcome it or fall.
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But when I told the king that I was
pledged

To fight in tourney for my bride, he clash'd
His iron palms together with a cry

;

Himself would tilt it out among tlie'lads :

But overborne by all his bearded lords
With reasons drawn from age and state,

perforce

He yielded, wroth and red, with fierce
demur :

And many a bold knight started up in heat,
And sware to combat for my claim till

death.

235

All on this side the palace ran the field
Flat to the garden -wall

here.

Above the garden's glowing blossom-belts,
A column'd entry shone and marble stairs,
And great bronze valves, emboss'd with

Tomyris

And what she did to Cyrus after fight,
But now fast barr'd : so here upon the flat
All that long morn the lists were hammer'd

up.

And all that mom the heralds to and fro,
With message and defiance, went and

came
;

Last, Ida's answer, in a royal hand.
But shaken here and there, .and rolling

words

Oration-like. I kiss'd it and I read.

' O brother, you have known the pangs
we felt.

What heats of indignation when we heard
Of those that iron-cramp'd tlieir women's

feet;

Of lands in which at the altar the poor
bride

Gives her harsh gi-oom for bridal -gift a
scourge

;

Of living hearts that crack within the fire

Where smoulder their dead derpots ; and
of those,

—

Mothers,— that, all prophetic pity, fling
Their pretty maids in the running flood,

and swoops
The vulture, beak and talon, at the heart
Made for all noble motion : and I saw
That equal baseness lived in sleeker times
With smoother men : the old leaven

Icaven'd all :

Millions of throats would bawl for civil

rights,

No woman named : therefore I set my face
Against all men, and lived but for mine

own.
and likewise Far off from men I built a fold for them :

I stored it full of rich memorial

:

I fenced it round with gallant institutes,
And biting laws to scare the beasts of prey
And prosper'd

; till a rout of saucy boys
Brake on us at our books, and marr'd our

peace,

Mask'd like our maids, blustering I know
not what

Of insolence and love, some pretext held
Of baby troth, invalid, since my will
Seal'd not the bond -the striplings !-for

their sport !

—

I tamed my leopards : shall I not tame
these?

Or you? 01 I? for since you think me
touch'd

In honour-what, I would not aught of
false

—

Is not our cause pure ? and whereas I know
Your prowess, Arac, and what mother's

blood

You draw from, fight
; you failing, I abide

What end soever : fail you will not. Still
Take not his life : he risk'd it for my own

;

"- mother lives : yet whatsoe'er you do,

strike and strike
home. O dear

I IJf'
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Brothers, the woman's Angel guards you,
you

The sole men to be mingled with ourcause,
The sole men we shall prize in the after-

time.

Your very armour hallow'd, and your
statues

Rear'd, sung to, when, this gad-fly brush'd
aside.

We plant a solid foot into the Time,
And mould a generation strong to move
With claim on claim from right to rieht

till she
'

Whose name is yoked with children's,!
know herself;

And Knowledge in our own land make
her free.

And, ever following those two crowned
twins.

Commerce and conquest, shower the fiery

grain

Of freedom broadcast over all that orbs
Between the Northern and the Southern

Felt at my heart, and seem'd to charm
from thence

The wrath I nursed against the world :

farewell.

'

morn.

Then came a postscript dash'd across
the rest.

' See that there be no traitors in your camp :

We seem a nest of traitors—none to trust
Since our arms fail'd—this Egj'pt-plague

of men !

Almost our maids were better at their I

homes.

Than thus man-girdled here : indeed I

think

Our chiefest comfort is the little child
Ofone unworthy mother ; which she left :

She shall not have it back : the child shall

grow
To prize the authentic mother ofher mind
I took it for an hour in mine own bed
This morning

: there the tender orphan
hands

I ceased
; he said, « Stubborn, but she

may sit

Upon a king's right hand in thunder-
storms,

And breed up warriors I See now, tho'

yourself

Be dazzled by the wildfire Love to sloughs
That swallow common sense, the spind-

ling king,

This Gama swamp'd in lazy tolerance.
When the man wants weight, the woman

takes it up.

And topples down the scales ; but this is

fixt

As are the roots of earth and base of all

;

Man for the field and woman for the hearth:
Man for the sword and for the needle she :

Man with the head and woman with the
heart :

Man to command and woman to obey
;

All else confusion. Look you ! the gray
mare

Is ill to live with, when her whinny shrills
From tile to scullery, and her small good-

man
Shrinks in his arm-chair while the fires of

Hell

Mix with his hearth : but you—she's yet
a colt-

Take, break her : strongly groom'd and
straitly curb'd

She might not rank with those detestable
That let the bantling scald at home, and

brawl

Their rights or wrongs like potherbs in
the street.

They say she's comely ; there's the fairer

chance

:
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should fall •
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shows

;
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\\nhh^ai«mers; till I thought, can tL
From Gama's dwarfish loins? if this be soThe mother makes us most-and in my

dream '
-o —"... wii,, jorgotten ghosts, j '""»i—ana in myTo dream myself the shadow of a dream • '

I H .
""

And ere I woke it was the Point of ^n '

i If l":!
?''^' ^"^ ''^ '^e palace-frontThe lists were ready. Empanoplied andJA 7hthest""""^""'^^"'^^^-'^y^^^^•^'—

'

"^

,?"*' ^""""g the statues, statue.
. - like.

plumed
We enter'd in, and waited, fifty there
Opposed to fifty, till the trumpet hlLlAt the barrier hke a wild horn in a land
Ofechoes, and a moment, and once moreTiie trumpet, and again : at which the

storm

like,

f;^7V>™bal'd Miriam and a JaelHuh Psyche's babe, was Ida w-atchig usA single ba^dofgold about her hair, '

L.ke a Saint's glory up in heaven :bu she^o saint-inexorable-no
tenderness-loo hard too cruel

:

yet she sees me fight

In conflict with the crash of
points,

shiveringJAnd Cyril, one. Yea, let

dream
me make my

M
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•h\

ll!^ii.

All that I would. But that large-moulded

man,

His visage all agrin as at a wake,

Made at me thro' the press, and, stagger-

ing back

With stroke on stroke the horse and
horseman, came

As comes a pillar of electric cloud,

P'laying the roofs and sucking up the

drains.

And shadowing down the champain till it

strikes

On a wood, and takes, and breaks, and
Clacks, and splits.

And twists the grain with such a roar that

Earth

Reels, and the herdsmen cry ; for every-

thing

Gave way before him : only Florian, he
That loved me closer than his own right

eye,

Thrust in between ; but Arac rode him
down ;

[

And Cyril seeing it, push'd against the

Prince,

With Psyche's colour round his helmet,

tough.

Strong, supple, sinew - corded, apt at

arms

;

But tougher, heavier, stronger, he that

smote

And threw him : last I spurr'd j I felt my
veins

Stretch with fierce heat ; a moment hand
to hand,

And sword to sword, and horse to horse
we hung,

Till I struck out and shouted ; the blade
glanced,

I did but shear a feather, and dream and
truth

Flow'd from me; darkness closed me;
and I fell.

VI.

Home they brought her warrior dead :

She nor swoon'd, nor utter'd cry ;

All her maidens, watching, said,
' She must wee.j or she will die.'

Then they praised him, soft and low,
Call'd him worthy to be loved,

Truest friend and noblest foe ;

Yet she neither spoke nor moved.

Stole a maiden from her place.

Lightly to the warrior stept.

Took the face-cloth from the face ;

Yet she neither moved nor wept.

Rose a nurse of ninety years.

Set his child upon her knee-
Like summer tempest came her tears—

' Sweet my child, 1 live for thee.'

My dream had never died or lived again.
As in some mystic middle state I lay

;

Seeing I saw not, hearing not I heard :

Tho', if I saw not, yet they told me all

So often that I speak as having seen.

For so it seem'd, or so they said to me,
That all things grew more tragic and more

strange
;

That when our side was vanquish'd and
my cause

For ever lost, there went up a great cry,
The Prince is slain. My father heard

aid ran

In on the li:,i.;, and there unlaced my
casque

And grovell'd on my body, and after him
Came Psyche, sorrowing for Aglaia.

But high upon the palace Ida stood
With Psyche's babe in arm : there on tho

roofs

Like that great dame of Lapidoth she
sang.

'Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n :

the seed,

The little si

Has risen a

bulk

Of spanless

A thousand

' Our ene

they

The leaves

they

A noise of

stand

They mark't

fall,

And would

them:

' Our ener

they c

The woodm(

tree 1

But we will n

And shape it

floor.

And boats am

' Our enem
they St

With their O'

selves,

There dwelt £

The glittering

arms,

Their arms we

blade.

* Our enemii

grow
A night of S

breadth

Of Autumn, c

and roll

With music in t
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The little seed theylaugh'd at in therhrl- IrkT! , „ , ., T "

—

Has risen and cleft the^oil. and . „t ^ 'T„'''"
^'"''^ '™'" ^'^"^ '°^'^^. ^''^Has risen and cleft the soil, and grown a

bulk

Of spanless girth, that lays on every sideA thousand arms and rushes to the Sun.

' Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n :

they came
;

The leaves were wet with women's tears :

they heard

A noise of songs they would not uader-
stand :

They mark'd it with the red cross to the
fall,

And would have strown it, and are fall'n
themselves.

fangs

Shall move the stony bases of the world.

'And now, O maids, behold our
sanctuary

Is violate, our laws broken : fear we not
lo break them more in their behoof,

whose arms
Champion'd our cause and won it with a

day

Blanch'd in our annals, and perpetual feast,
When dames and heroines of the golden

year

Shall strip a hundred hollows bare of
Spring,

'Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n • l^fV? ^"""f
°^ °'''''°" '"""^^

they came. '
^*'"'' ''^'"^'' ^"''"'^ ^1°^. the three : but

' come,The woodmen with their axes : lo the
tree 1

But we will make it faggots for the hearth,
And shape it plank and beam for roof and

floor,

And boats and bridges for the use of men.

' Our enemies have fall'n, have fall'n :

they struck
;

With their own blows they hurt them-
selves, nor knew

There dwelt an iron nature in the grain :

The glittering axe was broken in their
arms.

Their arms were shatter'd to the shoulder
blade.

' Our enemies have fall'n, but this shall
grow

A night of Summer from the heat, a
breadth

Of Autumn, dropping fruits of power

;

and roll'd

With music in the growing breeze of Time,

We will be liberal, since our rights are
won.

Let them not lie in the tents with coarse
mankind,

111 nurses
; but descend, and proffer these

The brethren of our blood and cause, that
there

Lie bruised and maim'd, the tender minis-
tries

Of female hands and hospitality.'

She spoke, and with the babe yet in
her arms,

Descending, burst the great bronze valves,
and led

A hundred maids in train across the Park.
Some cowl'd, and some bare-headed, on

they came,

Their feet in flowers, her loveliest : by
them went

The enamour'd air sighing, and on their
curls

From the high tree the blossom wavering

l»

. fl
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And over them the tremulous isles of light
Saded, they moving under shade : but

Blanche

At distance follow'd
: so they came: anon

Thro' open field into the lists they wound

rj/£ P/i/NC£SS; A MEDLEY

' "•= '^y'^'' "^y Ji^'c
: my brother slew him

for it.'

No more: at which the king in hitter scornDrew from my neck the painting and the
tress,T,. ' , " •"'" ""^ '"^» "'^y wound tress

The lo,dy, lordly cea.^re nMeJ o„ ' f f" ^"""' '"" """I"--'' "'-"

The. h„<,.. »„a ...ra ,h™ ..„ ..» Ti„ „„.,::.„,„„, ...h. .»„.„ .,„,
And happy warrior.,, and immortal nam,-,

'''

n?''
"" '"'"" ''''™ "' ""

And .aid . Yon ,ha 1 no, 1m" ,h" ,1S L;;^l'! T """ '"°'™ '" •"" "•'"''
'

but ],m,
' """' ""'"oWs heart was molten in her l,rea,t

;

but here,

And nursed by those for whom you
fought, and served

With female hands and hospitality.'

cu I <• ,

^" '" iitr urcast

;

bhe bow d, she set the child on the earth •

she laid
'

A feeling finger on my brows, and pre-
sently '

Then, whether moved by this, or was I '

"^

'"^'l'
f' '"'^'

' ^'' ^''''
= '»= ''» "ot

it chance, n i f u
"

She p«. mywa,
„p ,„.ed T-om nJjn olTw.^™,^,:

^^
-^Tn^

TheoM^.on,,,ari„,wi.Hh,,whelpleJroXZn1i:ir-t^LS:7tZC^^^

bS;^"^:r;tT„d"'is„rsT"' ^'^'''^ ^'""
'° "' --"•-«»»'•

pale,
-^

Cold ev'n to her, she sigh'd
; and when T.t

'''
^"' '' ""' '^''^''^ ^^"^'^ ' ''^

she saw L, .
'^'^

The haggard father's face and reverend I ' toundr''''
"^'"'^"^''' "'^'

'"J'

beard jo ,
""""».

Ofgrislytwine, all dabbled with the blood Wifh f' *T 'f''
^^°''' "'^ ^'*"'-'" 'i''^.

Of his own son. shudder'd, a tw tct of Z ^°" '''^^ "'^'^' »"'^ ^-"-iwui,u oi mg mixt

Torturedhermouth.ando'erherforehead|
^''' tl'"'^

^"^'' "'^"'^ P^^''^'^^ =ver

past A 1-. ,

A shadow, and her hue changed, and she Ilal tptrHo"'
'''^ '"'" ''"' ''>' -'

said: "T ^°"""S e'*"==c and golden
I

brede,
*^

Lay like

Uncared

A blind

da
Its body,

arr

And lazy
j

pea

Brook'd nt

niir

It is not 1

chii

Ceased all

cry

So stood

mou
And turn'd

her c

With hollov

torn.

Red grief an
And down di

half

The sacred

burst

The laces to

cared
Nor knew it

heard,

Look'd up, a

stood

Erect and silei

The mother, n

lay

I^eside us, Cyr
Trail'd himself

drew
Her rcibe to mc

look'd

At the arm'd m
seem'd.

Or self-invtived

face.
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her slew him

II Ijiltor scorn

ti"K and the

tliein, and a

> rncmory,

olhcr, shore

ish Work
of nil,

3r mind

;

Ikt I)rcast

;

the earth;

and pre-

hc is not

hrcn here

<1 on hiin

ly means,

inks, that

ocr my

n life,

id even-

Lay like a new-fall'n meteor on the trrasst^"care for spied its motheradEA bhnd and babbling laughter, and'
"

dance

Remembering his iM-omen'd song, aroseOnce more thro- all her height, and o'ernim grew

And lajy lingering fingers. She the ap-
''"'

=

Brook'd not. but clamouring out .Mine-
'^

I'-'
'"^ ^'^""S '^'hI terrible Inunc— not yours lioness

R«i Brief mdmolher's hunger inhneve Or'.!!
'"
T;,

'"''"''"
' >" i» l»<l.

---.ad.hea.sankhercurls.Sfe:--tr

^YE -'^"-- -"4^^''^---— -Of

; t:er- --- - -- -rr -e With there.l.n..eel

''"'''stTod'"'
"^"^ ^^^"'^^^""^ -M^"' whhfia..'"'"''

'"'""' ^^°-'^

tJ!" '"J
'"'"'' ^'"'^'"g ^ith her glance fS in'!

^"T ^°'' '^^'
^ ^"' ^°^«oe'er-e m.he, me. the child

. but 4
-^Jo ^ S ^ot^^^^^^^^

Besideus, Cyril, batter'd as he was
^'^^ ^^7 '^^^ child

! O if. I say, you keep
Trail-dl^h^self upon one knee Mh^n heP" ^ted''

'"'^ ^™-o™-. ^f you

""
'tir' ^" '^'' '"' '°"" ^^'-^

''''

'Tou.
""' ''' "' "•" *^^' ^«"^'^<1

At 'he a^r^^d man sideways, pitying as itP "™
at?"'

'' ^^"^^ "°' "'"' to

Or self.invc.;;d
;
but when she learnt hi= I

£'
''T^

''' '''' ' °^ '^y'^ «^°rn to lay it,f-. -^^--^'';--d3 so lately claspt with

P

)|

HJ

1^
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Or speak to her, your clearest, her one
fi^ult

he tenderness, not yours, that could not
kill.

Give me it : /will give it her
'

He said

Then felt it sound and whole from head
to foot,

And hugg'd and never hugg\l it close
enough,

And in her hunger mouth'd and inuniljled
if,

At first her eye with slow dilation rull'd
'

And hid her bosom with it ; after ihntUrv flame, sh^ lisfpninrr . or.„, ^„„i. i n,,, „ , ,
' ^ ' '""^

i ut on more calm and added suppliantly :

Dry flame, she listening ; after sank and
sank

And, into mournful twilight mellowing,
dwelt

Full on the child ; she took it : « Pretty
bud !

Lily of the vale ! half open'd bell of the
woods 1

Sole comfort of my dark hour, when a
world

Of traitorous friend and broken system
made

No purple in the distance, mystery.
Pledge of a love not to be mine, farewell

;

These men are hard upon us as of old,
^^'e two must part : and yet how fain was I

To dream thy cause embraced in mine, to
think

I might be something to thee, when I felt

Thy helpless warmth alwut my barren
breast

In the dead prime : but may thy mother
prove

As true to thee as false, false, false to me !

And, if thou needs must bear the yoke, I

wish it

' We two were friends : I go to mine
own land

For ever : find some . Iter : as for me
I scarce am fit for youi great plais : yet

speak to me.
Say one soft word and let mc part forgiven.

'

13ut Ida spoke not, rapt upon the child.
Then Arac. ' Ida—'sdeath ! you blame

the man

;

You wrong yourselves—the woman is so
hard

Upon the woman. Come, a grace to mc !

I am your warrior : I and mine have
fought

Your battle : kiss her ; take her hand, she
weeps :

Sdeath
! I would sooner fight thrice o'er

than see it.

'

Gentle as freedom '—here she kiss'd it :

then

—

'All good go with thee I take it Sir,' and
so

Laid the soft babe in his hard-mailed
hands.

Who tum'd half-round to Psyche as she
sprang

To meet it, with an eye that svmm in
thanks

;

But Ida spoke, not, gazing on the
ground.

And reddening in the furrows of his chin,
And moved beyond his custom, Gama

said :

'I've heard that there is iron in the
blood.

And I believe it. Not one word? not
one ?

Whence drew you this steel temper? not
from me.

Not from your mother, now a saint with
saints.

Now I

And



u from lieacl

g'cl it close

id mumbled

after that

.uppliantly

:

go to mine

Ls for me
plans ; yet

rt forgiven,'

11 the child,

you blame

Oman is so

ace to me !

mine have

rhand, she

thrice o'er

Z on the

f his chin,

in, Gama

yy/£ J'AVJVC£SS; A MEDLE y
SV.( hade said you iiacl a

say it—
"Our Ida has a heart "-just ere she

died—
'' But see that some one with authority
Be near her still" and I-I sought for

one

—

All people said she had authority

; love

I he Lady Blanche
: much profit I xVut I

one word
; |

No! tho- your father sues : see hc.v - ,a|
stand

er
I
\ ou love nor her. nor me, nor any

; nay
\ou ihame your mother's judgment too.'

Not one ?

VouwillnotPwclI-noheart have you,
or such

As fancies like the vermin in a nut
Have fretted all to dust.nndbitt-rness.'
•^o said the small king moved beyond his

Stiff as Lot's wife, and all the g, i

knights maim'd,
I trust that there is no one hurt to deathFor your wild whim: and was it then fo^

this,

Was it for this we gave our palace up,
^^^^'"^ we withdrew from summer heats

and state.

And had our wine and chess beneath the
planes.

And many a pleasant hour with her that's
gone,

Wont,

Ji'
^'''1 stood nor spoke, diain'd of her
force

^V many a vaiying influence and so long.
Down thro' her limbs a drooping lang.ior

wept :

Ilcr head a little bent ; and on her mouthA doubtful smile dwelt like a clouded
moon

In a still water : then brake out my sire,
L'Aing his grim head from my wounds

' O you,

Wom.-,n, whom we thought woman even
now,

And «,,. half f„„r<l,„,,,j,^,„j„^,_.Ere you wero bom to vcj ,„f Is i, n„,, ,,
s,...^ r 3, .. u „,, „„, „„ J„^,^.^„^;.

_,,^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^,^ ^^__^^^_ ^^
When «„. she .,„c, .„ „„,.., you .Jx,. .^l,,,, „, ,„„ ,„,„^^^ ^^^^^
Now had you got a friend of your own And JTn .

age,
^°"' °''" "^"'l think that you might mix his draught

Now could you share your thought ; now When Zt''T' .
should men see ^Y^"°"

^"""^ skies change again: the
Two women fi<itpr „„m i i .

rougher hand

with, she
•innce

Vou talk'd with, whole nights long, up
in the tower.

Of sine and arc, spheroid and azimuth,And nght ascension, Heaven knows
what ; and now

A word, but one, one little kindly word
^-i one to spare her : out upon you, flint

!

He rose, and while each ear was prick'd
to attend

A tempest, thro' the cloud that dimm'd
her broke

A genial warmth and light once more,
itiid shone

Thro' glittering drops on her sad friend.

V

.« a !: ('

n
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' Come hither.

O Psyche,' she cried out, 'embrace me,
come,

Quick while I melt ; make reconcilement
sure

With one that cannot keep her mind an
hour :

The soft and milky rabble of womankind,
Poor weakling ev'n as they are.'

Passionate tears
Follow'd

: the king replied not : Cyril
said :

' Your brother, Lady,—Florian,—ask for

him

K^'lV^f T^^f '^'^,^"^''•^°•'r'>•°"^ereathead-for he is woundediM^b and be friends, like cliildren being too—
chid !

/seem no more : / want forgiveness too :

I should have had to do with none but
maids,

That have no links with men. Ah false

but dear,

Dear traitor, ti^o much loved, why?—
why?—Vet see,

Before these kings we embrace you yet
once more

With all forgiveness, all oblivion,

And trust, not love, you less.

That you may tend upon him with the
prince.'

' Ay so,' said Ida with a bitter smile,
' Our laws are broken : let him enter loo.

'

Then Violet, she that sang the mournful
song,

And had a cousin tumbled on the plain,
Petition'd too for him. 'Ay so,' she

said,

' I stagger in the stream : I cannot keep
My heart an eddy from the brawling

hour :

n ,

^""^ "°^''' ^ ^''^' We break our laws with ease but lot ifGrant me your son, to nurse, to wait be '

upon him, , . %,"
. , t„

Like mine own brother. For my debt to
^

,^ heir
"

'' ' "^"""^"^ '"' ^

him, ,- ^

This „igh.„,„= .cisM of ,„,i.„Oe, ip"' ^^:-,^ >- ^«'—
know It

;

rp,
,

Taunt me no more : yourself and yours ^ '°''' "'^'""^ ''''' "'^^ '"-^"^^ =

shall have

Free adit ; we will scatter all our maids
Till happier limes each to her proper

hearth :

What use to keep them here—now ? graia
my prayer.

Help, father, brother, help ; speak othe
king :

Thaw this male nature to some touch of
that

Which kills me wit' myself, and drags
nic down

From my fixt height to mob me Up with
all

'twas I.

I had been wedded wife, I knew mankind.
And block'd them out ; but these men

came to woo
Your Highness—verily I think to win.'

So she, and turn'd askance a wintry eye :

But Ida with a voice, that like a bell
Toll'd by an earthquake in a trembling

tower,

Rang ruin, answer'd full of griefand scorn.

'Fling our doors wide! all, ail, not
one, but all,
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Not only he, but by my mother's son J I tu , ,

—
Whatever man lies wounded, fdend o^foe Th

"^ ^ '^' "^^°'^ "^'^ ""'"^"' ^^^' '''g'^ast

Shall enter, if he will. Le ou
"

irl fli? ^x^
"'""""'' ''''"^ ""^ ''''''' -" ^'"^nt. save

Till the storm die! but had you fto , ^T "" T?' ^'"^'^ °^ J'"e'-'. -1> le

rp.,, ,,
' - ^>-t <Jur girts lilt.

Tdl the storm die .'but had you stood by
us, ^

The roar that breaks the Pharos from his
base

Had left us rock. She lain would stinjr
us too,

'^

But shall not. Pass, and mingle with
your hkes

the day,

Descending, struck athwart the hall, and
shot

Ihatoer the statues leapt from head to
head.

Now fired an angry Pallas on the helm,^ow set a wrathful Dian's moon on flame.
We brook no further insult but are gone '

I Am7n
''

''

""'T'?
'""' ^'"""^ "'°"" °" ^^^egone. An, now and (I n an echo started up,

She Wd
;
the very nape of her white 't'dcS

'"' '"" '""" '° ^'^°'"'

Was rosed with indignation: but the
^^^"'s'^' '" ^^"^

'''P''^^""ents.

I'r'nce Then the vc ice
Her brother came; the kin- her Ath. a \

'°""^''^'l. '^suing ordinance
:

charm'd
" ^athc And me they bore up the broad stairs

Her wounded soul with words nor did Ti \ ^"V!"'"'
mine own "

"""^ ^''^^^ ^'^"g-Jaid galleries past a hundred
Refuse her proffer, lastly gave his hand T. T'hand. To one deep chamber shut from sound
Then us they lifted up, dead weights T , , , v"*"

and bare
"^"''' ^"^ '^^"ff"^^ '""l^s and sickness

; left me
Straight to the doors • to them tin. i L ,

'" '' '

^
gaveway

'^^ ''^

''^"^^[^."'^f- o^'-envhere they laid
; and all

Groaning, and in the Vestal entry shriek'd I Ami ch!'T°"
' '°""'' '''""' «^ '^°°f

I'e v.rgn. marble under iron 1Xls Till h
' .'"'"^ ' '"''''^"

J^'-^--^' '^ome
And on they moved and gain'd the hall T" "''

'
'^"' ^°"^^' ^^^^^' '^'f^ of

and there
nt naJi, those

Rested
:

but great the crush was and
''•^'''' '"'' "^'^ ^''''' '°^^'^ °"t and

each base,
' L '"'

To left .and right, of those tall columns °'"
'°n

'''° ^°''' '^'''^' lay beside the
drown'd

'

^^''*"-^'

In silken fluctuation and the swarm
'"'''';' '''''," ^'"' ^"^' everything was

Of female whisperers
: at the further end

'^'"^"'

Was Ida by the throne, the two great catsClosp hv v,o, i;i
b"-.itcats

yjj_
r-i . .

— •••-wv., iiic- iwo great cats

Bow-back'd with fear : but in the centre
stood

The common men with rolling eyes •

amazed *" ^ '

Ask me no more : the moon may draw tl,e sea
rheclouclmaystaopfro„n,c..va,.and.aK;.hc

uZottl^ '""'f-

°f '""""•-•n or of cape
;I3ut O too fond, when have I answer'd thee ?

Ask me no more.

1^^:

m

i;J#; 1

m
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Ask me no more : what answer slioiild I give ?

I loye not hollow cheek or faclcil eye :

Vet, O my friend, I will not have thee die I

Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live ;

Ask me no more.

Ask me no more : thy fate and mine are scal'd :

I strove against the stream and all in vain :

Let the great river take me to the main ;

No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield ;

Ask me no more.

So was their sanctuary violated,

So their fair college turn'd to hospital

;

At first with all ccnfusion : by and l)yc

Sweet order lived again with other laws :

A kindlier influenre rcign'd ; and every-

where
Low voices with the ministering hand
Hung round the sick : the maidens came,

they talk'd,

They sang, they read : till slic not fair

began

To gather light, and she that was, became
Ilcr former beauty treble ; and to and fro

With books, with flowers, with Angel
offices,

Like creatures native unto gracious act.

And in their own clear element, tliey

moved.

Blot out the slope of sea from verge to

shore,

And suck the blinding splendour from the
sand,

And quenching lake by lake and tarn by
tarn

Expunge the world : so fared she gazing
there

;

So blacken'd all her world in secret, blank
And waste it seem'd and vain j till down

she came.

And found fair peace once more among
tlie sick.

But sadness on the soul of Ida fell.

And hatred of her ivcakness, blent with
shame.

Old studies fail'd ; seldom she spoke : I)ut

oft

Clomb to the roofs, and j^ szed alone for

hours

On that disastrous leaguer, swarms of men
Darkening her female field : void was her

use,

And she as one that climbs a peak to gaze
O'er land and main, and sees a great

black cloud

Drag inward from the deeps, a wall of
night,

And twilight dawn'd; and morn by
morn the lark

Shot up and shrill'd in flickering gyres,

but I

Lay silent in the muffled cage of life :

And twilight gloom'd ; and broader-
grown the bowers

Drew the great night into themselves, and
Heaven,

Star after star, arose and fell ; but I,

Deeper than those weird doubts could
reach me, lay

Quite sundcr'd from the moving Universe,
Nor knew what eye was on me, nor the

hand

That nursed me, more than infants in

their sleep.

But Psyche tended Florian : with her
oft,

Melissa came
; for Blanche had gone, but

left

Her child among us, willing she should
keep

Court-favour: here and there the small
bright head,

A light of healing, glanced about the
couch

Or thro' the parted silks the tender face
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Peep'il, shining in upon the wounded man
With blush and smile, a medicine in

themselves

To wile the length from languorous hours,
and draw

The sting from pain; nor secm'd it

strange that soon
He rose up whole, and those fair charities
Jom'd at her side; nor stranger seem'd

that hearts

So gentle, so employ'd, should close in
love.

Than when two dewdrops on the petal
shake

To the same sweet air, and trt.nble deeper
down,

And slip at once all-fragrant into one.

247

With showers of random sweet on maid
and man.

Nor did her father cease to press my claim.
Nor did mme own now reconciled

; nor
yet

Did those twin brothers, risen again and
whole

;

Nor Arac, satiate with his victory.

Less prosperously the second suit ob-
tain'd

At first with Psyche. Not the' Blanche
had sworn

That after that dark night among the fields
She needs must wed him for her own good

name

;

Not tho' he built upon the babe restored
;Nor tho' she liked him, yielded she, but

fear'd
'

To incense the Head once more ; till on
a day

When Cyril pleaded, Ida came behind
Seen but of Psyche : on her foot she hungA moment, and she heard, at which her

face

A little flush'd, and she past on ; but each
Assumed from thence a half-consent in-

volved

In stillness, plighted troth, and were at
peace.

Nor only these : Love in the sacred
hails

Held carnival at will, and flying struck

But I lay still, and with me oft she sat :

Then came a change ; for sometimes I
would catch

Her hand in wild delirium, gripe it hard.
And flmg It like a viper off, and shriek
'You are not Ida ;

' clasp it once again.
And call her Ida, tho' I knew her not
And call her sweet, as if in irony,
And call her hard and cold which seem'd

a truth :

And still she fear'd that I should lose my
mind.

And often she believed that I should die •

Till out of long frustration of her care
And pensive tendance in the all-weary

noons,

And watches in the dead, the dark, when
clocks

Throbb'd thunder thro' the palace floors
or call'd

On flying Time from all their silver
tongues

—

And out of memories of her kindlier days
And sidelong glances at my father's grief,
And at the happy lovers heart in heart-^
An<l out of hauntings of my spoken love.
And lonely listenings to my mutter'd

dream.

And often feeling of the helpless hands.
And wordless broodings on the wasted

cheek

—

From nl! a closer interest fluurish'd up,
Tenderness touch by touch, and last, to

these,

(:/

(!
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','''

Love, like an Alpine harebell hung with
tears

Mine down my face, and with what life I
had,

By some cold morning glacier; frail at And like a flower that cannot all unfoH
""St So rlrpn^KM If ;^ „.:.u . . ..

'

And feeble, all unconscious of itself,

liut such as ^ather'd colour day by day.

Last I woke sane, but well-nigh close

to death

For weakness: it was evening: silent

light

Slept on the painted walls, wherein were
wrought

Two grand designs ; for on one side arose
The women up in wild revolt, and storm 'd
At the Oppian law. Titanic shapes, they

cramm'd
The forum, r; d half-crush'd among the

rest

A dwarf-like Cato cower'd. On the
other side

Hortensia spoke against the tax ; behind,
A train of dames : by axe and eagle sat.

With all their foreheads drawn in Roman
scowls.

And lialf ihe wolf's-milk curdled in their
veins.

The fierce triumvirs; and before them
paused

lioriensia, pleading: angry was her face.

So drench'd it is with tempest, to the sun.
Yet, as it may, turns toward him, I on her
Fixt my faint eyes, and utter'd whisper-

ingly

:

'If you be, what I think you, some
sweet dream,

I would but ask you to fulfil youi-self

:

But if you be that Ida whom I knew,
I ask you nothing : only, if a dream,'
Sweet dream, be perfect. I shall die to-

night.

Stoop down and seem to kiss me ere I die.'

S.feik=

L

f -aw the forms : I kncA^ not where I

was :

""'•y did but look like hollow shows;
nor more

"' f^'--t I la
: palm to palm she sat : the

•ieiv

"•'n her eyes, and softer all her shape
ioiia.ierseem'd: I moved: I sigh'd :

a touch

Came round my wrist, and tears upon my
hand

:

''^>'en all for languor and self-pity ran

I could no more, but lay like one in
trance.

That hears his burial Ulk'd of by his
friends.

And cannot speak, nor move, nor make
one sign.

But lies and dreads his d> rr.. Sheturn'd;
she paused

;

She stoop'd
; and out of languor leapt a

cry;

Leapt fiery Passion from the brinks of
death

;

And I believed that in the living world
My spirit closed with Ida's at the lips

;

Till back I fell, and from mine arms she
rose

Glowing all over nol)le shame ; and all
Her falser self slipt from her like a robe,
And left her woma.i, lovelier in her mood
Than in her mould that other, when she

came
From barren deeps to cr^r- . ^^jj

love;

And down the sireami/>g .--Ti, . dropt

;

and she

Far.fleeted by the purpje island-sides,

Naked,

To meei

h

For won
Statelies

f(

Nor glar

si

FiU'd thi

si

Deep i

mi

A volunif

There to 1

' Now s

wh
Nor wavei

Nor wink

fon

Thefire-fl]

Nowdrc
agl

And like a

Now lies

Stan

And all th>

Now slid

leave

A shining ft

Now foldi

And slips in

So fold thj

slip

Into my bos(

I heard he

a sma
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Naked, a double light in air and wave
lomect her Graces, where they deck'd

her out

For worship without end ; norendofmine
Stateliest, for thee ! but mute she glided

forth.

Nor glanced behind her, and I sank and
slept,

Fill'd thro' and thro' with Love, a happy
sleep.

^'
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I Sweet Idyl, and once more, as low, she
read :

Deep in the night I woke : she, near
nie, held

A volumn of the Poets of her land •

There to herself, all in low tones, she read.

• Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the
white

;

Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk •

^or winks the gold fin in the porphyry
font :

The fire-fly wakens : waken thou with me.

Now droops the milkwhite peacock like
a ghost,

And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

Now lies the Earth all Danae to the
stars,

And all thy heart lies open unto me.

Now slides the silent meteor on, and
leaves

A shining furrow, as thy though.- in me.

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,
And slips into the bosom of the lake •

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and
slip

Into my bosom and be lost in me.'

I heard her tum the page
; she founr!

a small

' ^ome down, O maid, from yonder
mountain height :

What pleasure lives in height (the
shepherd sang)

In height and cold, the splendour of the
hills ?

But cease to move so near the Heavens
and cease

'

To glide a sunbeam by the blasted Pine
I o sit a star upon th^ sparkling spire •

And come, for Love isof the valley, come.
For Love IS of the valley, come ....u down
And find him

; by the happy threshold, he,
Or hand m hand with Plenty in the maize,

I

Or red with spirted purple of the vats,
Or foxhke in the vine; nor cares to walk
With Death and Morning on the silver

horns,

Norwiltthousnaiehin^ V whiteravine.
Nor nnd him dropt upon the firths of ice.
That huddling slant in furrow-cloven falls
lo roll the torrent out of dusky doors •

iiut follow
; let the torrent dance thee

down
To find him in the valley ; let the wild
Lean-headed Eagles yelp alone, and leave
Ihe monstrous ledges there to slope, and

Their thousand wreaths of dangling
water-smoke,

That like a broken purpose waste in a: i

So waste not thou ; but come ; for .lii
'

I

vales i

Await thee; azure pillars -/ihe li.
<

Arise to thee ; the children call ar
Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is cv.xv

sound,

Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is
swcec

;

Myriads ofrivulets hurrying thro' the lawn,

n
1

I
i i^
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The moan of cloves in immemorial elms, And her great heart thro' all t'.e faultfui
Anil murmuring of innumerable l.-es.'

So she low-toned ; while with shut eyes

I Liy

Listening; then look'd. Pale was Mic

perfect face

;

The bosom with long sighs laboui''d ; and
meek

Secm'd the full lips, and mild the lumi-

nous eyes,

And the voic^^ trembled and the hand.

Slie said

Brokenly, that she knew it, «hc b id fail'd

In sweet humility ; ii. ; fail'd i:i idl

;

That all her labour '^-.vi. ;)ut as a block
Left in the quarry ; b-t she still svere loth,

She still were loih to yield herself to one
That wholly scorn'd to help their equal

rights

Against f!;e sons of men, and barbarous
laws.

She pray'd me not to judge their cause

from her

That wrong'd it, sought far less for truth

than power
in knowledge : something wild within

her breast,

A greater than all knowledge, beat her

down.
And she had nursed me there from week

to week :

Much had she learnt in little time. In part

It was ill counsel had misled the girl

To ve.\ true hearts : yet was she but a

girl—
' Ah fool, and made myself a Queen of

farce !

When comes anothersuch ? never, I think,

Till the Sun drop dead from the signs.'

Her voice

Choked, and her forehead s. ik upon her

hands,

Past

Went sorrowing in a paafx; I dared not

break
;

Till notice of a change in the dark world
Was hoji:; v.bout the acacias, and a bird.

That e.irjy woke to feed her iiti'e ones,

Sent from ;i dewy breast . cry for ligljt :

She movea, and r i her feet the volume f .-11.

'Blan\c not thyself ico muc 1
'

I said,

' nor blame

Too much the sons of men and barbarous

laws
;

These were the roug'; ways of the world

till now.

Henceforth thou hast a helper, me, that

know
The woman's cause is ir la's : they rise or

sink

Together, dwarf'd or godlil ?, bond or free

:

P"orshe that out of Lethe so des with man
The shining steps of Nature, shares with

man
His nights, his days, moves with him to

one goal,

Stays all the fair young planet in her
hands

—

If she be umall, slight-natured, miserable.

How shall men grow? but work no more
alone !

Our place is much : as far as in us lies

We two will serve thi_m both in aiding

her

—

Will clear away the parasitic forms

That seem to keep her up but drag her

down

—

Will leave her space to burpeon out of all

Within her—let hermak. h.rself herown
To give or keep, to live . -arn and be
All that not harms distir. u' j „ jmanhood.
For woman is n md: ' jpt man,
But diverse : could we m. ' ., her as theman,

Sweet Lo'

is t

Not like I

Yet in the

The man 1

He gain in

Nor lose t

the

She menta

can

Nor lose tl

Till at the

Like perfe<

And so thes

Sit side by

pow
Dispensing

Self-reverei

Distinct in

But like eai

Then come

men
Then reigi

chas

Then spring
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May these t

They will n

'D(
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word

Of equal ; st

Is half itself
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Defect in e;

thoug

Purpose in pi

The single p
The two-cell
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Life.'

And again
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Sweet Love were slain : his clearest bond
is this,

Not like to like, but like in difference.

Yet in the long years liker must they grow

;

The man be more of woman, she of man
;

He gain in sweetness and in moral height,

Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw
the world

;

She mental breadth, nor fail in childward
care,

Nor lose the childlike in the larger mind
;

Till at the last she set herself to man,
Like perfect music unto noble words

;

And so these twain, upon the skirts ofTime,
Sit side by side, full-summ'd in all their

powers,

Dispensing harvest, sowing the To-be,
Self-reverent each and reverencing each.

Distinct in individualities.

But like each other ev'n as those who love.

Then comes the statelier Eden back to

men :

Then reign the world's great bridals,

chaste and calm :

Then springs the crowning race ofhuman-
kind.

May these things be !

'

Sighing she spoke ' I fear

They will not.'

' Dear, but let us type them now
In our own lives, and this proud watch-

word rest

Of equal ; seeing either sex alone
Is half itself, and in tnie marriage lies

Nor equal, nor unequal : each fulfils

Defect in each, and always thought in

thought,

Turpose in purpose, will in will, theygrow,
The single pure and perfect animal,

The two-cell'd heart beating, with one full

stroke,

Life.'

And again sighing she spoke : ' A dream

That once was mine ! what woman taught
you this ?

'

'Alone,' I said, 'from earlier than I

know.

Immersed in rich foreshadowings of the
world,

I loved the woman : he, that doth not,

lives

A drowning life, besotted in sweet self.

Or pines in sad experience worse than
death.

Or keeps his wing'd affections dipt with
crime :

Yet was there one thro' whom I loved
her, one

Not learned, save in gracious household
ways.

Not perfect, n.iy, but full of tender wants,
No Angel, but a dearer being, all dipt
In Angel instincts, breathing Paradise,
Interpreter between the Gods and men.
Who look'd all native to her place, and

yet

On tiptoe seem'd to touch upon a sphere
Too gross to tread, and all male minds

perforce

Sway'd to her from their orbits as they
moved,

And girdled her with music. Happy he
With such a mother ! faith in womankind
Beats with his blood, and trust in all

things high

Comes easy to him, and tho' he trip and
fall

He shall not blind his soul with clay.'

'But I,'

Said Ida, tremulously, 'so all unlike—
It seems you love to cheat yourself with

words :

This mother is your model. I have heard
Of your strange doubts : they well might

be : I seem

;.)

I*H
M
^
n ti.«

n%
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A .ockery to ,ny own self. Never,! And so thro' tho. da^k gat^T^^I^e

' wild
Veil cannot Jove me.'

' Nay but thee ' I said
'From yearlong poring on thy pictured

eyes,

Ere seen I loved, and loved thee seen,
and saw

That no man knows. Indeed I love
thf'c ; come,

VieK^. thyself up : my hopes and thine are
one :

Accomplish thou my manhood and thy-
self;

up, and I .ced

Sweet love on pranks of saucy boyhood : I conclusion.
now,

I c , I 1

The words are mostly mine ; for whenIndeed I love : the new day comes, the
light

Dearer for night, as dearer thou for faults
Lived over : lift thine eyes ; my doubts

are dead,

we ceased

There came a minute's jxiuse, an 1 Walier
said,

^'

I wish she had not yielded ! ' then to me,
' W hat, if you drest it up poetically !

'

'
' assent

:

This truthful change in thee has kill'd it.

Dear,

Look up, and let thy nature strike on
mine.

Like yonder morning on the blind half-
world

;

Approach and fear not ; breathe upon my
brows

;

In that fine air I tremble, all the past
Melts mist-like into this bright hour, and

this

Is morn to more, and all the rich to-come
Keels, as the golden Autumn woodland

reels

Athwart the smoke of burning weeds.
Forgive me,

^^^^^_
waste^my heart in signs

:
let be. My They hated banter. w.sh'd for something

My wife.^my life. O we will walk this A gallamlght. a noble princess -why
Yoked in an'exerolsc of noble end Or llTt'

^'' t™e-heroic-true-sublime ?
yj noDie ena,

,
Or all, they said, as earnest as the close ?

Vet how to bind the scattered scheme of
seven

Together in one sheaf? What style could
suit ?

The men required that I .y.culd give
throughout

The sort of mock-heroic gigantesque,
W ith which we banter'd little Lilia first

:

The women-and perhaps they felt their
power,

For something in the ballads which they
sang.

Or in their silent influence as they sat
Had everseem'd to wrestle with burlesque.
And drove us, last, to quite a solemn

close—

Which y
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Which yet with such a frnme^-or^k scarce

could Ijc.

Then rose a little feud betwixt the two
Betwixt the mockers and the realists •

'

And I. betwixt them both, to please them
both.

And yet to give the story as it rose
I moved as in a strange diagonal,

'

And maybe neither pleased myself nor
them.

-^^^-^
A red sail, or a white ; and far beyomb
Imagmed more than seen, the skirts of

I' ranee.

But Lilia pleased me, for she took no
part

Had touch d her; and she sat, she pluck'd
the grass.

She llung^it from her, thinking
: last, she

^o3!!:;^°!!.^-^-\-^-i^'.

•I^ook there, a garden!' said my
college friend,

The Tory member's elder son, 'and there-Cod bless the narrow sea which keeps her
off,

'^

And keeps our Britain, whole within her-
self,

A nation yet, the rulers and the ruled

-

Some sense of duty, something of a faith
Some reverence for the laws ourselves

have made.
Some patient force to change thein when

we will.

Some civic manhood firm against the
crowd

—

Yo„ V;i.\P°" ''"^^ ''""*' ^"'^SiiiJ. crowd- ** "'' "'^

B"> •hat ,h«. ros. a shou> , .h= gateJ 72 ''""''' "'" «'"'" »'" -«
were closed ti, i- , ,

At suns^^nd the crowd were swarming IpJ:-^S::::tr7^
Totaketheir leave, about thegardenrailsJ

1°;,'"°"''^"' and down rolls the

So I and some went out to the.o • .
p"

'^'f^
^^'°'" '''^"Ser than our own

;

climb'd
''

•
''" 1;'"°''^' ^^P"blics, revolutions, most

The slope to Vivian-nlnrp n„ w • X:"
graver than a schoolboys' barrin- out •

r».sha<,„.,„, L„ ..e^•:tx:T^s:^:xsr'' '•'"•
peace; ^ inncess with as wise a

Grav hnlk oi— ., .
<^ream

peace
^

Gray halls alone among their massive
groves

;

Trim hamlets
; here and there a rustic

tower

Half-lost in belts of hop r.,1 breadths of
wheat

;

The shimmerinnf n\\m,^ .^ -r - ,"a {>'"»i- '-b uf u Stream;
the seas

;

dream
As some of theirs-God bless the narrow

seas !

I wish they were a whole Atlantic broad.'

Have patience,' I replied, 'ourselves
are full

Of social wrong; and maybe wildest
dreamg

t»Sli^«

\^
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Are but the needful ,iic'\.clt.. oi the truth :

For me, the genial un,-, the happy crowd,
The sport half-science, fill nie with a

faith,

This fine old world of ours is but a child
Vet in the go-cart. Patience I Give it

time

To learn its lin.bs ; there is a hand that

guides.'

In sucu discourse wc gain'd the garden
raiJs,

And til "re we saw Sir Waller when, he
stood,

Before a ower of crimson holly-oaks.

Among six boys, head under head, and
look'd

No little lily-handed Baronet he,

A great broad-shouMer'd genial Englisi.

man,

A lord of fat prij-e-oxeu and of sheep,
A r,h.-,-r of huge meions and of pine,

A patron of some thirty charities,

A pamphleteer on guano and on grain,

A quarter-sessions chairman, abler none ;

l"'air-hair'd and redder than a windy morn

;

Now shaking hands with him, now him,
of those

That stood the nearest— i. .v addre d to

speech

—

Who spoke few words and pithy, such as

closed

Welcome, farewell, and welcome for the
year

To follow : a shout rose again, and made
Tlie long line of the approaching rookery

swerve

From the elms, and shook the branches
of the ileer

From slope to slope thro' distant ferns

and rang

Beyond the bourn of sunset ; O, a shout
More joyful than the city-roar that h.ijls

Premier or king ! Why should not these
great Sirs

Ciivcup their parks some dozen times a year
To let the people breathe? Ho thrice

thcv rried,

'. l.t.,',.oi., and in groups they slrcam'd
away.

But we went back to the Abbey, and
sat on,

So much the gathering darkness charm'd :

we sat

But spoke not, rapt in nameless reverie,

Perchance upon the future man ; the walls
Blacken'd about us, bats whecl'd, and

owls whoop'd.

And gradually the powers of tlie night,
Th, f range above the region of ihc wind.
Deepening the courts of twilig';. broke

them up
Thro' all the silent spaces of the worlds.
Beyond all thought into the Heaven of

Heavens,

Last little Lilia, rising quietly,

Disrobed the glimmering statue of ;iir

Ralph
Froi those ricli silks, and home well-

pleased we went.

ODE ON- THE DEATIf OF THE
J''^KE OF UELUNGTOM.

rUELISHED IN I

I.

-i^'

^ URY the Great Duke
Vitb an empire's lamcniatbn,
t w iry the Great Duke
To liiL noise of the nv.urning of a

mighty nation.

Mourning when their leaders fall,
"* -urriors carry the warrior's pall,

And sorrow darkens hamlet and hall.
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THE DUKE OF U'ELLLVGTOAr.

n.

Where shall we lay the man whom
fleplore ?

we

Here m streaming London's central roar
Let the sound of those he wrought fur
An<l the feet of those he fought for

'

Echo round his bones 'ox evermore

255

Such was he whom wc depl
The long self-sacrific

'l"he great World-victor
seen no more.

V.

of lif,

plore.

e IS o er.

s victor. will be

nr.

Lead out the pageant : sad and slow,
As fits an universal woe
Let^the long long jirocession go,
An ' let the sorrowing crowd about it

grow,

And let the mournful martial music blow •

The last great Englishman is low.

IV.

A- urn, for to us he seems the last,
R^ nbering all his greatness in the

Past.

No more 'n soldier fashion will he greet
VV ith I.

.
i hand t],c gazer in the street.U fr.e,n,s, our cl f stateoracle is mute

Mourn for them ^ong-cnduring blood,'
The statesman-wa ;or, moderate, reso-

lute,

Whole in himself, a common good.
Mourn for the man of amplest influence,
Yet clearest of .ambitious crime,
Our greatest yet uith least pretence,
^reat m council and great in war,
l"oremost captain of his time,
Rich ir saving comtiion-sense.
And, as the greatest only are,
In his simplicity sublime.
O good gnay head which all men knew,O voice from which their omens all men

drew,

O iron nerve to true occasion true,
O falin at length that tower of strength

I

VV hidi stt d four-square to all the ui.ujc I

that blew I

All is over and done :

Render thanks to the Giver,
England, for thy son.
I-et the bell be toll'd.

nder thanks to the Giver,
And render him to the mould.
Under the cross of gold
Tiiat shines over city and river,

'1 here he shall rest for ever
Among the wise and the bold.
Eet the bell be toll'd ;

And a reverent people behold
The towering; car, the sable steeds •

l^nght let it be with its blazon'd deeds.

I

Uark in its funeral fold.

Let the bell be toll'd :

And a deeper knell in the heart be
knoll'd

;

^"''
"';^,p;"'' "^ '^^ ^°"°^i"g anthem.

Thro' the dome of the golden cross :

And the volleying cannon thunder his
loss;

He knsw their voices of old
Lor many a time in many a ciime
His capta,n's-ear has heard them '

ooru
Bellowing victory, bellowing doom :

\V lien he with those deep voices wrought,
Guarchng realms and kings from shame

;With those deep voices our dead captain
taught

The tyrant, and asserts his claim

\Vhich he has worn „pnre of blame,
l^n praise and in dispraise the same,
- - rnan of v, ell-attcmpcr'd frame

I
° '^'V''^ muse, to such a name,

1^

i

i
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0D£ OX THE DEATH OF

To such a name for tiges I' ig,

To such a name,

Preserve a broad approach of fame,

And ever-echoing avenues of song.

VI.

Who is he that cometh, like an honour'd

guest,

With banner and with music, with soldier

and with priest,

With a nation weeping, and breaking on
my rest ?

Mighty Seaman, this is he

Was great by land as thou by sea.

Thine island loves thee well, thou famous
man,

The greatest sailor since our world began.
Now, to the roll of muuled drums.
To thee the greatest soldier comes

;

For this is he

Was great by land as thou by sea ;

His foes were thine ; he kept us free;

O give him welcome, this is he
Worthy of our gorgeous rites,

And worthy to be laid by thee ;

For this is England's greatest son,

He that gain'd a hundred fights,

Nor ever lost an English gun ;

This is he that far away
Against the myriads of Assaye
Clash'd with his fiery few and won

;

And underneath another sun,

Warring on a later day,

Round affrighted Lisbon drew
The treble works, the vast designs
Of his labour'd rampart-lines.

Where he greatly stood at bay,

Whence he issued forth anew,
And ever great and greater grew,
Beating from the wasted vines

Back to France her banded swarms.
Back to France with countless blows,
Till o'er the hills her eagles flew

Beyond the Pyrenean jjines,

FollowM up in valley and glen
With blare of bugle, clamour o( men,
Roll of cannon and clash of arms,

And England pouring on her foes.

Such a war had such a close.

Again their ravening eagle rose

In anger, wheel'd on Europe-shadowing
wings,

And barking for the thrones of kings
;

Till one that sought but Duty's iron crown
On that loud sabbath shook the spoiler

down
;

A day of onsets of despair !

Dash'd on every rocky square

Their surging charges foam'd themselves
away;

Last, the Prussian trumpet blew
;

Thro' the long-tormented air

Heaven flash'd a sudden jubilant ray,

And down we swept and charged and
overthrew.

So great a soldier taught us there,

What long-enduring hearts could do
In that world-earthquake, Waterloo !

Mighty Seaman, tender and true.

And pure as he from taint of craven guile,

O saviour of the silver-coasted isle,

O shaker of the Baltic and the Nile,

If aught of things that here befall

Touch a spirit among things divine.

If love of country move thee there at all,

Beglad.becausehisbonesarelaidbythine!
And thro' the centuries let a people's voice
In full acclaim,

A people's voice.

The proof and echo of all human fame,
A people's voice, when they rejoice

At civic revel and pomp and game.
Attest their great commander's claim
With honour, honour, honour, honour to

him.

Eternal honou 'n his name
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"espoke^amongyou.andtheManwho

'''°

t" "'' "" '"'"' '« --e the

'^o';::u;;'t:;;f,^^^-'^="'''^n>ower;

Thro' c t erTnr "''"'' "^ •"•""'"• A^wrocul^rbabblmg
world of high and

^V'-e^^n..' was work, whose language

\Vilh rugged maxims hewn from life •

,\'f
° "ever spoke against a foe ;

'

^^'-^«h^ Winters .ee.e 'with one

'" ^-^J<;^f-ekers tran,pli„g on the

'"'"rmedr "^ ^"^"^"'^'^ ^'^-^

Trmh-lover was our English Duke-Whatever record leap to light
'

"e never shall be shamed.

1^0
the leader in these glorious wars

Kr'°f^'°"^l^"nal slowly borne,oilow, by the brave of other lands
'Ic. on wl>om from both her open handsLavish Honour shower'd all her starsAnd affluent Fortune emptied alll'V ea. let all good things iwait

"•

n.m who cares not to be great,

^"
as he saves or serves the state.

Tor^
'"" '" "' '""S'^ -'-^1-

The path of duty was the way to gW.
1^< that walks it, only thirsti.^

^ '

For the right, and learns to deaden

"totn '^'''"^•^^"''^'^'J'^bursing^^o glossy purples, which outredden ^AH voluptuous garden-roses.
iMot once or twice in rvn, r • • t ,

The path of d.r "! !"' '^'.^"^.-^*°'T.path ofduty was the way to glory
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258 ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON.

He, that ever following her commands,
On with toil of heart and knees and hands,

Thro' the long gorge to the far light has

won
His path upward, and prevail'd.

Shall find the toppling crags of Duty
scaled

Are close upon the shining table-lands

To which our God Himself is moon and
sun.

Such was he : his work is done.

But while the races of mankind endure,

Let his great example stand

Colossal, seen of every land.

And keep the soldier firm, the statesman

pure :

Till in all lands and thro' all human story

The path of duty be the way to glory :

And let the land whose hearths he saved

from shame
For many and many an age proclaim
At civic revel and pomp and game,
And when the long-illumined cities Acme,
Their ever-loyal iron leader's fame,

Wilh honour, honour, honour, honour to

him.

Eternal honour to his name.

IX.

Peace, his triumph will be sung
By some yet unmoulded tongue
Far on in summers that we shall not see :

Peace, it is a day of pain

For one about whose patriarchal knee
Late the little children clung :

O peace, it is a day of pain

For one, upon whose hand and heart and
brain

Once the weight and fate of Europe hung.
Ours the pain, be his the gain !

More than is of man's degree
Must be with us, watching here

Whom we see not we revere
;

We revere, and we refrain

From talk of battles loud and vain,

And brawling memories all too free

P"or such a wise humility

As befits a solemn fane :

We revere, and while \\e hear

The tides of Music's golden sea

Setting toward eternity.

Uplifted high in heart and hope are we,
Until we doubt not that for one so true

There must be other nobler work to do
Than when he fought at Waterloo,

And Victor he must ever be.

For tho' the Giant Ages heave the hill

And break the shore, and evermore

Make and break, and work their will

;

Tho' world on world in myriad myriads

roll

Round us, each with different powers,

And other forms of life than ours.

What know we greater than the soul ?

On God and Godlike men we build our
trust.

Hush, txie Dead March wails in the

people's ears :

The dark crowd moves, and there are sobs

and tears :

The black earth yawns : the m-rtal

disapp';ars

;

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust

;

He is gone who scem'd so great.—
Gone ; but nothing can bereave him
Of the force he made his own
Being here, and we believe him
Something far advanced in State,

And that he wears a truer crown
Than any wreath that man can weave him.
Speak no more of his renown.
Lay your earthly fancies down.
And in the vast cathedral leave him.
God accept him, Christ receive him.

1852.
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^//^ THIRD OFFERRUARY, 1^''"
;^;.,J^^

^"-^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

'^^^' ^'™'" °"'' fi'-^t Charles by force we

That England., h„„.,i ce„s„„ „.«,« too
'

f""^
""= '«""'«" °f ''«= s«ond

far; James.

That our free press should cease to brawl Vv'''^i'' ? '"'"''' ^'"'^^^ ' ''^"'^ ^^ ^r these
J;ot stingthefie.y Frenchman ^to'Ir'^

'^-ke them on the land, we drove
It was our ancient privilege, my Lords

'^"" "" ^'^^ «'^''^-^-

«.ng...e'er we .It, not fearing, inlo And 3.U. my Lords, you ma.e thepeople
muse '^

We love not this French God, the chil.l '^V^"'^''?''^^°"'''°'°"^^'-^'•°"s•breed-

,,
«fIWJ, '

"^'^^'^''Y^^''"'^
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>
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">^
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'

'
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"'^ ^^"'' •''

-<-' ^^^ve feeble
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No Jittle German state are we,

^^'"' ^'^^^ '^^ '^«t free race with naked
But the one voice in Fnmn. ^°''^^ts

!

,, ^1-^ ;
'' ' '''

"'''-'h'
'''-'' ''' ^--- things they h.dThat if to-night our greatness wcrestruci- F,
'° '""' =

T,, ^'f
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'^ "'°''^'-

,,

^'*"^^^^^-'^'-
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iryou be fearful, then must we be bold W. '
r '

,

Our Britain cannot salve a tyran t.
''
'""l^f^^'

-^. ^^all her true sons
I^etter the waste Atlantic roll'd Wn ^ ^

,.?" ^J
^"^ "^ «n^l ours for evermore PuT
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^^ hat I have we fought for Freedom ?rom T^'

''^'^^ ^"^land and her honour
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260 THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE.

THE CHARGE OF THE LIG
BRIGADE.

I.

Half a league, half a league,

Haifa league onward.

All in the valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

'Forward, the Light lirigade !

Charge for the guns !
' he r,aid :

Into the valley of iJeath

Rode the six hundretl.

11.

'Forward, the Light I3rig.ade !'

Was there a man dismay'd ?

Not tho' the soldier know
Some one had blunder'd :

Their's not to make reply.

Theirs not to reason why,
Their's but to do and die :

Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.

III.

Cannon to right of thtni.

Cannon to left of them.

Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunderV'

;

Storm'd at with shot and sliell,

ISoldly they rode and well,

Into the jaws of Death,

Into the mouth of Hell

Rode the six hundred.

IV.

Flash'd all their sabres bare,

Flash'd as they turn'd in air

Sabring the gunners there.

Charging an army, while

All the world wonder'd :

Plunged in the battery-smoke

Right thro' the line they broke
;

Cossack and Russin.i

Reel'd from the sabre-stroke

UT Shalter'd and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not

Not the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,

(\'innoii to left of them,

Cannon behind them
Volley'd ami thunder'd

;

Storni'il at willi shot and shell,

W hile horse and hero full,

They that had fought so well

Came thro' the jaws of Death,

liack from the mouth of Ilell,

All that was left of them.

Left of six hundred.

VI.

When can their glory fade ?

O the wild charge they made !

All the world wonder'd.

Honour the charge they made !

Honour the Light Brigade,

Noble six hundred !

ODE SUXG AT THE OPENING
OF 7HE INTERNA TIONAL
EXHIBITION.

I.

Ul'LlFT a thousand voices full and sweet.

In this wide hall with earth's invention

stored,

And praise the invisible universal Lord,
Who lets once more in peace the nations

meet.

Where Science, Ait, and Labour have
outpour'd

Their myriad horns of plenty at our feet.

II.

O silent father of our Kings to be
Mourn'd in this golden hour of jubilee.

For this, for all, we weep our thanks to

thcc !



A IVELCOME TO ALEXANDRA.
26i

in.
riie world-compelling plan was thine -
And, lo

! the long laborious miles '

Of Palace
; lo ! the giant aisles,

Rich in model and design
;

Harvest-tool and husbandry,
Loom and wheel and enginery,
Secrets of the sullen mine,
.Steel and gold, and corn and wine,
Fabric rough, or fairy-fine,

Sunny tokens of the Line,
Polar marvels, and a feast
Of wonder, out of West and East
And shapes and hues of Art divine !

All of beauty, all of use.
That one fair planet can produce,

Brought from under every star,'

Blown from over every main.
And mixt, as life is mixt with pain.
The works of peace with works of xvar.

IV.

O ye, the wise who think, the wise who
reign.

From growing commerce loose her latest

Andletthe/airwhite-wing-dpeacemal-er
lo hajipy havens under all the sky
And mix the seasons and the golden hours

;

1 111 each man find his own in all men's goodAnd all men work in noble brotherhood,'
Breakmg their mailed fleets and armed

towers,

And ruling by obeying Nature's powers.
And gathering all the fruits of earth and

crown 'd with all her flowers.

Welcome her, thunders of fort and of
fleet

!

Welcome her, thundering cheer of the
street !

Welcome her, all things youthful and
sweet,

Scatter the blossom under her feet '

Break, happy land, into eariier flowers •

Make music, O bird, in the new-budded
bowers !

of blessing and

A IVELCOME TO ALEXANDRA.
MAHca 7, 1863.

Sea-kint.s' daughter from over the sea,

«,,„., 1 ikT Alexandra !Saxon and Norman and I .me are we
But all of us Danes in our welcome of thcc,

Alexandra ! I

bowers !

Blazon your motto
prayer !

Welcome her, welcome her, all that is
ours !

Warble O bugle, and trumpet, blare '

I- lags, flutter out upon turrets and towers '

^ lames, on the windy headland flare '

Utter your jubilee, steeple and spire '

t ash, ye bells, in the merry March air '

iMash, ye cities, in rivers of fire •

Rush to the roof, sudden rocket, and
higher

Melt into stars for the land's desire »

Ko and rejoice, jubilant voice,
Koll as a ground -swell dash'd on the

strand,

Roar as the sea when he welcomes the

I

land,

[And welcome her, welcome the land's
desire,

The sea-kings' daughter as happy as fair
Blissful bride of a blissful hei,

'

Bride of the heir of the kings of the
, sea

—

O joy to the people and joy to the
throne,

I

Come to us, love us and make us your
own :

For Saxon or Dane or Norman we,
i euton or Celt, or whatever we be.We are each all Dane in our welcom. .f

tht'5,

AIe,\andra J

ji.'

I.'

\\

d
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262 A WELCOME TO MARIE ALEXANDROVNA.

A WELCOME TO HER ROYAL
HIGHNESS MARIE ALEXAN-
DROVNA, DUCHESS OF EDIN-
BURGH.

MARCH 7, 1874.

I.

The Son of him with whom we strove for

power

—

Whose will is lord thro' all Lis world-

domain

—

Who made the serf a man, and burst

his chrun

—

Has given our Prince his own hnperial

Flower,
Alexandrovna.

And welcome, Russian flower, a people's

pride,

To Britain, when her flowers begin to

blow !

From love to love, from home to home
you go.

From mother unto mother, stately bride,

Marie Alexandrovna

!

II.

The golden news along the steppes is

blown,

And at thy name the Tartar tents are

slirr'd
;

Elburz and all the Caucasus have heard

;

And all the sultry palms of India known,

Alexandrovna.

The voices of our universal sea

On capes of Afric as on cliffs of Kent,

The Maoris and that Isle of Continent,

And loyal pines of Canada murmur thee,

Marie Alexandrovna

!

III.

Fair empires branching, both, in lusty

life !—
Yet Harold's England fell to Norman

swords ;

Yet thine own land has bow'd to Tartar

hordes

Since Englislillarokl gave its throne a wife,

Alexandrovna !

For thrones and peoples are as waifs that

swing.

And float or fall, in endless ebb and

flow;

But who love best have best the grace

to know
That Love by right divine is deathless king,

Marie Alexandrovna !

IV,

And Love has led thee to the stranger land.

Where men are bold and strongly say

their say ;

—

See, empire upon empire smiles to-day.

As thou with thy young lover hand in hand
Alexandrovna !

So now thy fuller life is in the west,

Whose hand at home was gracious to

thy poor :

Thy name was blest within the narrow

iloor

;

Here also, Marie, shall thy name be blest,

Marie Alexandrovna !

V.

Shall fears and jealous hatreds flame again ?

Or at thy coming. Princess, everywhere,

The blue heaven break, and some
diviner air

Breathe thro' the world and change the

hearts of men,

Alexandrovna?

But hearts that change not, love that

cannot cease.

And peace be yoius, the peace of soul

in soul

!

.
And howsoever this wild world may roll,

Between your peoples Iruth and manful

peace,

/ !ircd—Alexandrovna !
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THE GRANDMOTHER.
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THE GRANDMOTHER.

And Willy, my eldest-born, is gone,' you say, little Anne ?Ruddy and whue, and strong on his legs, he looks like a man.And W Illy s wife has written : sl.e never was over-wise.
Never the wife for Willy : he wouldn't take my advice.

For Annie, you see, her father was not the man to save.
Hadn I a head to manage, and drank himself into his grave
Pretty enough, very pretty ! but I was agai.st it for one.th !-but he wouldn't hear me-and Willy, you say, is gone.

III.

^^illy, my beauty, my eldest-born, tl.c flo.ver of the flock :
Never a man could fling him : for Willy stood like a rock.
Here s a leg for a babe of a week !

' says doctor ; and he would be bound.There was not his like that year in twenty parishes round.

IV.
Mrong of his hands, and strong on his legs, but still of his tongue !ought to have gone before him : I wonder he went so young
I cannot ciy for him, Annie: I have not long to stay;
I erhaps I shall see him the sooner, for he lived far away.

V.
Why do you look at me, Annie? you think I am hard and cold ;i?ul all my children have gone before me, I am so old •

1 cannot weep for Willy, nor can I weep for the rest

;

Only at your age, Annie, I could have wept with ihc best.

VI.
For I remember a quarrel I had ^^ ith your father, my dear,
All for a slanderous story, that cost me many a tear.
I mean your grandfather, Annie : it cost me a world of woe,
Seventy years ago, my darling, seventy years ago.

VII.
For Jenny, my cousin, had come to the place, and I knew right well
lliat Jenny had tript in her time : I knew, but I would not tell.
And she to be coming and slandering me, the base little liar !

But the tongue is a fire as you know, my dear, the tongue is a fire.

VIII.

And the parson made it his text that week, and he said likewise,
That a nc which is half a truth is ever the Wnckcst of lies,

-lat a he vv'iicl; is all a lie may ix- mci .md lought with outfight,
i5ut a he which is part a truth is a harder matter to fight.

^:

f ill
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264 T//E GRANDMOTHER.

IX.

And Willy had not been down to the farm for a week and a day
;

And all things look'd half-dead, tho' it was the middle of May.
Jenny, to slander me, who knew what Jenny had been !

But soiling another, Annie, will never make oneself clean.

X.
And I cried myself well-nigh blind, and all of an evening late
I climb'd to the top of the garth, and stood by the road at the gate.
The moon like a rick on fire was rising over the dale.
And whit, whit, whit, in the bush beside me chirrupt the nightingale.

XI.

All of a sudden he stopt : there past by the gate of the farm,
Willy,—he didn't see me,—and Jenny hung on his arm.
Out into the road I started, and spoke I scarce knew how ;

Ah, there's no fool like the old one—it makes me angry now.

XII.

Willy stood up like a man, and look'd the thing that he meant

;

Jenny, the viper, made me a mocking courtsey and went.
And I said, ' Let us part : in a hundred years it'll all be the same,
\ou cannot love me at all, if you love not my good name.'

XIII.

And he turn'd, and I saw his eyes all wet, in the sweet moonshine :

' Sweetheart, I love you so well that your good name is mine.
And what do I care for Jane, let her speak of you well or ill';

But marry me out of hand : we two shall be happy still.'

XIV.

'.Marry you, Willy !
' said I, « but I needs must speak my mind,

And I fear you'll listen to tales, be jealous and hard and unkind.'
But he turn'd and claspt me in his arms, and answer "d, ' No, love, no ;

'

Seventy years ago, my darling, seventy years ago.

XV.
So Willy and I were wedded : I wore a lilac gown

;

And the ringers rang with a will, and he gave the ringers a crown.
But the first that ever I bare was dead before he was born,
Shadow -ind shine is life, little Annie, flower and thorn.

XVI,

That was the first lime, too, that ever I thought of death,
There lay the sweet little body that never had drawn a breath.
I had not wept, little Anne, not since I had been .t wife •

But I wept like a child that day, for the babe had fought' for his life.
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XVI r.
His dear little face was troubled i<; if '«,;,»,

^"t as to the children, Annie, they're 'all abo^t nj^£
'

l^tV ''' '""'^' "^ ^""^^'-'- '^'^' '- at twoater she goes, my own little Annie, an Annie like "u'-I^ .er>ng over the boards, she comes and goes at her wl"
^^ h.le Harry . .n the five-acre and Charlie ploughi^V ,hl' hill.

XXI
And Harry and Charlie, I hear them ioo-they sine to th -I .Often they come to -.he door in a peasant kind'o f ea

' """ ''

They come and sit l,y my chair, they hover about my bcTI am not always certain if they be alive or dead.

"

xxir.
And yet I kn.nv for a truth, there's none of them left alive •For li^rry went at sixty, your father at sixty-five

:And ^ ,lly, my cldes, born, at nigh threescore and ten •

I knew them all as babies, and now they're elderly men'.

For mme is a time of peace, it is not often I grieve •

I am oftener sitting at home in my father's farm at eve :

I find myself ofL?,"T "^' '''"^^ ^"' ^'^^^"P' -'^ - ^^ I ?nnd myself often laughmg at things that have long gone by.

'
""'*^ ^""'e» the message is one of Peace.

;. I
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XXV.

And age is a time of peace, so it be free from pain,

And happy has been my life ; but I would not live it again.

I seem to be tired a little, that's all, and long for rest

;

Only at your age, Annie, I could have wept with the best,

XXVI.

So Willy has gone, my beauty, my eldest-born, my flower ;

But how can I weep for Willy, he has but gone for an hour, -

Gone for a minute, my son, from this room into the next ;

I, too, shall go in a minute. What time have I to be vext ?

XXVII.

And Willy's wife has written, she never was over-wise.

Get me my glasses, Annie : thank God that I keep my eyes.

There is but a trifle left you, when I shall have past away.

But stay with the old woman now : you cannot have long to slay.

NORTHERN FARMER.

OLD STYLE.

I.

Whekr 'asta bean saw long and mea liggin' 'ore aloan?

Noovse? thoort nowt o' a noorse : whoy. Doctor's abecin an' agoan :

Says that I moant 'a naw moor aale : but I beant a fool

:

Git ma my aiile, fur I beant a-gooin' to break my rule.

II.

Doctors, they knaws nowt, fur a says what's nawways true :

Naw soort o' koind o' use to saay the things that a do.

I've 'ed my point o' aide ivry noight sin' I beiin 'ere.

An' I've 'ed my quavt iviy market-noight for foorty year.

in.

Parson's a bean loikewoise, an' a sittin' 'ere o' my bed.

•The amoighty's a taakin o' you to 'issen, my friend,' a said.

An' a towd ma my sins, an's toithe were due, an' I gied it in hond ;

I done moy duty bor 'um, as I 'a done boy the lond.

IV.

Larn'd a ma' bea. I reckons I 'annot sa mooch to lam.

But a cast ooo. thot a did, 'boot Bessy Harris's barnc.
^

Thaw a knaws I hallus voated wi' Squoirc an' choorch an staatc,

An' i' the woost o' toimes I wur niver agin the raate.

'1
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V.

An' I hallus coom'd to 's choorch afoor nioy Sally wiir deiicT,
An' 'eercl 'um a bummin' awaay loike a buzzard-clock ' ower my 'cad
An' I n.ver knaw'd vvhot a niciin'd but I thowt a 'ad sumnnit to saay'An I thowt a said whot a owt to 'a said an' I coom'd awaay.

VI.

Bessy Marris's barne ! ilia knaws she laciid it to mea,
Mowt a bean, mayhap, for she war a bad un, sheii,
'Sivcr, I kcp 'um, I kcp 'um, my lass, tha mun undcrstond

;

I done moy duty boy 'um as I 'a done boy the lond.

VII.

But Parson a comes an' a goos, an' a says it easy an' freea
'The amoighly's a laiikin o' you to "issen, my friend,' says 'ea.
I werint saiiy men be loiars, thaw summun said it in 'aiiste :

But 'e reiids wonn sarmin a weciik, an' I 'a stubb'd Thumaby waiiste.

VIII.

D'ya moind the waiiste, my lass? naw, naw, tha was not born then-
Theer wur a boggle in it, I often 'eerd 'um mysen

;

'

Moast loike a butter-bump,-' fur I 'eerd 'um aboot an' aboot,
But I stubb'd 'um oop wi' the lot, an' raiivcd an' rcmbled 'um cot.

IX.

Keilper's it wur ; fo' they fun 'um thoer a-latiid of 'is faace
Doon i' ihe woild 'enemies > afoor I coom'd to the plaace.
Noaks or Thimbleby—toaner 'ctl shot 'um as dead as a naail,
Noaks wur 'arg'd for it oop at 'soize—but git ma my aale.

X.

Uubbut loook at the waaste : theer warn't not feeiid for a cowj
Nowt at all but bracken an' fuzz, an' loook at it now

—

Warnt worth nowt a haiicre, an' now theer's lots o' feead,

Fourscoor yows upon it an' some on it doon i' seeiid.

XI.

Nobbut a bit on it's left, an' I meiin'd to 'a stubb'd it at fall,

Done it ta-year I meiin'd, an' runn'd plow thruff it an' all,

If godamoighty an' parson 'ud nobbut let ma aloan,

Meii, wi' haate oonderd haacre o' Squoire's, an' lond o' my oiin.

XII.

Do godamoighty knaw what a's doing a-taiikin' o' mea?
I beiint wonn as saws 'ere a beiin an' yonder a pea

;

An' Squoire 'nil be sa mad an' all—a' dear a' o-ar !

And I 'a managed for Squoire coom Michaelmas thutty year.

'Cockchafer. "Bittern. 'Anemones.

; t
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AV. aaf the cows to cauve an' Thurnaby houhns to plo^v 1

Loook ow quololy smoilcs when they sccas ma ^ n,. •
-

.Says to tl,essen naw doubt -what a 1^^:^^^^>tur they knaws what I bciin to Squoire sin fus"? ^
I done .oy duty by Squoire an" lln^n^yt'; ,:;;;:'„:"

"'^'

Squoire's i- Lunnon. an' summun'^Vrcckons 'ull 'a to wroit.

^a^^, nor a moant to Robins_a niver lembles the TZ..

liut summun 'ui? come aler meU mayha.) wi' 'is kittle ..' ., •

Huz.n' an' u,-... the blessed ftiilds i, the Dht,",:'""

iiut sm
. , ,,n ..n. I „,„„ doy, for I couldn abear to see it.

I weant breiik rules fur Doctor n in.
'

c. .a „,* , ,„ .;':::,';j J ,^;:i;7:;:;
,- -^ "".

,

NORTIIER.V FARMER,
NEW STYLE,

' Ttiis week",
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Thou-s been talkin' to i" ,:., "'."
'''"^'"' '^' 'f^'^''

5

Thou'iiaotn,an;j,;™'""^''^''-„atd

^ lass

•'^eea d her todaiiy eo-i bv-Sv W ,

;i;--s a beauty thou thi„L^^-"^^ ^^^ nngi„, u>e bclh.
Tl'em as as munny an' all- T,, • ' ' " •'^^^'"•'^•

^^"^ l"-"P""y. p.-opu,ty sticks ^l^;;;*; ^ ^-''- "--^ a. blau..
' I^'^"P"t'y, I'loputty gravv.s.

l^o'ant l,e stunt
:

- taiike time • \L. ,

J'"t I knawVl a Quaaker kAh^- ^ r
'" ^ ''''' ^ l'i<l ?

•l^oant thou ,«arry LrJ^^l ? f'^
^^^ '"-d „.a this :

y "'"""""y. but guavvhecr munny is...

Wr Lr^:-;S- -;.l.y n^uther coonuo Wd
Maaybe she war/t a beau ; r'

"'^'^""^'^
"^'^ «' ^--'-

^--n.tsheas,„od;oi:d;i;Jr;;-j:'-w
'^ 'ass as ant nowt ?

)<»'«. f.i., !-am,„y, •emaiTOcIfu, l»,v.

tmiU'ii I i„,v ,i,v ,,„„i;. , * """•' "fi'" '» <'"
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270 TI/JS DAISY.

XI,

Break me a bit o' the eah for ms 'eiid, lad, out o' the fence !

Centleman burn ! ^yhat's gentleman burn? is it shillins an' pence ?

Proputty, proputty's ivrything 'ere, an', Sammy, I'm blest

If it isn't the saiimc oop yonder, fur them r,s 'as it's the best.

XII.

Tis'n them as 'as munny as breaks into 'ouses an' steiils,

Them as 'as coiits to their backs an' taiikes their regular meals,

Noa, but it's them as niver knaws wheer a meiil's to be 'ad.

TaJike my word for it, Sammy, tiic poor in a loomp is bad,

XIII.

Them or thir feythers, tha sees, mun 'a beiin a laiizy lot.

Fur work mun 'a gone to the giltin' whiniver munny was got.

Feyther 'ad ammost nowt ; leastways 'is munny was 'id.

But 'e tued an' moil'd 'isscn deiid, an 'e died a good un, 'e did,

XIV.

Loook thou theer wheer Wrigglcsby beck comes out by the 'ill !

Feyther run up to ihc farm, an' I runs up to the mill
;

An' I'll run up to ihe brig, an' that thou'll live to see ;

And if thou marries a good un I'll leiive the land to thee.

XV.

Thim's my noiitions, Sammy, wheerby I means to stick
;

But if thou marries a bad un, I'll leave the land to Dick.

—

Coom oop, proputty, proputty—that's what I 'ears 'im saay—
Proputty, proputty, proputty—canter an' canter awaiiy.

T//E DAISY.

WRITTE.N AT KDINllURGII.

O LOVE, what hours were tliincand mine,

In lands of palm and soullurn pine
;

In lands of palm, of orange-blossom.

Of olive, aloe, and maize and vine.

What Roman strength Turbla show'd

In ruin, by the mountain road
;

How like a gem, beneath, the city

Of little Monaco, basking, glow'd.

How richly down the rocky dell

The torrent vmeyard streaming fell

To meet the sun and sunny waters,

That only heaved with a summer swell.

What slender campanili grew

By bays, the peacock's neck in hue
;

Where, here and tliere, on sandy

beaches

A milky-bell'd amaryllis blew.

How young Columbus seem'd to rove,

Yet present in his natal grove.

Now watching high on mountain cor-

nice.

And steering, now, from a purple cove,

Now pacing mute by ocean's rim
j

Till, in a narrow street and dim,

I stay'd the wheels at Cogoletto,

And drank, and loyally drank to him.
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But distant colour, happy hamlet '
I TZ ^' ^ ''' ""^ ^'J''

A mouldcr'cl citadel 'on the coast ' And t.ttcTn"^ T
"''"' '"'''""'

» And statued pinnacles, mute as they.
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Or tower, or high hill-convent, seen
A light amid its olives green

;

0»- olive-hoary cape in ocean
;

Or rosy blossom in hot ravine,

Where oleanders flush'd the bed
Of silent torrents, gravel-spread

;

And, crossing, oft we saw the glisten
Of ice far up on a mountain head.

We loved that hall, tho' white u.id coul.
Those niched shapes of noble mould,
A princely people's awful princes,'

The grave, severe Genovesc of old.

At P'iorence too what golden hours.
In those long galleries, were ours

;

What drives alwut the fresh Cas'cine,
Or walks in Boboli's ducal bowers.

In bright vignettes, and each complete.
Of tower or duomo, sunny-sweet.
Or palace, how the city glitter'd.

Thro' cypress avenues, at our feet.'

But when we crost the Lombard plain
Remember what a plague of rain

;

Of rain at Reggio, rain at Parma;
At Lodi, rain, Piacenza, rain.

And stern and sad (so rare the smiles
Of sunlight) look'd the Lombard piles

;

Porch-pillars on the lion resting,
And sombre, old, colonnaded aisles.

O Milan, O the chanting quires.
The giant windows' blazon'd fires,

The height, the space, the gloom the
glory !

A mount of marble, a hundred spires !

IIow faintly-flush'd, how phantom-fair,
\\ as Monte K isa, hanging there
A thousand shadowy-pencill'd valley

And snowy dells in a golden air.

Remembe- how we came at last
To Como

; shower and storm and blast
Had blown the lake beyond his limit,

And all was flooded ; and how we past

From Como, when the light was gray,
And in my head, for half the day,
The rich Virgilian rustic measure

Of Lari Maxume, all the way.

Like ballad-burthen music, kept,
As on The Lariano crept
To that fair port below the castle

Of Queen Theodolind, where we slept
j

Or hardly slept, but watch'd awake
A cypress in the moonlight shake.
The moonlight touching o'er a 'terrace

I

One tall Agave above the lake.

What more ? m'c took our last adieu.
And up the snowy Splugen drew.

But ere we reach'd the highest sum-
mit

I pluck'd a daisy, I gave it you.

It told of England then to me,
And now it tells of Italy.

O love, we two shall go no longer
To lands of summer across the sea

;

So dear a lift your arms enfold
Whose crying is a cry for froid •

Vet here to-night in this'dark city,
When ill and weary, alone and cold,

E 1
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li jM

ii

I found, tho' crush'd to hard and dry,

This nurseling of another shy
Still in the little book you lent me,

And where you tenderly laid it hy :

And I forgot the clouded Forth,

The glocm that saddens Heaven and
Larth,

The bitter cast, the misty summer
And gray metropolis of the North.

Perchance, to lull the throbs of pain,

Perchance, to charm a vacant brain,

Perchance, to dream you still l)cside me,
My fancy fled to the South again.

TO THE REV. F. D. MAURICE.
Come, when no graver cares employ,
Godfather, come and see your boy :

Your presence will be sun in winter.

Making the little one leap for joy.

For, being of that honest few,

Who give the Fiend himself his due,
Should eighty-thousand cojlege.-coun-

\

cils

Thunder 'Anathema,' friend, at you;

For groves of pine on either hand,
To break the blast of winter, stand

;

And further on, the hoary Channel
Tumljles a billow on chalk and sand

;

Where, if below the milky steep

Some siiip of battle slowly creep,

Ar i on thro' zones of light anil shadow
Glimmer away to the lonely deep,

We might discuss the Northern sin

j

Which made a selfish war begin
;

I Dispute the claims, arrange the chances

;

Emperor, Ottoman, which shall win :

Or whether war's avenging rod
Shall lash all Europe into blood

;

Till you should tarn to dearer matters,
Dear to the man that is dear to God

;

How best to help the slender store.

How mend the dwellings, of the poor;
How gain in life, as life advances,

\'alour and charity more and more.

Should all our churchmen foam in spite

At you, so careful of the right,

Yet one lay-hearth would give you wel-
come

(Take it and come) to the Isle of Wight

;

Where, far from noise and smoke of town,
I watch the twilight falling brown
All round a careless-order'd garden

Close to the ridge of a noble down.

You'll have no scandal while you dine.

But honest talk and wholesome wine,
And only hear the magpie gossip

Garrulous under a roof of pine :

Come, Maurice, come: the lav, >
-t

Is hoar with rime, or spongy-wet
;

But when the wreath cf IMarch has
blossom 'd.

Crocus, anemone, violet,

Or later, p.iy one visit here.

For those ar*^ few we hold as dear
;

Nor pay but one, but come for many.
Many and many a happy year.

Jiintiaiy, 1854.

WILL.

t.

O WELL for him whose will is strong !

He suffers, but he will not suffer Ion"

;

He suffers, but he cannot suffer wrong :
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the loud world's

him nor moves
random mock,

Nor all Calamity's hugest waves confoundAUo seems a promontory of rock,
ihat, compass'd round with turbulent

sound,

In middle ocean meets the surging shock
Tempest-butreted, cltadcl-crown'd

ir,

But ill forhimwho.betteringnot with time
Corrupts the strength ofheaven-des :ended

Will,
--t.iiuea

And ever weaker grows thro' acted crime,Ur scemmg-genial venial fault
Recurring .ind suggesting still!
Me seems as one whose footsteps halt
ioilmg m immeasurable sand,

'

And o'er a weaiy sultry land,

'

Far beneath a blazing vault

'

Sown in a wrinkle of the monstrous hill,The city sparkles like a grain of salt
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/^V THE VALLEY OF
CAC/TEA'ETZ.

^i^i^ along the valley, stream that flashest
white,

Deepening thy voice with the deepening
of the night,

-
walk d with one I loved two and thirty

years ago.

All along the valley, while I walk'd to day
1
he two and thirty years were a mist that,

rolls away
;

I

For all dong the valley, down thy rocky

Thy living voice to me was as the voice
of the dead,

And all along the valley, by rock and
cave and tree.

The voice of the dead was a living voice
to me.

/^V THE GARDEN AT
SlFA/JVSTOAr

NmuTiNGALES warbled without,
^\ ithm was weepiiig for thee :

J5liadows of three dead men
Walk'd in the walks with me,
Shadows of three dead men and thou

wast one of the three.

Nightingales sang in his woods •

I Jie Master was far away •

Nightingales warbled and sang
Of a passion that lasts but a day •

Still in the house in his coffin the Prince
of courtesy lay.

j

Two dead men have I known
In courtesy like to thee :

Two dead men have I loved
With a love that ever will be
Three dead men have I loved and thou

art last of the three.

THE FLOIVER.
Once in a golden hour

I cast to earth a seed.
Up there came a flower,
The people said, a weed.

To and fro they went
Thro' my garden-bower,

And muttering discontent
Cursed me and my flouer.

Then it grew so tall

Itv.-oreacrownofh'ght,
But thieves from o'er the wall

Stole the seed by night.

Sow'd it far and wide
By every town and tower,

Till all the people cried,
' Splendid is the flower.

'

I if
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274 REQUIESCAT—THE SAILOR BOY—THE ISLET.

Read my little £ ble :

He that runs may read.

Most can raise the flowers now,

For all have got the seed.

And some are pretty enough,

And some are poor indeed
;

And now again the people

Call it but a weed.

REQUIESCAT.

Fair is her cottage in its place,

Where yon broad water sweetly slowly

glides.

It sees itself from thatch to base

Dream in the sliding tides.

And fairer she, but ah how soon to die !

Her quiet dream of Ufe this hour may
cease.

Her peaceful being slowly passes i >>

To some more perfect peace.

THE SAILOR BOY.

He rose at dawn and, fired with hope,

Shot o'er the seething harbour-bar,

And reach'd the ship and caught the rope,

And whistled to the morning star.

And while he whistled long and loud

He heard a fierce mermaiden cry,

' O boy, tho' thou art young and proud,

I see the place where thou wilt lie.

' The sands and yeasty surges mix
In caves about the dreary bay.

And on thy ribs the limpet sticks.

And in thy heart the scrawl shall play.'

* Fool,' he answer'd, ' death is sure

To those that stay and those that roam,
But I will nevermore endure

To sit with empty hands at home.

' My mother clings about my neck,

My sisters crying, " Stay for shame ;
"

My fi^thcr raves of death and wreck.

They are all to blame, they are all to

blame.

' God help me ! save I take my part

Of danger on the roaring sea,

A devil rises in my heart.

Far worse than any death to me.'

THE ISLET.

' Whither, O whither, love, shall we go,

F'". a score of sweet little summers or so ?

'

Tlic sweet little wife of the singer said,

On the day that follow 'd the day she was
wed,

' Whither, O wliithcr, love, shall we go ?

'

And the singer shaking his curly head

Turn'd as he sat, and struck the keys

There at his right with a sudden crash.

Singing, ' And shall it be over the seas

With a crew that is neither rude nor rash.

But a bevy of lilroses apple-cheek'd.

In a shallop of crystal ivory-beak'd,

With a satin sail of a ruby glow.

To a sweet little Eden on earth that I

know,

A moiintain islet pointed and peak'd
;

Waves on a diamond shingle dash-

Cataract brooks to the ocean run,

Fairily- delicate palaces shine

Mixt witli myrtle and clad with vine,

And ovcrstream'd and silvery-streak'd

With mr.ny a rivulet high against the Sun
The facets of the glorious mountain flash

Above the valleys of palm and pine.

'

' Thither, O thither, love, let us go.

'

* No, no, no !

For in all that exquisite isle, my dear.

And

<t, r
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Zf^fJffT^fm^J^TTE^ SQ^ABB^^S.
There is but one bird with a musical

throat,

And his compass is but of a single note.
That it makes one weary to hear.'

'Mock mc not • mock me not ! love let
us go.'

'

'Xo, love, no.

For the bud ever breaks into bloom on
the tree,

And a storm never wakes on the lonely sea
And a worm is there in the lonely wood,'
IJiat pierces the liver and blackens the

blood
;

And makes it a sorrow lo oe.

'

THE SPITEFUL LETTER.
Here, it is her--, the close of the year.
And with it a spiteful letter.

My name in song has done him much
wrong.

For himself has done much better.

275

little bard, is your lot so hard.
If men neglect your pages ?

1 think not much of yours or of mine

I

I hear the roll of the ages.
'

I
Rhymes and rhymes in the range of the

I

times !

Are mine for the moment stronger '

Yet hate me not, but abide your lot,

'

I last but a moment longer.

This faded leaf, our names are as brief;
What room is left for a hater ?

Yet the yellow leaf hates the greener leaf,
For it hangs one moment later.

Greater than I— is that your cry ?
And men will live to see it.

Well -if it be so-so it is, you know

Brief, brief is a summer leaf,

But this is the time of hollies,
O hollies and ivies and evergreens,
How I hate the spites and the follies !

LITERARY SQUABBLES,
Ah God! the petty fools of rhyme
That shriek and sweat in pigmy wars
Before the stony face of Time,
And look'd at by the silent stars :

Who hate each other for a song,
And do their little best to bite

'

And pinch their brethren in the throng
And scratch the very dead for spite :

And strain to make an inch of room
For their sweet selves, and cannot hear
The sullen Letho rolling doom
On them and theirs and all things here •

When one small touch of Charity
Could lift them nearer God-like state
Than if the crowded Orb should cry
Like those who cried Diana great

:

And I too, talk, and lose the touch
I talk of. Surely, after all,

The noblest answer unto such
Is perfect stillness when they brawl

THE VICTIM.

I.

A PLAGUE upon the people fell,

A famine after laid them low,
Then thorpe and byre arose in fire
For on tliem brake the sudden foe •

So^ thick they died the people cried.
The Gods are moved against the land.'

I he Priest in honor about his altar
To Thor and Odin lifted a hand •

' Help

ll

^'

I

'!
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276 T//£ VICTIM.

What would you have of us '{

Human life ?

Were it our nearest,

Were it our clearest,

(Answer, O answer)

We give you his life,'

II.

But still the foeman spoil'd and burn'd,
And cattle died, and deer in wood,

And bird in air, and fishes turn'd

And whiten'd all the rolling flood
;

And dead men lay all over the way,
Or down in a furrow scathed with flame

And ever and aye the Priesthood moan'd,
Till at last it seem'd that an answei

came.

' The King is happy
In child and wife

;

Take you his dearest,

Give us a life."

III.

The Priest went out by heath and hill

;

The King was hunting in the wild
;

They found the mother sitting still

;

She cast her arms about the child.
The child was only eight summers old,
His beauty still with his years increased,

His face was ruddy, his hair was gold,
He seem'd a victim due to the priest.

The Priest beheld him,
And cried with joy,

• The Gods have answer'd :

We give them the boy.'

IV.

The King return'd from out the wild,
He bore but little game in hand

;

The mother said, ' They have taken the
child

To spill his blood and heal the land :

The land is sick, the people diseased,
And blight and famine on all the lea :

The holy Gods, they must be appeased,
So I pray you tell the truth to me.

They have taken our son,

They will have his life.

Is he your dearest ?

Or I, the wife ?

'

V.

The King bent low, with hand on brow,
He stay'd his arms upon his knee :

' O wife, what use to answer now ?

For now the Priest has judged for

me.'

The King was shaken with holy ft:ir
;

'The Gods,' he said, 'would have
chosen well

;

Vet both are near, and both are dear,

And which the dearest I cannot tell !

'

But the Priest was happy,

His victim won :

• We have his dearest,

His only son !'

VI.

The rites prepared, the '
" 'm bared.

The knife uprising toward the blow
To the altar-stone she sprang alone,

' Me, not my darling, no !

'

He caught her away with a sudden
cry;

Suddenly from him brake his wife.
And shrieking '/am his dearest, I—
/am his dearest !' rush'd on the knife.

And the Priest was happy,
• O, Father Odin,

We give you a life.

Which was his nearest ?

Who was his dearest ?

The Gods have answer'd
;

W'e give them the wife !

'
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IVACES.

Glory of warrior, niorv of on tnr „i„ r
V^\A ^uu T.

"^o"^' e'oiy of soncf,i aid with a voice fly nij by to be ln«/^r, -,1.

THE HIGHER PANTHEISM.

Speak to Him thou for He hears and SnJvif , -.u o
Closer is He .han breathing and i^fE^lf:;-^ ---

God IS law, say the wise
; O Soul, and let us reioiceFor If He thunder by law the thunder is yet W^^,.

\7rl ?°1: '"^ '°"''
'' "° ^°^ ^' ^"' ^^>'« the fool

;

For all we have power to see is a straight staff bent in a pool •

IfiftVcouIdra'Tr ''l^'
^"' "^^ ^y^ °^-- -"-t see

;i^ut It we could see and hear, this Vision-were it not He ?

n;;

ill
'
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278 TJIJi VOJCE AND THE PEAK-A DED/CAT/ON

THE VOICE AND THE PEAK.

The voice and the Peak
Fai over summit and lawn,

The lone glow and long roar [dawn !

Green-rushing from the rosy thrones of

II.

All night have I heard the voice

Rave over the rocky bar,

But thou wert silent in heaven.

Above thee glided the star.

Ill,

Hast thou no voice, O Peak,
That standest high above all ?

' I am the voice of the Peak,
I roar and rave for I fall.

IV.

' A thousand voices go
To North, South, East, and West

;

They leave the heights and are troubled,

And moan and sink to their rest.

V.

' The fields are fair beside them.
The chestnut towers in his bloom

;

But they—they feel the desire of the deep

—

Fall, and follow their doom.

VI.

' The deep has power on the height,

And the height has power on the deep
;

They are raised for ever and ever.

And sink again into sleep.'

Vil.

Not raised for ever and ever.

But when their cycle is o'er.

The valley, the voice, the peak, the star

Pass, and are found no more.

VIII.

The Peak is high and flush'd

At his highest with sunrise fire
;

The Peak is high, and the stars are.high,
And the thought of a man is higher.

IX.

A deep below the deep.

And a height beyond the height 1

Our hearing is not hearing,

And our seeing is not sight.

X.

The voice and the Peak
Far into heaven withdrawn,

The lone glow and long roar

Green-rushing from the rosy thrones of
dawn !

Flower in the crannied wall,
I pluck you out of the crannies ; —
Hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little fiower-but if I could understand'
What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know ^^•hat God and man is.

A DEDICATION.

true—no truer TimeDear, near and

himself

Can prove you, tho' he make you ever-
more

Dearer and nearer, as the rapid of life

Shoots to the fall—take this and pray
that he

Who wrote it, honouring your sweet faith

in him.

May trust himself; and after praise and
scorn.

As one who feels the immeasurable world.
Attain the wise indifference of the wise ;

'

And after Autumn past— if left to pass

'

His autumn into seeming-leafless days—
Draw toward the long frost and longest

night.

Wearing his wisdom lightly, like the fruit

Which in our winter woodland looks a
flower.

'

' The fruit of the Spindle-trce [Euonymus
Eiiropaus).

i



EXPERIMENTS.

BOADICEA.

Oirt by half the tribes of nWH
'''^'' '""'''^'^ volubility,

Shall I heed them in their al h 's£ l
' ^f/T «"PP'i-ting?

Hear Icenian. Catieuchlanian '
.• r '""i

'° ^' ^"PPHcated ?

Must their ever-ravening eTg ;> t,l a Id t

'?"'
"^^'"f

/''"' ''

Tear the noble heart of Brit? n I

.^"^ *'''°» annihilate us?

Bark an answer, RrUain^ v ^ TV'',''^
^"^"""^='

Blacken round the Romn c., ",1 \
"'1 ^^''^''^ '-"numerable,

Kite and kestrel, wolf"n wo n '

'r
' '^ '''''''' ^ '^'^^^on,

Till the face of Ll be riglTe ' T Z^^^
-»- - '^

Lo their colony half-defended n ,1 ,

P^P'^'-ited.

' Hear ,t, Gods
! the Gods have heard 1; ( , Icenian O r. v .Doubt not ye the Gods have answercl, Catieuchhni.,"' S-.^vI

'" '

These have told nc nil fi,„-. • '
.'-'""-"^"'anian, Innobant.

'*

1
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BOADICEA.

There I heard them in the darkness, at the niystica' ceremony,
Loosely robed in /lying raiment, sang tlie terrible prophetesses',
" Fear not, isle of blowing woodland, isle of silvery jiarapets

!*

Tho' the Roman eagle shadow thee, tho' the gathering enemynarrow thee
Thou Shalt wax and he shall dwindle, thou shalt be the mighty one yet !

Thmc the liberty, thine the glory, thine the deeds to be celebrated.
Thine the myriad-rolling ocean, light and shadow illimitable.
Thine the lands of lasting summer, many-blossoming Paradises,
Thine the North and thine the South and thine the battle-thunder of God,"
So they chanted : how shall ]5ritain light upon auguries happier ?
So they chanted in the darkness, and tlicrc cometh a victory now.

•Hear Icenian, Catieuchlanian, hear Coritanian, Trinobant !

Me the wife of rich Prasutagus, me the lover of liberty.

Me they seized and me they tortured, me they lash'd and humiliated,
Me the sport of ribald Veterans, mine of ruffian violators !

See they sit, they hide their flices, miserable in ignominy !

Wherefore in me burns an anger, not by blood to be satiated.
I.o the palaces and the temple, lo the colony Camulodiine !

There they ruled, and thence they wasted all the flourishing territorj',

Thither at their will they haled the yellow-ringleted liritoness—
Bloodily, bloodily fail the battle-axe, unexhausted, inexorable.
Shout Icenian, Catieuchlanian, shout Coritanian, Trino])ant,
Till the victim hear within and yearn to hurry precipitously
Like the leaf in a roaring whirlwind, like the smoke in a hurricane whirPd.
Lo the colony, there they rioted in the city of Ciinobeline .'

There they drank in cups of emerald, there at tables of ebony lay.
Rolling on their purple couches in their tender effeminacy.
There they dwelt and there they rioted ; there-there-tliey dwell no n>ore.
Burst the gates, and burn the palaces, break the works of the statuary,
Take the hoary Roman head and shatter it, hold it abominable.
Cut the Roman boy to pieces in his lust and voluptuousness.
Lash the maiden into swooning, me they lash'd and humiliated,
Chop the breasts from off the mother, dash the brains of the little one out,
Up my Britons, on my chariot, on my chargers, trample them under us. '

'

So the Queen Boiidicea, standing loftily charioted,

Brandishing in her hand a dart and rolling glances lioness-like,
Yell'd and shriek'd between her daughters in her fierce volubility.
Till her people all around the royal chariot agitated.

Madly dash'd the darts together, writhing barbarous lineaments,
Made the noise of frosty wo.dlands. when they shiver in January,
Roar'd as when the rolling breakers boom and blanch on the precipices,
YclPd as when the winds of winter tear an oak on a promontory.

J
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Out of evil evil (louri he f
^^'^'-"'^ ^'"'-''">' ^^^'"'-' '-^way.

/'V QUAXnTY.
ON TRAXSLATIOXS OK IKj.MER.

Jlexanutcn and PeutaDu-tcrs

When was a lursher ^^^^^^ :-^';7-"^;

When dia a fro, coarser c^:^';;;: ^"^^^ ^•^"Sland P

Barbarous experiment, barbarous hexameter!.

,, . Mil.
Alcaics.

O MIGHTY-MOUTII'D inventor of bar-
monies,

Oskill'd to sing ofTime or Eternity,
Crod-gifted organ-voice of England,

Milton, a name to resound for
ages •

Whose Titan .angels, Gabriel, Abdiel,
Starrdfromjehovah'sgorgeousarmouries,

iower, as the deep-domed empyrean
Kings to the roar of an angel

onset

—

Me rather all that bowe.y loneliness,
The brooks of Eden m.azily murmuring,

And bloom profuse and cedar arches
Cliarm, as a wanderer out in ocean,

Uherc some refulgent sunset of India
i'treams o'er a rich ambrosial ocean isle

And cnmson-hued the stately palm
woods

Whisper in odorous heights ofeven,

TON.

I

^^'-•iidccasylUthics.

I

O vou chorus of indolent reviewer.
I
inesponsible, indolent reviewers '

Look, I come to the test, a tiny poemA composed in a metre of Catullus,A .n quantity, careful of my motio^,
l^ike the skater on ice that hardly bears

hnn,

Lest I fall unawares before the people,
pVak.ng laughter in indolent reviewers
^hould I flounder awhile without a tumble
l^hro this metrification of Catullus,
Ihey should speak to me not without a

welcome,
All that chorus of indolent reviewers
Hard, hard, hard is it, only not to tumble,
bo fontastical is the dainty metre.
\Vhcrefore slight me not wholly, nor

believe me
Too presumptuous, indolent reviewersU blatant Magazines, regard me rather-

I'!
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282 TRANSLATION OF THE ILIAD IN BLANK VERSE.

Since I blush to belaud myself a mo-

ment

—

As some rare little rose, a piece of inmost

Horticultural art, or half coquette-like

Maiden, not to be greeted unbenignly,

SPECIMEN OF A TRANSLATION
OF THE ILIAD IN BLANK
VERSE,

So Hector spake ; the Trojans roar'd

applause

;

Then loosed their sweating horses from

the yoke,

And each beside his chariot bound his

own

;

And oxen from the city, and goodly

sheep

In haste they drove, and honey-hearted

wine

And bread from out the houses brought,

and heap'd

Their firewood, and the winds from oft'

the plain

Roll'd the rich vapour far into the heaven.

And these all night upon the bridge ' of

war
Sat glorying ; many a fire before them

blazed ;

As when in heaven the stars about the

moon
Look beautiful, when all the winds are

laid,

And every height comes out, and jutting

peak

And valley, and the immeasurable heavens

Break open to their highest, and all the

stars

Shine, and the Shepherd gladdens in his

heart :

So many a fire between the ships and

stream

Of Xanthus blazed before the towers of

Troy,

A thousand on the plain ; and close by each
Sat fifty in the blaze of burning fire

;

And eating hoary grain and pulse the

steeds,

Fixt by their cars, waited the golden

dawn. ///«</ VIII. 542-561.

In-wm

THE WINDOW;
OR, THE SONG OF THE WRENS.

Fot;R years ago Mr. Sullivan requested me to write a little song-cycle, Gernian fashion,
for hrni to exercise his art upon. He had been very successful in setting such old songs
as 'Orpheus with liis lute,' and I drest up for him, partly in the old style, a puppet,
whose almost only merit is, perhaps, that it can dance to Mr. Sullivan's instrument. I
am sorry that my four-year-old puppet should have to dance at all in the dark shadow
of these days

;
but 'he music is now completed, and I am bound by my promise.

December, 1870.
^^_ TENNYSON.

THE WINDOW.
ON THE HILL.

The lights and shadows fly !

Yonder it brightens and darkens down on

the plain.

* Or, ridge

A jewel, a jewel dear to a lover's eye !

Oh is it the brook, or a pool, or her win-

dow pane,

When the winds are up inthe inorning ?

And
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Dver's eye !

3r her win-

e*norning?

Clouds that are racing above,
And winds and lights and shadows that

cannot be still,

All running on one way to the home of
my love.

You are all running on, and I stand on
the slope of the hill,

And the winds are up in the morning !

Follow, follow the chase !

And my thoughts are as quick and as
quick, ever on, on, on.

O lights, are you flying over her sweet
little face ?

And my Iieart is there before you are
come, and gone,

When tlie winds are up in the morning!

283

GONE.
Gone !

Gone, till the end of the year,
Gone, and the light gone with her, and

left me in shadow here !

Gone—Hitted away,
Taken the stars from the night and the sun

from the day !

Gone, and a cloud in my heart, and a
stc • in the air !

Flown to east or the west, flitted I
know not where !

Down in the south is a flash and a groan :

she is there ! she is there !

Follow them down the slope !

And I follow them down to tlie window-
pane of my dear,

And it brightens and darkens and
brightens like my hope.

And it darkens and brightens and darkens
like my fear, .

And the winds are up in the morning.

AT THE WINDOW.

Vine, vine and eglantine,

Clasp her window, trail and twine !

Kose, rose and clematis,
Trail and twine and clasp and kiss.
Kiss, kiss

; and make her a bower
All of flowers, and drop me a flower.

Drop me a flower.

Vine, vine and eglantine,

Cannot a flower, a flower, be mine ?
Rose, rose and clematis.

Drop me a flower, a flower, to kiss,
Kiss, kiss—and out of her bower

All of flowers, a flower, a flower,

Dropt, a flower

WINTER.
The frost is here,

And fuel is dear,

And woods are sear.

And fires burn clear,

And frost is here

And has bitten the heel of the going year.

Bite, frost, bite !

You roll up away from the light
The blue wood-louse, and the plump dor-

I

mouse.

And the bees are stilled, and the flies are
kill'd,

And you bite far into the heart ofthe house,
But not into mine.

Bite, frost, bite I

The woods are aU the searer,

The fuel is all the dearer.

The fires are all the clearer,

My spring is all the nearer,

You have bitten into the heart of the earth,
But not into mine.

SPRING.

Birds' love and birds' song
Flying here and there.

Birds' song and birds' love.

And you with gold for hair !

i I

liil
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284 T//E IVINDOIV,

Birds' song and birds' love,

Passing with the weather,

Men's song and men's love,

To love once and for ever.

Men's love and birds' love,

And women's love and men's !

And you my wren with a crown of gold,

You my queen of the wrens !

You the queen of the wrens—
We'll be birds of a leather,

I'll be King of the Queen of the wrens,

And all in a nest together.
^

THK I.F.TTER.

Wh-^re is another sweet as my sweet,

Fine of the fine, and shy of the shy ?

Fine little hands, fine little feet—
Dev/y blue eye.

Sh.all I write to her ? shall I go ?

Ask her to marry mc l)y and by ?

Somebody said that she'd say no
;

Somebody knows that she'll say ay !

Ay or no, if ask'd to her face ?

Ay or no, from shy of the shy ?

Go, little letter, apace, apace.

Fly;

Fly to the light in the valley below—
Tell my wLsh to her dewy blue eye :

Somebody said that shr'd say no
;

Somebody knows that she'll say ay !

NO ANSWF.R.

The mist and the rain, the mist and the

rain !

Is it ay or no ? is it ay or no ?

And never a glimpse of her window pane !

And I may die but the grass will grow.
And the gr.ass will grow when I am gone,

And the wet west wind and the world
will go on.

Ay is the song of the wedded spheres,

No is trouble and cloud and storm,
Ay is life for a hundred years.

No will push me down to the worm,
Antl when I am there and dead and

gone.

The wet west wind and the world will go
on.

The wind and the wet, the wind and the

wet !

Wet west wind how you blow, you
blow

!

And never a line from my lady yet

!

Is it ay or no ? is it ay or no ?

IJlow then, blow, and when I am gone,
The wet west wind and the world may go

on.

NO ANSWER.

Winds are loud and you arc dumb,
Take my love, for love will come,
Love will come but once a life.

Winds are loud and winds will pass !

Spring is here with leaf and grass :

Take my love and be my wife.

After-loves of maids and men
Are but dainties drest again :

Love me now, you'll love me then :

Love can love but once a life.

THE ANSWER.

Two little hands .hat meet,

Claspt on her seal, my sweet

!

Must I take you and break you,

Two little hands that meet ?

I must take you, and break you,

And loving hands must part

—

Take, take—break, break-
Break—you m.iy break my heart.

Faint heart never won

—

Break, break, and all's done.
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THE WINDOW.

AY.
Be merrj-, all birds, to-day.
Be merry on earth as you never were

merry l)efore.

Be merry in heaven, O larks, and Hir away
And merry for ever and ever, and one

day more.

Whyi»
For it's easy (o find a rhyme.

I^ook, look, how he flits.

The fire-crown'd king of the wrens, from
out of the pine !

Look how they tumble the blossom, the
mad little tits !

*Cuck-Oo! Cuck-nn I ' ,ir-.^ Tir. v^uuK 00 ! was ever a May
so line? •'

Why?
For it-s easy to find a rhyme.

O merry the linnet and dove.
And swallow and sparrow and throstles,

and have your desire !

O merry my heart, you have gotten the
wmgs of love.

And flit like the king of the wrens with
a crown of fire.

Why?
For it's ay ay, ay ay.

WHEN.
Sun comes, moon comes,
Time slips away.

Sun sets, moon sets,

Love, fix a day.

'A year hence, a year hence.'
' We shall both be gray.

'

A month hence, a month hence.
'Far, faraway.'

'A week hence, a week hence.'
'Ah, the long delay.'

'Wait a little, wait a little,

Vou shall fix a day.'

'To-morrow, love, to-morrow
And that's an age away.'

Blaze upon her window, sun,
And honour all the day.

MARRIAGE MORNI.VG.

Light, so low upon earth.
You send a flash to the sun.

Here is the golden close of love.
All my wooing is done.

Oh, the woods and the meadows
Woods where we hid from the'wet

Stiles where we stay'd to be kind,
Afeadows in which we met

!

Light, so low in the vale
Vou flash and lighten afar

For this is the golden morning
love,

'^

And you are his morning star.
Flash, I am coming, I come,
By meadow and stile and wood.

Oh lighten into my eyes and my heart.
Into my heart and my blood !

Heart, are you great enough
For a love that never tires ?O heart, are you great enough for love ?
I have heard of thorns and briers.

Over the thorns and briers, •

Over the meadows and stiles,
Over the world to the end of it'

Flash for a million miles.

of

vi
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Strong Son of God, immortal Love,

Whom we, that have not seen thy

face,

By faith, and faith alone, embrace,

Believing where we cannot prove
;

Thine are these orbs of light and shade
;

Thou madest Life in man and brute
;

Thcu madest Death ; and lo, thy foot

Is on the skull which thou hast made.

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust

:

Thou madest man, he knows not

why ;

He thinks he was not made to die
;

And thou hast made him : thou art just.

Thou seemest human and divine,

The highest, holiest manhood, thou :

Our wills are ours, we know not how

;

Our wills are ours, to make them thine.

Our little systems have their day
;

They have their day and cease to be

:

They are but broken lights of thee,

And thou, O Lor*.!, art more than they.

We have but faith : we cannot know ;

For knowledge is of things we see ;

And yet we trust it comes from thee,

A beam in darkness : let it grow.

Let knowledge grow from more to more,

But more of reverence in us dwell

;

That mind and soul, according well,

May make one music as before,

But vaster. We are fools and slight ;

We mock thee when we do not fear ;

But help thy foolish ones to bear
;

Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light.

Forgive what seem'd my sin in mc ;

What seem'd my worth since I began :

For merit lives from man to man,

And not from man, O Lord, to thee.

Forgive my grief for one removed,

Thy creature, whom I found so fair.

I trust he lives in thee, and there

I find him worthier to be loved.

Forgive these wild and wandering cries,

Confusions of a wasted youth ;

Forgive them where they fail in truth,

And in thy wisdom make me wise.

1849.

I HELD it truth, with him who sings

To one clear harp in divers tones.

That men may rise on stepping-stones

Of their dead selves to higher things.

But who shall so forecast the years

And find in loss a gain to match ?

Or reach a hand thro' time to catch

The fjir-off interest of tears ?

Lnt Love clasp Grief lest both be drown'd,

Let darkness keep her raven gloss :

Ah, sweeter to be drank with loss,

To dance with death, to beat the ground,
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Than that the victor Hours should scorn
The long result of love, and boast,

• Behold the man that loved and lost,

But all he was is overworn.'

n.

Old Yew, which graspest at the stones

That name the under-lying dead.
Thy fibres net the dreamless head,

Thy roots are wrapt about the bones.

The seasons bring the flower again.

And bring the firstling to the flock
;

And in the dusk of thee, tlie clock
Beats out the little lives of men.

O not for thee the glow, the bloom.
Who changest not in any gale,

Nor branding summer suns avail
To touch thy thousand years of gloom :

And gazing on thee, sullen tree.

Sick for thy stubborn hardihood,
I seem to fail from out my blood

And grow incorporate into thee.

HI,

O Sorrow, cruel fellowship,

O Priestess in the vaults of Death,
O sweet and bitter in a breath,

What whispers from thy lying lip ?

' The stars,' she whispers, 'blindly run
;

A web is wov'n across the sky
;

From out waste places comes a cry,

And murmurs from the dying sun :

' And all the phantom, Nature, stands—
With all the music in her tone,

A hollow echo of my own,

—

A hollow form with empty hands.'

And shall I take a thing so blind,

Embrace her as my natural good ;

Or cnish her, like a vice of blood,
Upon the threshold of the mind ?

IV.

To Sleep I give my powers away
;

l^Iy will is bondsman to the dark
;

I sit within a helmless bark,
And with my heart I muse and say :

heart, how fares it with thee now,
That thou should'st fail from thy

desire.

Who scarcely darest to inquire,
' What is it makes me beat so low ?

'

Sometliing it is which thou hast lost,

Some pleasure from thine early years.
Break, thou deep vase of chilling

tears.

That grief hath shaken into frost

!

Such clouds of nameless trouble cross
All night below the darken'd eyes

;

With morning wakes the wiU, and
cries,

' Thou Shalt not be the fool of loss.

I sometimes hold it half a sin

To put in words the grief I feel

;

For words, like Nature, half reveal
And half conceal the Soul within.

But, for the imquiet heart and brain,

A use in measured language lies
;

The sad mechanic exercise.

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain.

In words, like weeds, I'll wrap me o'er,

Like coarsest clothes against the cold

;

But that large griefwhich theseenfold'
Is given in outline and no more.

vr.
.

One writes, that 'Other friends remain,'
That ' Loss is common to the race

'

And common is the commonplace,
And vacant chaff well meant for grain.'

I'
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That loss is common would not make
My own less bitter, rather more :

Too common ! Never morning wore
To evening, but some heart did break.

O father, wheresoe'er thou be,

Who pledgest now thy gallant son
;

A shot, ere half thy draught be done,
Hath still'd the life that beat from thee.

O mother, praying God will save

Thy sailor,— while thy head is bow'd,
His heavy-shotted hamniock-.shroud

Drops in his vast and wandering grave.

Ye know no more than I who wrought
At that last hour to jilease him well

;

Who mused on all I had to tell.

And something written, something
thought

;

Expecting still his advent home
;

And ever met him on his way
With wishes, thinking, here to-day.

Or here to-morrow will he come.

O somewhere, meek unconscious dove.

That sittest i'anging golden hair
;

And glad to find thyself so fair.

Poor child, that waitest for thy love !

For now her father's chimney glows
In expectation of a guest

;

And thinking ' this will please him
best,'

She takes a riband or a rose
;

For he will see them on to-night

;

And with the thought her colour

burns
;

And, having left the glass, she turns

Once more to set a ringlet right

;

And, even when she turn'd, the curse

Had fallen, and her future Lord
W\is drown'd in passing thro' the ford.

Or kill'd in falling from his horse.

O what to her shall be the end ?

And what to me remains of good ?

To her, perpetual maidenhood,
And unto me no second friend.

VII.

Dark house, by which once more I stand
Here in the long unlovely street.

Doors, where my heart was used to

beat

So quickly, waiting for a hand,

A hand that can be clasp'd no more-
Behold me, for I cannot sleep,

And like a guilty thing I creep
At earliest morning to the door.

I le is not here ; but far away
The noise of life begins again,

And ghastly thro' the drizzling rain

On the bald street breaks the blank day.

VIII.

A happy lover who has come
To look on her that loves him well.

Who 'lights and rings thegateway bell.

And learns her gone and far from home

;

He saddens, all the magic light

Dies off at once from bower and hall.

And all the place is dark, and all

The chambers emptied of delight :

So find I every pleasant spot

In which we two were wont to meet,
The field, the chamber, and the street,

For all is dark M'here thou art not.

Yet as that other, wandering there

In those deserted walks, may find

A flower beat with rain and wind,
Which once she foster'd up with care

;

So seems it in my deep regret,

O my forsaken heart, with thee

And this poor flower of poesy
Which little cared for fades not yet.

7
' t'i-J
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But since it pleased a vanish'd eye,

I go to plant it on his tomb,
That if it can it there may bloom,

Or dying, there at least may die.

IX.

Fair ship, that from the Italian shore
Sailest the placid ocean-plains
With my lost Arthur's loved remains,

Spread thy full wings, and waft him o'er.'

So draw him home to those that mourn
In vain

; a favourable speed
Ruffle thy mirror'd mast, and lead

Thro' prosperous floods his holy urn.

All night no ruder air perplex
Thy sliding keel, till Phosphor, bright
As our pure love, thro' early light''

Shall glimmer on the dewy decks.

Sphere all your lights around, above
;

Sleep, gentle heavens, before the
]3row

;

Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now,
My friend, the brother of my love

;

My Arthur, whom I shall not see
Till all my widow'd race be run

;

Dear as the mother to the son,
More than my brothers arc to me.

'

X.

I hear the noise about thy keel

;

I hear the bell struck in the night

;

I see the cabin-window bright ; '

I see the sailor at the wheel.

Thou bring'st the sailor to his wife.

And travclPd men from foreign lands

;

And letters unto trembling hands;
And, thy dark freight, a vanish'd life.'

289

So bring him : we have idle dreams :

This look of quiet flatters thus
Our home-bred fs.ncies : O to us,

The fools of habit, sweeter seems

To rest beneath the clover sod,
That takes the sunshine and the rains.
Or where the kneeling hamlet drains

The chalice of the grapes of God
;

Than if with thee the roaring wells
Should gulf him fathom-deep in brine

;

And hands so often clasp'tl in mine,'
Should toss with tangle and with shells.

'

XI.

Calm is the morn without a sound.
Calm as to suit a caln)er grief,

And only thro' the faded leaf
The chestnut pattering to the ground :

Calm and deep peace on this high wold,
And on these dews that drench the

furze.

And all the silvery gossamers
That twinkle into green and gold :

Calm and still light on yon great plain
That sweeps with all its autumn

bowers,

And crowded farms and lessening
towers,

To minr ,le with the bounding main :

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,

These leaves that redden to the fall

;

And in my heart, if calm at all,

If any calm, a calm despair

:

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep.

And waves that sway themselves in
rest,

And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

U

I lil' .
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xn.

Lo, as a dove when up slie springs

To bear thro' Heaven a tale of woe,
Some dolorous message knit below

The wild pulsation of her wings
;

Like her I go ; I cannot stay
;

I leave this mortal ark behind,

A weight of nerves without a mind,
And leave the cliffs, and haste away

O'er ocean-mirrors rounded large,

And reach the glow of southern skies,

And see the sails at distance rise,

And linger weeping on the marge,

And saying ;
« Comes he thus, my friend ?

Is this the end of all my care ?
'

And circle moaning in the air :

'Is this the end ? Is this the end ?

'

And forward dart again, and play
About the prow, and back return
To where the body sits, and learn

That I have been an hour away.

Come Time, and teach me, many years,
I do not suffer in a dream

;

For now so strange do these things
seem.

Mine eyes have leisure for their tears
;

My fancies time to rise on wing,
And glance about the approaching

sails,

As tho' they brought but merchants'
bales.

And not the burthen that they bring.

land

xni.

Tears of the widower, wlien he sees
A late-lost form that sleep reveals.

And moves his doubtful arms, and
feels

Her place is empty, fall like these

;

Which weep a loss for ever new,
A void where heait on heart reposed

;

And, where warm hands have prest
and closed,

Silence, till I be silent too.
|

Which weep the comrade of my choice,
An awful thought, a life removed,
The human-hearted man I loved,

A Spirit, not a breathing voice.

XIV.

If one should bring me this report.

That thou hadst touch'd tho
to-day.

And I went down unto the quay,
And found thee lying in the port

;

And standing, muffled round with woe,
Should see thy passengers in rank
Come stepping lightly down the

plank.

And beckoning unto those they know
j

And if along with these should come
The man I held as half-divine

;

Should strike a sudden hand in mine,
And ask a thousand things of home ;

And I should tell him all my pain,

And how my life had droop'dof late,

And he should sorrow o'er my state
And marvel what possess'd my brain

;

And I perceived no touch of change,
No hint of death in all his frame.
But found him all in all the same,

I should not feel it to be strange.

XV.

To-night the winds begin to rise

And roar from yonder dropping day

:

The last red leaf is whirl'd away.
The rooks are blown about the skies

;

\
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The forest crack'd, the waters curl'd.

The cattle huddled on the lea
;

And wildly dash'd on tower and tree

The sunbeam strikes along the world ;

And but for fancies, which aver

That all thy motions gently pass

Athwart a plane of molten glass,

I scarce could brook the strain and stir

That makes the barren branches loud
;

And but for fear it is not so.

The wild unrest that lives in woe
Would dote and pore on yonder cloud

That rises upward always higher.

And onward drags a labouring breast,

And topples round the dreary west,

A looming bastion fringed with fire.

XVI.

What words are these have fall'n from me ?

Can calm despair and wild unrest

Be tenants of a single breast,

Or sorrow such a changeling be ?

Or doth she only seem to take

The touch of change in calm or storm
;

But knows no more of transient form
In her deep self, than some dead lake

That holds the shadow of a lark

Hung in the shadow of a heaven ?

Or has the shock, so harshly given,

Confused me like the unhappy bark

That strikes by night a craggy shelf,

And staggers blindly ere she sink ?

And stunn'd me from my power to

think

And all my knowledge of myself;

And made me that delirious man
V.'hose fancy fuses old and new,

And flashes inio false and true,

And mingles all without a plan ?

XVII.

Thou comest, much wept for : sucli a
breeze

Compell'd thy canvas, and my prayer
Was as the whisper of an air

To breathe thee over lonely seas.

For I in spirit saw thee move
Thro' circles of the bounding sky,

Week after week : the days go by ;

Come quick, thou bringest all I love.

Henceforth, wherever thou may'st roam,
My blessing, like a line of light.

Is on the waters day and night.

And like a beacon guards thee home.

So may whatever tempest mars
Mid-ocean, spare thee, sacred bark

;

And balmy drops in summer dark
Slide from the bosom of the stars.

So kind an office hath been done.
Such precious relics brought

thee

;

The dust of him I shall not see
Till all my widow'd race be run.

by

xviir.

'Tis well ; 'tis something
; we may stand

Where he in English earth is laid.

And from his ashes may be made
The violet of his native land.

'Tis little ; but it looks in truth

As if the quiet bones were blest

Among familiar names to rest

And in the places of his youth.

Come then, pure hands, and bear the head
That sleeps or wears the mask of

sleep,

And Ci whatever loves tr 'tep.

And hear the ritual of the dead.
V 2

u
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Ah yet, cv'n yet, if this might be,

I, falling on his faithful heart,

Would breathing thro' his lips impart
The lile that almost dies in me

;

That dies not, but endures with pain.

And slowly forms the firmer mind,
Treasuring the look it cannot find.

The words that are not heard again.

XIX.

no

The Danube to the Severn gave
The darken'd heart that beat
more;

They laid him by the pleasant shore,
And in the hearing of the wave.

There twice a day the Severn fills

;

The salt sea-water passes by.

And hushes half the babbling Wye,
And makes a silence in the hills.

The Wye is hush'd nor moved along,
And hush'd my deepest grief of all,

When fill'd with tears that cannot fall,

I brim with sorrow drowning song.

The tide flows down, the wave again
Is vocal in its wooded walls

;

My deeper angni^h also falls.

And I can speak a little then.

XX.

The lesser griefs that may be said.

That breathe a thousand tender vows,
Are but as servants in a house

Where lies the master newly dead
;

Who speak their feeling as it is.

And weep the fulness from the mind :

' It will be hard,' they say, ' to find
Another service such as this.'

Afy lighter mcods are like to these.

That out of words a comfort win
;

]5ut there are other griefs within,
And tears that at their fountain freeze

;

For by the hearth the children sit

Cold in that atmosphere of Death,
And scarce endure to draw the breath

Or like to noiseless phantoms flit :

But open converse is there none.

So much the vital spirits sink

To see the vacant chair, and think,
'How good! how kind ! and he is gone.'

XXI.

I sing to him that rests below,
And, since the grasses round me

wave,

I take the grasses of the grave.
And make them pipes whereon to blow.

The traveller hears me now and then,
iVnd sometimes harshly will he speak;
• This fellow would m.ike weakness'
weak.

And melt the waxen hearts of men.'

Another answers, * Let him be,

lie loves to make parade of pain.
That with his piping he may gain

The praise that comes to constancy.'

A third is wroth : ' Is this an hour
For private sorrow's barren song,
When more and more the people
throng

The chairs and thrones of civil power ?

A time to sicken and to swoon,
ANhen Science reaches forth her arms
To feel from world to world, and
charms

Her secret from the latest moon ?

'
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Behold, ye speak an idle thing :

Ye never knew the sacreil dust :

I do but sing because I must,
And pipe but as the linnets sing :

And one is glad ; her note is gay,

Fornow her little ones have ranged
;

And one is sad ; her note is changed,
Because her brood is stol'n away.

XX 1 1.

The path by which we twain did go.

Which led by tracts that pleased us
well.

Thro' four sweet years arose and fell.

From flower to flower, from snow to
snow

:

And we with singing cheer'd the way.
And, crown'd with all the season lent,

From April on to April went,
And glad at heart from May to May :

But where the path we walkVl began
To slant the fifth autumnal slope.

As we descended following Hope,
There sat the .Shadow fear'd of man

;

Who broke our fair companionship.
And spread his mantle dark and cold,

And wrapt thee formless in the fold.

And duU'd the murmur on thy lip,

And bore thee where I could not see
Nor follow, tho' I walk in haste,

And think, that somewhere in the

waste

The Shadow sits and waits for me.

XXIII.

Now, sometimes in my sorrow shut,

Or breaking into song by fits.

Alone, alone, to where he sits,

The Shadow cloak'd from head to foot,

Who keeps the keys of all the creeds,

I wander, often falling lame,

And looking back to whence I came,
Or on to where thd pathway leads

;

And crying, How changed from where it

ran

Thro' lands where not a leaf was
dumb

;

But ail the lavish hills would hum
The murmur of a hajipy Pan :

When each by turns wa<; guide to each.

And P'ancy light from Fancy caught.

And Thought leapt out to wed with
Thought

Ere Thought could wed itselfwith Speech

;

And all we met was fair and good.

And all was good that Time could
bring,

And all the secret of the Spring
Moved in the chambers of the blood ;

And many an old philosophy

On Argive heights divinely sang.

And round us all the thicket rang
To many a flute of Arcady.

XXIV.

And was the day of my delight

As pure and perfect as I say ?

The very source and fount of Day
Is dash'd with wandering isles of night.

If all was good and fair we met,

This earth had been the Paradise

It never look'd to human eyes

Since our first Sun arose and set.

And is it that the haze of grief

Makes former gladness loom so great ?

The lowness of the present state,

That sets the past in this relief?

iHi
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Or that the par.t will always win
A glory from its being far

;

And (jrlj into the perfect star
We saw not, when we moved therein ?

XXV.

I know that this was Life,—the track
\\'heieon with equal feet we fared

;

And then, as now, the day prepared
1 he daily burden for the hack.

J^iit tliis it was that made me move-
As light as carrier-bird,! in air

;

I loved the ..eight I had to bear.
Because it needed help of Love : I

Nor could I wear)', heart or limb,
'Vlien mighty Love would cleave in
twain

The lading of a single pain,
And part it, giving half to him.

XXV/(.

XXVI.

Still onwaru .vinds the dreary way;
I with it ; for I long to prove
No lapse of moons can canker Love,

Whatever fickle tongues m.iy say.

And if that eye which watches guilt
And goodness, and hath power to see
Within the green the moulder'd tree,

And towers fall'., n... c,oon as built-

Oh, if indeed th.it t) " re -,

Or see (in Ihm
In more of lifr

I envy n(.-t in any moods
The captive void of noble rage,
The linnet born within the cage

That never knew the sunmier woods :

I envy not the beast that takes
Ilis license in the field of time,

^

Unfettcr'd by the sense of crim'e,

j

To whom a conscience never wakes /

Nor, what may count itself .xs blest,
The heart that never plighted troth
But stagnates in the weeds of sloth

;

j

Nor .any .\nt-begotten rest.

I hold it true, whate'er befall

;

I feel it, when I sorrow most

;

'Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.

:?!.te

'jcforcj

!-' 11.. jnore

"> be.
And Love the indin'-r-xc

Then might I find, ere yet the morn
Breaks hither over Indian seas,
That Shadow waiting with the keys,

To shroud me from my proper scorn.

XXVIIT.

Tlie time draws near the birth of Christ

:

The moon is hid ; the night is still
;

The Christmas bells from hill •
. hill

Answer each other in the mist.

Four voices of four hamlets rour i.

I From far and near, on mead and moor,
Swell out and fail, as if a door

Were shut between me and the sound :

Each voice four changes on the wind.
That now dilate, and now decrease,

I

Peace and goodwill, goodwill and
peace,

V-eace and goodwill, to all mankind.

This year I slept and woke with pain,
I almost wish'd no more tn wake.
And that my hold on life would break

Before I heard those bells again :

I
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Hut th.y niy trouM 1 spirit rule.

For they controll'd me when a I)oy
;

liicy bring me sorrow touch'd with
joy.

Tiio merry merry bells of Yule.

XXIX.

With such compelling cause to grieve

As daily vexes household peace,
And chains regret to his decease,

How dare we keep our Christmas-eve
j

Which brings no more a welcome guest
To enrich the threshold of the night
With showcr'd largess of delight,

In dmce and song and game and jest ?

Yet go, and while the holly boughs
Entwine the cold baptismal font.

Make one wreath more for Use and
Wont,

That guard the portals of the house
j

Old sisters of a day gone by,

Cray nurses, loving nothing new
;

Why should they miss their ycarlydue
Before their time ? They loo will die.

xxx.

With trembling fingers did we weave
The holly round tlie Christmas

hearth
;

A rainy cloud possess'd the earth,

And sadly fell our Christmas-eve.

At our old pastimes in the hail

We gambol'd, making vain pretence

Of gladness, with an awful sense

Of one mute Shadow watching all.

We paused : the winds were in the beech :

We heard them sweep the winter land •

And in a circle hand-in-hand
Sat silent, looking each at each.

Then echo-like out voices rang
;

We sung, tho' every eye was dim,
A merry song we sang with him

Last year : impetuously we sang ;

We ceased
: a gentler feeling crept

Upon us : surely rest is meet :

'They rest,' we said, • their sleep is

sweet,

'

And silence follow'd, and we wept.

Our voices took a higher range
;

Once more we sang :
' They do not die

Nor lose their mortal sympathy.
Nor change to us, .nlthough they change

;

Rapt from the fickle and the frail

With gather'd power, yet the same,
Pierces the keen seraphic flame

From orb to orb, from veil to veil.'

Rise, happy morn, rise, holy morn.
Draw forth the cheerful day from

night :

O Father, touch the east, and light

The light that shone when Hope was born.

XXXI.

When Lazarus left his charnel-cave.

And heme to Mary's house return'd.

Was this demanded— if he yearn'd

To hear her weeping by his grave ?

' Where wert thou, brother, those four

days?'

There lives no record of reply,

Which telling what it is to die

Had surely added praise to praise.

From every house the neighbours met,

The streets were fill'd with joyful

srsv.nd,

A solemn gladness even crown'd
The purple brows of Olivet.

i",
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13thold a man raised up by Christ !

The rest remaineth unreveal'd
;He told it not ; or something seal'd

The lips of that Evangelist.

xxxir.

Her eyes are homes of silent prayer,
Nor other thought her mind admits
But, he was dead, and there he sits,

And he that brought him back is there.

Then one deep love doth supersede
All other, when her ardent gaze
Roves from the living brother's face

And rests upon the Life indeed.

All subtle thought, all curious fears.
Borne down by gladness so complete
She bows, she bathes the Saviour's feet

With costly spikenard and with tears

Sec thou, that countest reason ripe
In holding by the law within.
Thou fail not in a world of sin.

And ev'n for want of such a type.

x.vxiv.

^ry own dim life should teach me this,
That life shall live for evermore.
Else earth is darkness at the core,

j

And dust and ashes all that is

;

!

This round ofgreen, this orb of flame,
Fantastic beauty ; such as lurks

'

In some wild Poet, when he works
\\ ithout a conscience or an aim.

lives are faithful
Thrice blest whose

prayers.

Whose loves in higher love endure
;

Whatsoulspossessthemselvessopure
Or IS there blessedness like theirs ?

xxxiir.

O thou that after toil and storm
Mayst seem to have rcach'd a purer

air,

Whose faith has centre everywhere
Nor cares to fix itself to form,

Leave thou thy sister when she prays
Her early Heaven, her happy views

;Nor thou with shadow'd hint confuseA lite that leads melodious days.

Her faith thro' form is pure as thine.
Her hands are quicker unto good :

Oh, sacred be the flesh and blood
To which she links a truth divine !

What then were God to such as I ?

'Twere hardly worth my while to
choose

Of things all mortal, or to useA little patience ere I die
;

'Twere best at once to sink to peace
Like birds the charming serpent

draws.

To drop head-foremost in the jaws
Of vacant darkness and to cease.

XXXV.
Yet if some voice that man could trust

Should murmur from the narrow
house,

'Thecheeks drop in ; the body bows

;

Man dies
: nor is there hope in dust :

'

MightInots.iy? 'Vet even here.
But for one hour, O Love, I strive
^o keep so sweet a thing alive:'

But I should turn mine ears and hear

The meanings of the homeless sea.
The sound of streams that swift or

slow

Draw down .'Konian liiils, and sow
1 he dust of continents to be

;

J
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And Love would answer with a sigh,

' The sound of that forgetful shore

Will change my sweetness more and
more,

Half-dead to know that I shall die.'

me, what profits it to put

An idle case ? If Death were seen
At first as Death, Love had not been,

Or been in narrowest working shut.

Mere fellowship of sluggish moods.
Or in his coarsest Satyr-shape

Had bruised the hcrl) and crush

M

the grape,
\

And bask'd and batten'd in the wouds.

XXXVI.

The' truths in manhood darkly join.

Deep-seated in our mystic frame.

We yield all blessing to the name
Of Ilim that made them current coin

;

For Wisdom dealt with mortal powers,

Where truth inclosest words shall fail,

When truth embodied in a tale

Shall enter in at lowly doors.

And so the Word had breath, and wrought
With human hands the creed ofcreeds
In loveliness of perfect deeds,

More strong than all poetic thought
;

Which he may read that binds the sheaf,

Or builds the house, or digs thegrave.

And those wild eyes that watch the

wave
In roarings round the coral reef.

Go down beside thy native rill,

On thy Parnassus set thy feet,

And hear thy laurel whisper sweet
About the ledges of the hill.'

And my Melpomene replies,

A touch of shame upon her cheek :

' I am not worthy ev"n to speak
Of thy prevailing mysteries

;

For I am but an earthly Muse,
And owning but a little art

To lull with song an aching heart.
And render human love his dues;

But brooding on the dear one dead.
And all he said of things divine,

(And dear to me as sacred wine
To dying lips is all he said),

I murmur'd, as I came along,

Of comfort clasp'd in truth reveal'd
;

And loiter'd in the master's field.

And darken'd sanctities with song.'

xxxviir.

With weary steps I loiter on,

Tho' always under alter'd skies

The purple from the distance dies,
My prospect and horizon gone.

XXXVII.

Urania speaks with darken'd brow :

'Thou pratest here where thou art

least
;

This faith has many a purer priest,

And many an abler voice than thou.

No joy the blowing season gives.

The herald melodies of spring,

But in the songs I love to sing
A doubtful gleam of solace lives.

If any care for what Is here

Survive in spirits rendered free,

Then are these songs I sing of thee
Not all ungrateful to thine ear.

XXXIX.

Old warder of these buried bones,
And n!T;wcringnow my random stroke
With fruitful cloud and living smoke,

Dark yew, that graspest at the stones

1 lif •
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And (lippest toward tlic dreamless head,
To thee loo comes the golden hour
When flower is feeling after flower;

But Sorrow— fixt ujion the dead,

And darkening the dark graves of men,—
What whisper'il from her lying lips ?

Thy gloom is kindled at the tips,
And passes into gloom again.

But thou and I have shaken hands.
Till growing winters lay me low

;My paths are in the fields I know
And thine in undiscover'd lands.

XL.

Could we forget the widowVl hour
And look on Spirits breathed away,
As on a maiden in the day

When first she wears her orange-flower !

When crown'd with Messing she doth rise
To take her latest leave of home.
And hopes and light regrets that come

Make April of her tender eyes
;

And doubtful joys the father move,
And tears are on the mother's face,
As parting with a long embrace

She enters other realms of love
;

Her office there to rear, to teach,

Becoming as is meet and fit

A link among the days, to knit
The generations each with each

;

And, doubtless, unto thee is given
A life that bears immortal fruit

In those great oftices that suit
The full-grown energies of heaven.

Ay me, the difierence I discern !

How often shall her old fireside
Be cheerVl with tidings of the bride,

How often she herself return,

And tell them all they woul.l have told.
And bring her babe, and make her

boast,

Td! cv'n those that missM her most.
Shall count new things as dear as old :

XLI.

Thy spirit ere our fatal loss

Did ever rise from high to higher;
As mounts the heavenward altar-fire,

As flies the lighter thro' the gross.

But thou art turn'd to something strange,
And I have lost the links that bound
Thy changes

; here upon the ground,
Xo more partaker of thy change.

Deep folly ! yet that this could be-
That I could wing my will with might
To leap the grades of life and light,

And flash at once, my friend, to thee.

For tho' my nature rarely yields

To that vague fear implied in death
;

Nor shudders at the gulfs beneath,
'

The ho\\lings from forgotten fields
;

Vet oft when sundown skirts the moor
An inner trouble I behold,
A spectral doubt which makes me

cold.

That I shall be thy mate no more,

Tho' following with an upward mind
The wonders that have come to thee.
Thro' all the secular to-be,

But evermore a life behind.

XLII.

I ve\ my heart with fancies dim :

He still outstript me in the race
;

It was but unity of place
That made me dream I rank'd with him.

And so may Place retain us still,

And he the much-beloved again,
A lord of large experience, train

To riper growth the mind and will :

\ is
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And what delights can equal those

That stir the spirit's inner deeps,

When one that loves but knows not,

reaps

A truth from one that loves and knows ?

XLIII.

If Sleep and Death be truly one,

And every spirit's folded bloom
Thro' all its intervital gloom

I 1 sr,me long trance should slumber on

;

Unconscious of the sliding hour.

Bare of the body, might it last,

And silent traces of the past

l?e all the colour of the flower :

So then were nothing lost to man
;

So that still garden of the souls

In many a figured leaf enrolls

The total world since life began
;

And love will last as pure and whole

As when he loved me here in Time,

And at the spiritual prime

Rewaken with the dawning soul.

XLIV.

How fares it with the happy dead?

For here the man is more and more
;

But he forgets the days before

God shut the doorways of his head.

The days have vanish'd, tone and tint,

And yet perhaps the hoarding sense

Gives out at times (he knows not

whence)

A little flash, a mystic hint

;

And in the long harmonious years

(If Death so taste Lethenu spring:;,)

May some dim touch of earthly things

Surprise thee ranging with thy peers.

If such a dreamy touch should fall,

O turn thee round, resolve the doubt

;

My guardian angel will speak out

In that high place, and tell thee all.

XLV.

The baby new to earth and sky,

What time his tender palm is prest

Against the circle of the breast,

Has never thought that ' this is I :

'

But as he grows he gathers much.

And learns the use of ' I,' and ' me,'

And finds ' I am not what I see,

And other than the things I touch.'

So rounds he to a separate mind
From whence clear memory may

begin,

As thro' the frame that binds him in

His isolation grows defined.

This use may lie in blood and breath,

Which else were fruitless of their due,

Had man to learn himself anew
Beyond the second birth of Death.

XLV I.

We ranging down this lower track.

The path wc came by, thorn and

flower,

Is shadow'd by the growing hour,

Lest life should fail in looking back.

So be it : there no shade can last

In that deep dawn behind the tomb,

But clear from marge to marge shall

bloom

The eternal landscape of the past

;

A lifelong tract of time reveal'd
;

The fruitful hours of still increase
;

Days order'd in a wealthy peace,

And those five years its richest fiehi.

!§
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O Love, tliy provin.:e were not large,
A bounded field, nor stretching far

;

look also, Love, a brooding star,
A rosy warmth from marge to marge.

XLVII.

That each, who seems a separate whole.
Should move his rounds, and fusing

all

The skirtsof self again, should flill

Remerging in the general Soul,

Is faith as vague as all unsv.-eet :

Eternal form shall still divide
The eternal soul from all beside

;

And I shall know him when we meet

Xor dare she trust a larger lay,

But rather loosens from the lip

Short swallow-flights of song, that dip
Their wings in tears, and skim away.

XLIX.

From art, from nature, from the schools.
Let random influences glance,
Like light in many a shiver'd lance

That breaks about the dappled pools :

The lightest wave of thought shall lisp.

The fancy's tenderest eddy wreathe.
The slightest air of song shall breathe

To make the sullen surface crisp.

And we shall sit at endless feast.

Enjoying each the other's good :

What vaster dream can hit the mood
Of Love on earth ? He seeks at least

Upon the last and sharpest height,

Before the spirits fade away.
Some landing-place, to clasp and say,

'Farewell
! We lose ourselves in light.'

XLVIII.

If these brief lays, of Sorrow born,

Were taken to be such as closed
Grave doubts and answers here jiro-

posed,

Then these were such as men might scorn

And look thy look, and go thy way.
But blame not thou the winds that
make

The seeming-wanton ripple break.
The tender-pencil'd shadow play.

Beneath all fancied hopes and fears
Ay me, the sorrow deepens down,
Whose muflled motions blindly
drown

The bases of my life in tears.

L.

the

Her care is not to part and prove
;

She takes, when harsher moods remit,
What slender shade ofdoubt may flit.

And makes it vassal unto love :

And hence, indeed, she sports with words,
But better serves a wholesome law,
And liokis it sin and shame to draw

The deepest measure from the chords :

Be near me when my light is low,
When the blood creeps, and

nerves prick

And tingle ; and the heart is sick
And all the wheels of Being slow.

Be near me when the sensuous frame
Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust

;

And Time, a maniac scattering dust.
And Life, a Fury slinging flame.

Be near me when my fliith is dry.
And men the flies of Inttrr '-pring,

That lay their eggs, and sting and sing,

And weave their petty cells and die.

.1
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Be near me when I fade away.
To point the term of human strife.

And on the low dark verge of life

The twilight of eternal day.

LI.

Do we indeed desire the dead
Should still be near us at our side ?

Is there no baseness we M-ouId hide ?

No inner vllencss that wc dread ?

Shall he for whose applause I strove,

I had such reverence for his blania,

See with clear eye some hidden
shame

And I be IcssenVl in his love ?

I wrong the grave with fears untrue :

Shall love be blamed for want of faith ?

There must be wisdom with great
Death :

The dead shall look me thro' and thro'.

Be near us when we climl) or fall :

Ye watch, likedod, the rolling hours
With larger other eyes than ours,

To make allowance for us all.

Lir.

I cannot love thee as I ought,

For love reflects the thing beloved
;

Rfy words are only \\'ords, and moved
Upon the topmost fiotli of thought.

' Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song,'

The Spirit of true love rephed
;

' Thou canst not move me from thy
side,

Nor human frailty do me wrong.

' What keeps a spirit wholly true

To that ideal which lie bears ?

What record ? not the sinless years
That breathed beneath the Syrian blue :

' So fret not, like an idle girl.

That life is dash'd with flecks of sin.

Abide
: thy wealth is gather'd in.

When Time hath sunder'd shell from
pearl.'

How many a father have I seen,

A sober man, among his boys.
Whose youth was full of foolish

noise,

Who wears his manhood hale and green :

And dare we to this fancy give,

That had the wild oat not been sown,
The soil, left barren, scarce had
grown

The grain by which a man may live ?

Oh, if we held the doctrine sound
For life outliving heats of youth,
Yet who would preach it as a truth

To those that eddy round and round ?

Hold thou the good : define iL well :

For fear divine Thilosophy
Should push beyond her mark and
be

Procuress to the Lords of IIclI.

Liv.

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of ill,

To pangs of nature, sins of will.

Defects cf doubt, and taints of blood
;

That nothing walks with aimless feet
;

That not one life shall be destroy'd.
Or cast as rubbish tc the void,

When God hath made the pile complete

;

That not a worm is cloven in vain
;

1 hat not a moth with vain desire
Is shrivel'd in a fruitless fire.

Or but subserves another's gain.

) li?"-:
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Behold, we know not anything

;

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last—far off—at last, to all,

And every winter ci.inge to spring.

So runs my dream : but what am I ?

An infant crying in the night :

An infant crying for the light :

And with no language but a cry.

LV.

The wish, that of the living whole
No life may fail beyond the grave,
Derives it not from what we have

The likest God within the soul >

' Thou makest thine appeal to me :

I bring to life, I bring to death :

The spirit docs but mean the breath :

I know no more.' And he, shall he,

Man, her last work, who secm'd so fair.

Such splendid purpose in his eyes,

^Vho roll'd the psalm to wintry
skies.

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer,

Who trusted God was love indeed
And love Creation's final law—
Tho' Nature, red in tooth and claw

With ravine, shriek'd against his creed -

Arc God and Nature then at strife,
^^'^° ^°^''^''' ^^'^^ suffer'd countless ills,

Who battled for the True, the Just,
I3e blown about the desert dust,

Or seal'd within the iron hills ?

That Nature lends such evil dreams ?

So careful of the type she seems,
So careless of the single life ;

That I, considering eveiywhere
Her secret meaning in her deeds,

And finding that of fifty seeds

She often brings but one to bear,

I falter where I firmly trod,

And falling with my weight of
cares

Upon the great world's altar-stairs

That slope thro' darkness up to God,

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope.
And gather dust and chaff, and call

To what I feel is Lord of all.

And faintly trust the larger hope.

LVI.

' So careful of the type ? ' but no.

From scarped cliffand quarried stone

She cries, 'A thousand types are

gone :

I care for nothing, all shall go.

No more ? A monster then, a dream,
A discord. Dragons of the jnime.
That tare each other in their slime,

Were mellow music match'd with him.

O life as futile, then, as frail

!

O for thy voice to soothe and bless !

What hope of answer, or redress ?

Behind the veil, behind the veil.

LVII.

Peace ; come away : the song of woe
Is after all an earthly song :

Peace ; come away : we do him
wrong

To sing so wildly ; let us go.

Come
; let us go : your cheeks are

pale;

But half my life I leave behind :

Methinks my friend is richly shrined
;

But I shall pass ; my work will fail.
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Yet in these ears, till hearing dies,

One set slow bell will seem to toll

The passing of the sweetest soul
That ever look'd with human eyes.

I hear it now, and o'er and o'er.

Eternal greetings to the dead
;

And 'Ave, Ave, Ave,' said,

' Adieu, adieu ' for evermore.

LVIII.

In those sad words I took farewell :

Like echoes in sepulchral halls.

As drop by drop the water falls

In vaults and catacombs, they fell
j

And, falling, idly broke the peace

Of hearts that beat from day to day,

Half-conscious of their dying clay,

And those cold crypts where they shall

cease.

The high Muse answer'd : ' Wherefore
grieve

Thy brethren with a fruitless tear ?

Abide a little longer here,

And thou shalt take a nobler leave.

'

Lix.

O Sorrow, wilt thou live with me
No casual mistress, but a wife,

My bosom-friend and half of life
;

As I confess it needs must be

;

O Sorrow, wilt thou rule my blood.

Be sometimes lovely like a bride.

And put thy harsher moods aside.

If thou wilt have me wise and good.

My centred passion cannot move.

Nor will it lessen from lu-day
;

But I'll have leave at times to play
As with the creature of my love

;

And set thee forth, for thou art mine.
With so much hope for years to come.
That, howsoe'er I know thee, some

Could hardly tell what name were thine.

i.x.

He past
J a soul of nobler tone :

My spirit loved and loves him yet,

Like some poor girl whose heart is set
On one whose rank exceeds her own.

He mixing with his proper sphere,

She finds the baseness of her lot.

Half jealous of she knows not what.
And envying all that meet him there.

The little village looks forlorn
;

She sighs amid her narrow days.

Moving about the household ways,
In that dark house where she was born.

The foolish neighbours come and go,
And tease her till the day draws by :

At night she weeps, 'How vain
am I

!

How should he love a thing so low ?

'

LXI.

If, in thy second state sublime,

Thy ransom'd reason change replies

With all the circle of the wise,

The perfect flower of human time
;

And if thou cast thine eyes below,

How dimly character'd and slight.

How dwarf'd a growth of cold and
night,

How blanch'd with darkness must I grow

!

Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore.

Where thy first form was made a man

;

I loved thee, Spirit, and love, nor

can

The soul of Shakspeare love thee more.

H
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LXII.

Tho' if an eye that's downward cast
Could make thee somewhat blench

or fail,

Then be my love an idle tale
And fading legend of the past ; '

And thou, as one that once declined
When he was little more than boy
On some unworthy heart with joy,'

But lives to wed an equal mind
;

And breathes a novel world, the while
His other passion wholly dies,
Or in the light of deeper eyes'

Is matter for a flying smile.

LXIII.

Vet pity for a horse o'er-driven,
And love in which my hound has part
Can hang no weight upon my heart

In Its assumptions up to heaven
;

And I am so much more than these,
As thou, perchance, art more th'an I
And yet I spare them sympathy

And I would set their pains at ease.

So may'st thou watch me where I weep,
As, unto vaster motions bound,
The circuits ofthine orbit roundA higher height, a deeper deep

LXIV.

Dost thou look back on what hath been
As some divinely gifted man,
"Whose life in low estate began

And on a simple village green
;

Who breaks his birth's invidious bar,
And grasps the skirt- of happy

chance,
^

And breasts the blows ofcircumstance
And grapples with his evil star

;

Who makes by force his merit known
And lives to clutch the golc!cn keys,
To mould a mighty state's decrees.And shape the whisper of the throne

;

And moving up from high to higher
Becomes on Fortune's crowning'slope
The pdlarofa people's hope,

1 he centre of a world's desire;

I

Vet feels, as in a i^cnsive dream,
^^ hen all his active powers are still,A distant dearncss in the hill

[

A secret sweetness in the stream,
'

The limit of his narrower fate.

While yet beside its vocal springs
He play'd at counsellors and kings,

^^ Uh one that was his earliest mate
;

Who ploughs with pain his native lea
And reaps the labour of his hands,
O'- m the furrow musing stands :

Does my old fdcnd remember mc ? '

I.XV.

Sweet soul, do with me as thou wilt
;

I lull a fancy trouble-tost
With 'Love's too precious to be lost,

'V lutle grain shall not be spilt.'

And in that solace can I sing,

Till out of painful phases wrought
There flutters up a happy thought.

Self-balanced on a lightsome wing .

Since we deserved the name of friends
And thine effect so lives' in me,

'

A part of mine may live in the'e
And move thee on to noble ends.

I-XVI.

Vou thought my heart too far diseased
;

\ou_wonder when my fancies play
To lind me gay among the gay,

Like one with any trifle pleased.
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The shade by which my life was crost,

Which makes a desert in the mind,
Has made me kindly with my kind,

And like to him whose sight is lost

;

Whose feet are guided thro' the land,

Whose jest among his friends is free,

Who takes the children on his knee,
And winds their curls about his hand :

He plays with threads, he beats his chair
For pastime, dreaming of the sky

;

His inner day can never die,

His night of loss is always there.

I.XVII,

When on my bed the moonlight falls,

I know that in thy place of rest

Ey that broad water of the west,
There comes a glory on the walls :

Thy marble bright in dark appears,

As slowly steals a silver (lame
Along the letters of thy name,

And o'er the number of thy years.

The mystic glory swims away
;

From off my bed the moonlight dies
;

And closing eaves of wearied eyes
I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray :

And then I know the mist is drawn
A lucid veil from coast to coast,

And in the dark church like a ghost
Thy tablet glimmers to the dawn.

LXVIII.

When in the down I sink my head,

Sleep, Death's twin-brother, times
my breath

;

Sleep, Death's twin-brother, knows
not Death,

Nor can I dream of thee as dead

I walk as ere I walk'd forlorn,

When all our path was fresh with dew.
And all the bugle breezes blew

I

Reveillee to the breaking morn.

jHut what is this? I turn about,

!

I find a trouble in thine eye,

Which makes me sad I know not
vhy,

Xor can my dream resolve the doubt :

But ere the lark hath left the lea

I wake, and I discern the truth
;

It is the trouble of my youth
That foolish sleep transfers to thee.

LXIX.

I drcam'd there would be Spring no
more.

That Nature's ancient power was lost

:

The streets were black with smoke
and frost.

They chatter'd trifles at the door :

I wander'd from the noisy town,
I found a wood with thorny boughs :

I took the thorns to bind my brows,
I wore them like a civic crown :

I met with scoffs, I met with scorns

From youth and babe and hoary
hairs ;

They call'd me in the public squares
The fool that wears a crown of thorns :

They call'd me fool, they call'd me child :

I found an angel of the night

;

The voice was low, the look was
bright

;

He look'd upon my crown and smiled :

He reach'd the gloiy of a hand.
That seem'd to touch it into leaf:

T^e je was not the voice of grief.

The words were hard to understand.
X
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LXX.
I cannot see the features right,

When on the gloom I strive to paint
The face I know ; the hues arc faint

And mix with hollow masks of night
;

Cloud-towers by ghostly masons wrought,
A gulf that ever shuts and gapes,
A hand that points, and palled shape

In shadowy thoroughfares of thought
;

And crowds that stream from yawning
doors.

And shoals of pucker'd faces drive
;

Dark bulks that tumble half alive.

And lazy lengths on boundless shores
;

Till all at once beyond the will

I hear a wizard music roll,

And thro' a lattice on the soul

Looks thy fair face and makes it still.

LXX I.

Sleep, kinsman thou to death and trance
And madness, thou hast forged at last

A night-long Present of the Past
In which we went thro' summer France.

Iladst thou such credit with the soul?

Then bring an opiate trebly strong,

Drug down the blindfold sense of
wrong

That so my pleasure may be whole
;

While now we talk as once we talk'd

Ofmen and minds, thedust ofchange.
The days that grow to something

strange,

In walking as of old we walk'd

Beside the river's wooded reach,

The fortress, and the mountain ridge,

The cataract flashing from the bridge.
The breaker breaking on the beach.

LXX 1 1.

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again.
And howlest, issuing out of night.
With blasts that blow the poplar

white.

And lash with storm the streaming pane ?

Day, when my crown'd estate begun
To i)ine in that reverse of doom,
Which sicken'd every living bloon).

And blurr'd the sjilcndour of the sun
;

\\'Iio usherest in the dolorous hour
AN'ith thy quick tears that make the

rose

Pull sideways, and the '(aisy close
Her crimson fringes to the shower

;

Who might'.st have heaved a windless
flame

Up the deep East, or, whispering,
play'd

A chequer-work of beam and shade
Along the hills, yet look'd the same,

As wan, as chill, as wild as now

;

Day, mark'd as with some ..ideous
crime,

When the dark hand struck down
thro' time.

And cancellVl nature's best : but thou,

Lift as thou may'st thy burthcn'd brows
Thro' clouds that drench the morning

j

star,

And whirl the ungarner'd sheaf afar,

And sow the sky with flying boughs.

And up thy vault with roaring sound
Climb thy thick noon, disastrous

day;

Touch thy dull goal of joyless gray,
And hide thy shame beneath the ground.
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i.xxm.

So many worlds, so much (o do,

So little done, such things to be,

How know I what had need of thee.
For thou wcrt strong as thou wert true ?

The fame is quench'd that I foresaw.

The head hath miss'd an earthly

wreath :

I curse not nature, no, nor death
;

For nolhi..g is that errs from law.

We pass ; the path that each man trod
Is di:ii, or will be dim, with weeds :

What fame is left for human deeds
In endless .nge ? It rests with God.

O hollow wraith of dying fame,

Fade wholly, while the soul exults.

And self-infolds the large results

Of force that would have forged a name.

LXXIV.

As sometimes in a dead man's face,

To those that watch it more and more,
A likeness, hardly seen before.

Comes out— to some one of his race :

So, dearest, now thy brows are cold,

I see thee what thou art, and know
Thy likeness to the wise below,

Thy kindred with the great of old.

But there is more than I can see,

And what I see I leave unsaid.
Nor speak it, knowing Death has
made

His darkness beautiful with thee.

LXXV.

I leave thy praises unexpress'd
In verse that brings myself relief,

And by the measure of my grief
I leave thy greatness to be guess'd

;

What practice howsoe'er expert
In fitting .aptest wonls to things.

Or voice the richest-toned that sings,
I lath power to give thee as thou wert ?

I care not in these lading days
To raise a cry that lasts not long.
And round thee with the breeze of

song

To stir a little dust of praise.

Thy leaf has perish'd in the green,

And, while we breathe beneath the
sun.

The world which credits what is done
Is cold to all that might have been.

So here shall silence gaard thy fame
;

But somewhere, out of human view,
Whate'er thy hunds are set to do

Is wrought with tumult of acclaim.

I.XXVI.

Take wings of fancy, and ascend,

And in a moment set thy face

Where all the starry heavens of space
Are sharpen'd to a needle's end ;

Take wings of foresight ; lighten thro'

The secular abyss to come.
And lo, thy deepest lays are dumb

Before the mouldering of a yew
;

And if the matin songs, that woke
The darkness of our planet, last,

Thine own shall wither in the vast,

Ere half the lifetime of an oak.

Ere these have clothed their branchy
bowers

With fifty Mays, thy songs are vain
;

And what are they when these rejnain

The ruin'd shells of hollow towers ?

Ill

'11 1
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LXXVII.

What hope is here for motlern rhyme
To him who turns a musing eye
On songs, and deeds, and lives, that

lie

Foreshorten'd in the tract of time ?

These mortal lullabies of pain
May bind a book, may line a box,
May serve to curl a maiden's locks

;

Or when a thousand moons shall wane

A man upon a stall may find,

And, passing, turn the page that, tells
'

A grief, then changed to something
else,

Sung by a long-forgotten mind.

But what of that ? My darken'd ways
Shall ring with music all the same

;

To breathe my loss is more than fame,
To utter love more sweet than praise.

I.XXVllf.

Again at Christmas did we weave
The holly round the Christmas

hearth
;

The silent snow posscss'd the earth,
And calmly fell our Christnuscve

:

The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost,

No wing of wind the region swept,
But over all things brooding slept

The quiet sense of something lost.

As in the winters left behind.
Again our ancient games had place,
The mimic picture's breathing grace.

And dance and song and hoodman-blind.'

Who show'd a token of distress?
No single tear, no mark of pain :

O sorrow, then can sorrow wane ?
'J grief, can grief be changed to less ? I

O last regret, regret can die I

No-mixt with all this mystic frame,
1 ler deep relations are the same,

But with long use her tears are dry.

LXXlx,

' More than my brothers are to me '-—

I.et tliis not vex thee, noble heart •

I know thee of what force thou art
To hold the costliest love in fee.

But thou and I arc one in kinii,

I

^^^ moulded like in nature's mint
;And hill and wood and field did p.int

I he same sweet forms in either mind.

For us the same cold streamlet curl'd
Thro' all his eddyingcoves; the same
All wmdsthat roam thetwiliglit came

In whispers of the beauteous world.

At one dear knee we jjroffer'd vows,
One lesson from one book we le.arn'd
Ere childhood's flaxen ringlet turnM'

To black and brown on kindred brows.

And so my wealth resembles thine.
But he was rich where I was poor,
And he supplied my want the more

As his unlikeness fitted mine.

LXXX.
If any vague desire should rise,

That holy Death ere Arthur died
Had moved me kindly from his side

And dropt the dust on tearless eyes
;

Then fancy shapes, as fancy can,
The griefmy loss in him had wrought,
A grief as deep as life or thought.

But stay'd in peace with God and man.

I make a picture in the brain
;

I hear the sentence that he speaks •

He bears the burthen of the weeks,'
But turns his burthen into gain.

It
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Ilis credit thus shall set me free
j

And, influence-rich to sootiie and
save,

I'nused example from the grave
Reach out dead hands to comfort me.

i.xxxr.

Could I liave said while he was here,

'My love sliall now no further range
;

There cannot come a mellower
change.

For now is love mature in car.'

Love, tlien, had hope of richer store :

^Vhat end is here to my complaint ?

Thishaunlingwliispermakesmeliiint,
' I^Iore years had made me love thee more.

'

But Death returns an answer sweet :

'My suddc", frost was sudden gain,
And gave all ripeness to tlie grain,

It might have drawn from after-heat.'

l.XXXJI.

I wage not any feud with Death
For changes wrought on form and

face
;

No lower life that cartli's embrace
May breed with him, can fright my faith.

Eternal process moving on,

From state to state the sjiirit walks
;

And these are but the shatter'd stalks,

Or ruin'd chrysalis of one.

Xor blame I Death, because he bare
The use of virtue out of earth :

I know transplanted human worth
Will bloom to profit, otherwhere.

For this alone on Death I wreak
The wrath that garners in my heart
He put our lives so far apart

We cannot hear each other speak.

LXXXIII.

Dip down upon the northern shore,

O sweet new-year delaying long
;

Tlidu doest expectant nature wrong
;

Delaying long, delay no more.

What stays thee from the clouded noons.
Thy sweetness from its proper place ?

Can trouble live with \\,x\\ days,
Or sadness in the summer moons?

Hring orchis, bring the foxglove spire,

The little speedwell's darling blue.

Deep tulips dash'd with fiery dew,
Laburnums, dropping-wells of fire.

thou, new-year, delaying long,

Delayest the sorrow in my blood.
That longs to burst a frozen bud.

And flood a fresher throat with song.

I.XXXIV.

When I contemplate all alone

The life that had been thine below,
And fix my thoughts on all the glow

To which thy crescent would have grown
;

1 sec thee su'.Ing crown'd with good,
A central warmth diffusing bliss

In glance and smile, and clasp and
kiss.

On all the branches of thy blood
;

Thy blood, my friend, and partly mine
;

For now the day was drawing on.

When thou should'st link thy life with
one

Of mine own house, and boys of thine

Had babbled ' Uncle ' on my knee ;

Rut that remorseless iron hour
IMade cypress of her orange flower,

Despair of Hope, and earth of thee.

I

('I

(fl^
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I seem to meet their least flp<;ii-f r\ . •

',

"
"" ~~~

Tod,p,heirchee5 ;n,.i„o. T Dc'ri!''''.'''?''
'" ""''

I see ihci, „„bo,„ faces shine ToZ Itl,
'"'= '"'='

Beside ,he neve.Iigh.e., fc. WhaUi^Un fis'^'l ^7" ="°''

I see myself an honour'd guest,
Thy partner in the flowery walk
Of letters, genial table-talk,

Or deep dispute, and graceful jest
;

While now thy prosperous labour fills

The lips of men with honest praise,
And sun by sun the hajjpy days

Descend below the golden hills

With promise of a morn as fair

;

And all the train of bounteous hours
Conduct by paths of growing powers,

To reverence and the silver hair

;

Till slowly worn her earthly robe.
Her lavish mission richly wrought.
Leaving great legacies of thought,

'

Thy spirit should fail from off the globe
;

What time mine own might also flee I Ar„i u i l- .1 , ,

As link'd with thinefn love and fate A„?r ^ "" ''"'"' '^'™^^'

And. hovering o'er the dolorous s U tlTlfo^r, T.T '°""'^" '^"^
To the other shore, involved in thee ^^..^^.^F '"'''' '''" '°"' °^ ^^^^mee,

|
shall gather m the cycled times.

And whether trust in things above
Be dimm'd of sorrow, or sustain'd

;And whether love for him have drain'dMy capabilities of love
j

Your words have virtue such as draws
A faithful answer from the breast.
Thro' light reproaches, half exprest,

And loyal unto kindly laws.

My blood an even tenor kept.
Till on mine ear this message falls.

That in Vienna's fatal walls
God's finger touch'd him, and he slept.

The great Intelligences fair

That range above our mortal state.
In circle round the blessed gate.

Received and gave him welcome there •

Arrive at last the blessed goal,
And He that died in Holy Land
Would reach us out the shining hand.

And take us as a single soul.

' What reed was that on which I leant?
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake
The old bitterness again, and break

The low beginnings of content.

LXXXV,
This truth came borne with bier and pall,

I felt it when I sorrow'd most,
'Tis better to have loved and lost.

I han never to have loved at ail-

But I remain'd, whose hopes were dim.
Whose life, whose thoughts we're

little worth.

To wander on a darkcn'd earth,W here all tlungs round me breath, d :;fhim.

O friendship, equal -poised control,
O heart, with kindliest motion warm,O sacred essence, other form,

O solemn ghost, O crowned soul

!

Yet none could better know than I,

How much of act at human hands
The sense of human will demands

By which we dare to live or die.
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Whatever way my days decline,

I felt and feel, tho' left alone,
His being working in mine own,

The footsteps of his life in mine

;

A life that all the Muses dcck'd
With gifts ofgrace, that might express
All-comprehensive tenderness.

All-subtilising intellect :

I

And so my passion hath not swerved
To works of weakness, but I find
An image comforting the mind,

And in my grief a strength reserved.

Likewise the imaginative woe.
That lov'd to handle spiritual strife,

Diffused the shock thro' all my life.

But in the present broke the blow.

My pulses therefore beat again
For other friends that once I met

;

Nor can it suit me to forget
The mighty hopes that make us men.

311

I woo your love : I count it crime
To mourn for any overmuch

;

I, the divided half of such
A friendship as had master'd Time

;

Which masters Time indeed, and is

J-ternal, separate from fears :

The all-assuming months and years
Can take no part away from this :

But Summer on the steaming floods.

And Spring that swells the narrow
brooks.

And Autumn, with a noise of rooks.
That gatiicr in the waning woods.

And every i)ulse of wind and wave
Recalls, in change of light or "loom
My old affection of the tomb,

And my prime passion in the grave :

I^Iy old affection of the tomb,
A part of stillness, yearns to speak :

'Arise, and get thee forth and seekA friendship for the years to come,

I watch thee from the quiet shore
;

Thy spirit up to mine can reach
;

But in dear words of human speech

j

\\e two communicate no more.'

And I, ' Can clouds of nature stain
The starry clearness of the free?
How is it? Canst thou feel for mc

Some pamless sympathy with pain ?

'

And lightly does the whisper fall

;

' 'Tis hard for thee to fathom' this
;

I triumph in conclusive bliss.
And that serene result of all.'

I

So hold I commerce with the dead
;

Or so methinks the dead would say

;

Or so shall grief with symbols play
'

And pniing life be fancy-fed.

Now looking to some settled end,
That these things pass, and I shall
prove

A meeting somewhere, love with love
i crave your pardon, O my friend

;

'

If not o fresh, with love as true,
I, clasping brother-hands, aver
I could not, if I would, transfer

The whole I felt for him to you.

For which be they that hold apart
The promise of the golden hours?
First love, fa-st friendship, equal

powers.

That marry with the virgin heart.

Still mine, that cannot but deplore,
That beats within a lonely place,
That yet remembers his embrace]

But at his footstep leaps no more.

III I

Ml
:i
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My heart, tho' widow'd, may not rest

Quite in the love of what is gone,

But seeks to beat in time with one
That warms another living breast.

Ah, take the imperfect gift I bring,

Knowing the primrose yet is dear,

The primrose of the later year,

As not unlike to that of Spring.

Lxxxvr.

Sweet after showers, ambrosial air,

That rollest from the gorgeous gloom
Of evening over brake and bloom

And meadow, slowly breathing bare

The round of space, and rapt below
Thro' all the dewy-tassell'd wood,
And shadowing down the horned

flood

In ripples, fan my brows and blow

The fever from my cheek, and sigh

The full new life tliat feeds thy

breath

Throughout my frame, till Doubt and
Death,

111 brethren, let the fancy fly

From belt to belt of crimson seas

On leagues of odour streaming far.

To where in yonder orient star

A hundred spirits whisper ' Peace.'

I.XXXVII,

I past beside the reverend walls

In which of old I wore the gown
;

I roved t random thro' the town.

And saw the tumult of the halls
;

And heard once more in college fanes

The storm their high-built organs

make,

And thunder-music, rolling, shake
The prophets blazon'd on the panes

;

And caught once more the distant shout.

The measured pulse of racing oars

Among the willows
; paced the shores

And many a bridge, and all about

The same gray flats again, and felt

The same, but not the same ; and
last

Up that long walk of limes I past
To see the rooms in which he dwelt.

Another name was on the door :

I lingered
; all within was noise

Of songs, and clapping hands, and
boys

That crash'd the glass and beat the floor;

Where once we held debate, a band
Of youthful friends, on mind and

art,

And labour, and the changing mart,

And all the framework of the land;

When one would aim an arrow fair,

But send it slackly from the string;

And one would pierce an outer ring,

And one an inner, here and there
;

And last the master-bowman, he,

Would cleave the mark. A willing

ear

We lent him. Who, but hung to

hear

The rapt oration flowing free

From point to point, with power and grace
And music in the bounds of law.

To those conclusions when we saw
The God within him light his face,

And seem to lift the form, and glow
In azure orbits heavenly-wise

;

And over those ethereal eyes

The bar of Michael Angelo,
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LXXXVIII.

Wild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet.

Rings Eden thro' the budded quicks,

tell me where the senses mix,

O tell me where the passions meet,

Whence radiate : fierce extremes employ

Thy spirits in the darkening leaf.

And in the midmost heart of grief

Thy passion clasps a secret joy :

And I—my harp would prelude woe

—

1 cannot all command the strings
;

The glory of the sum of things

Will flash along the chords and go.

I.XXXIX.

Witch-elms that counterchange the floor

Of this fiat lawn with dusk and

bright
;

And thou, with all thy breadth and

hciglit

Of foliage, towering sycamore
;

How often, hither wandering down.

My Arthur found your shadows fair.

And shook to all the liberal air

The dust and din and stean; of town :

lie brought an eye for all ho saw
;

He mixt in all our simple sports
;

They pleased him, fresh from brawl-

ing courts

And dusty purlieus of the law.

O joy to him in this retreat,

Immantled in ambrosial dark,

To drink the cooler air, and mark

The landscape winking thro' the heat

:

O sound to rout the brood of cares,

The sweep of scythe in morning dew,

The gust that round tlie garden flew,

And tumbled half the mellowing pears !

O bliss, when all in circle drawn

About him, heart and car were fed

To hear him, as he lay and read

The Tuscan poets on the lawn :

Or in the all-golden afternoon

A guest, or happy sister, sung,

Or here she brought the harp and flung

A ballad to the brightening moon :

Nor less it pleased in livelier moods,

Beyond the bounding hill to stray.

And break the livelong sunmier day

With banquet in the distant woods
;

Whereat we glanced from theme to theme,

Discuss'd the books to love or hate,

Or touch'd the changes of the state,

Or threaded some Socralic dream
;

But if I praised the busy town,

He loved to rail against it still,

For ' ground in yonder social mill

We rub each other's angles down,

And merge ' he said ' in form and gloss

The picturesque of man and man.'

Wetalk'd : the stream beneath us ran.

The wine-flask lying couch'd in moss,

Or cool'd within the glooming wave ;

And last, returning from a(\;r,

Before the crimson-circled star

Had fall'n into her father's grave,

And brushing ankle-deep in flowers,

We heard behind the woodbine veil

The milk that bubbled in the pail,

And buzzings of the honied hours.

xc.

He tasted love with half his mind.

Nor ever drank the inviolate spring

\Vhcre nighcst heaven, who first

could fling

This bitter seed among mankind ;
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That could the dead, whose dying eyes
Were closed with wai], resume their

life,

_

They would but find in child and wife
An iron welcome when they rise :

'Twas well, indeed, when warm with wine.
To pledge them with a kindly tear,

'

To talk them o'er, to wish them here,
To count their memories half divine

;

But if they came who past away,
Behold their brides in oth&r hands

;

The hard heir strides about their
lands.

And will not yield them for a day.

Yea, tho' their sons were none of these,
Not less the yet-loved sire would make
Confusion worse than death, and

.'jhake

The pillars of domestic peace.

Ah dear, but come thou back to me :

Whatever change the years have
wrought,

I find not yet one lonely thought
That cries against my wish for thee.

xci.

When rosy plumelets tuft the larch,

And rarely pipes the mounted thrush
;

Or underneath the barren bush
Flits by the sea-blue bird of xAIarch

;

Come, wear the form by which I know
Thy spirit in time among thy peers ;

The hope of unaccomplish'd years
Be large and lucid round thy brow.

When summer's hourly-mellowing change
May breathe, with many roses sweet.
Upon the thousand waves of wheat

That ripple round the lonely grange

;

Come
: not in watches of the night.

But where the sunbeam broodeth
warm.

Come, beauteous in thine after form,
And like a finer light in light.

xcir.

If any vision should reveal

Thy likeness, I might count it vain
As but the canker of the i;rain

;

Yea, tho' it spake and made appeal'

To chances where our lots were cast
Together in the days behind,
I might but say, I hear a wind

Of memory murmuring the past.

Yea, tho' it spake and bared to view
A fact within the coming year

;

And tho' the months, revolving near
Should prove the phantom-warning true,'

They might not seem thy prophecies.
But spiritual presentiments.

And such refraction of events
As often rises ere they rise.

XCIII.

I shall not see thee. Dare I say
No spirit ever brake the band
That stays him from the native land,

A\ here first he walk'd when claspt in clay ?

No visual shade of some one lost.

But he, the Spirit himself, m'ay come
W'here all the nerve of sense is

I
numb

;

Spirit to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost.

O, therefore from thy sightless range
With gods in unconjecturet' bliss,

O, froiii the distance of the abyss
Of tenfold-complicated change,
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Descend, and touch, and enter ; hear
The wish too strong for words to

name

;

That in this blindness of the frame
My Ghost may feel that thine is near.

xciv.

How pure at heart and sound in head,

With what divine aflections bold

Should be the man whose thought

would hold

An hour's communion with the dead.

In vain shalt thou, or any, call

The spirits from their golden day.

Except, like them, thou too canst say.

My spirit is at peace with all.

They haunt the silence of the breas^,

Imaginations calm and fair.

The memory like a cloudless air,

The conscience as a sea at rest :

But when the heart is full of din,

And doubt beside the portal waits,

They can but listen at the gates.

And hear the household jar within.

xcv.

By night we linger'd on the lawn,

I' or underfoot the herb was dry
;

And genial warmth ; and o'er the

sky

The silvery haze of summer drawn
3

And calm that let the tapers burn

Unwavering : not a cricket chirr'd :

The brook alone far-off was heard.

And on the board the fluttering urn :

And bats went round in fragrant skies.

And wheel'd or lit the filmy shapes

That haunt the dusk, with ermine

capes

And woolly breasts and beaded eyes
;

While now we sang old songs that peal'd

From knoll to knoll, where, couch'd

at ease.

The white kine glimmer'd, and the

trees

Laid their dark arms about the field.

But when those others, one by one.

Withdrew themselves from me and
night.

And in the house light after light

Went out, and I was all alone,

A hunger seized my heart ; I read

Of that glad year which once had been.

In those fall'n leaves which kepttheir

green,

The noble letters of the dead :

And strangely on the silence broke

The silent-speaking words, and
strange

Was love's dumb cry defying change
To test his worth ; and strangely spoke

The faith, the vigour, bold to dwell

On doubts that drive the coward back.

And keen thro' wordy snares to track

Suggestion to her inmost cell.

So word by word, and line by line.

The dead man touch'd me from the

past.

And all at once it seem'd at last

The living soul was flash'd on mine.

And mine in this was wound, and whirl'd

About empyreal heights of thought.

And came on that which is, and caught
The deep pulsations of the world,

/Eonian music measuring out

The steps of Time—the shocks of
Chance

—

The blows of Death. At length my
trance

Was cancell'd, stricken thro' with doubt.

M
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Vague words ! but ah, how hard to frame He
In niatter-moiilded forms of sjiecch,

Or cv'n for intellect to reach
Thro' memory that which I became :

Till now the doubtful dusk rcvcal'd
Tlie knolls once more where, couch'd

at ease,

The white kine glimmer'd, and the
trees

Laid their dark arms about the field :

And suck'd from out the distant gloom
A breeze began to tremble o'er
The large leaves of the sycamore,

And fluctuate all the still perfume,

fought his doubts and gather'd
strength,

He would not make his judgment
blind,

He faced the spectres of the mind
And laid them

: thus he came at length

To find a stronger faith his own
;

And Power was with him in the
night,

Which makes the (kirkncss and the
light.

And dwells not in the light alone,

But in the darkness and the cloud,
As over Sinai's peaks of old,

While Israel made their gods of gold,
And gathering freshJier overhead, wci. gocis

Kock'd the full-foliagod elms, ajid U-^t'io' tlie trumpet blew so loud!
swung '

The heavy-folded rose, and flung
The lilies to and fro, and said

' The dawn, the dawn,' and died away;
And Kast and West, without a breath
Mixt their dim lights, like life and

|

He sees himl-lf7n alThe s^ee"s
death.

To broaden into boundless day.

xcvii.

My love has talk'd with rocks and trees;
He finds on misty mountain-ground'
His own vast shad.

, glory-crown 'd

;

XCVI,

Vou say, but with no touch of scorn,

Sweet-hearted, you, whose light-'bkie

eyes

Are tender over drowning flies,

Vou tell me, doubt is Devil-born.

I know not : one indeed I knew
In many a subtle question versed,

Who touch'd a jarring lyre at first,

But ever strove to make it true :

Perplext in faith, but pure in deeds,

At last he beat his music out.

There lives more faith in honest
doubt,

Believe me, than in half the creeds.

Two partners of a married life—
I look'd on these and thought of thee
In vastness and in mystery,

And of my spirit as of a wife.

These two- they dwelt ^^\\^^ eye on eye
Their hearts of old have beat in

tune.

Their meetings made December June,
Their every parting was to die.

Their love has never jiast away
;

The days she never can forget
Are earnest that he loves her yet,

Whate'er the faithless people say.

Her life is lone, he sits apart.

He loves her yet, she will not weep,
Tho' rapt ia matters dark and deep

He seems to slight her simple heart.
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He thrids the lal)yrinth of the mind,
lie reads tlic secret of tlie star.

He seems so near and yet so fir,

lie looks so cold : she thinks him kind.

She keeps the gift of years before,

A wither'd violet is her bliss :

She knows not what his greatness is

;

For that, for all, she loves him more.

For him she plays, to him slie sings

Of early faith and pligliled vows
;

She knows but matters of tlie house
And he, he knows a thousand things.

Her foith isfixt and cannot move.
She darkly feels him great and wise,

She dwells on him with faithful eyes,

'I cannot understand : I love.'

XCVIII.

You leave us : you will see the Riiine,

And those fair hills I sail'd below.
When I was there with him ; and go

By summer belts of whca* and vine

To where he breathed his latest breath.
That City. All her splendour seems
No livelier than the wisp that gleams

On Lethe in the eyes of Death.

Let her great Danube rolling fair

Enwind her isles, unmark'd of me :

I have not seen, I w.ll not see
Vienna

; rather dream that there,

A treble darkness. Evil haunts
The birth, the bridal; friend from

friend

Is oftener parted, fathers bend
Above more graves, a thousand wants

Gnarr at the heels of men, and prey
Kyenchcold hearth, .ind sadnessflings
Her shadow on the blaze of kings :

And yet myself have heard him say.

That not in any mother town
With statelier progress to and fro

'file double tides of chariots flow
l»y jxirk and sulnirb under brown

Of lustier leaves ; nor more content.
He told me, live in any crowd,
\\'hen all is gay with lamps, and loud

With sport and song, in booth and tent,

Imperial halls, or open plawi

;

And wheels the circled dance, and
breaks

Tlie rocket molten into flakes
Of crimson or in emerald rain,

XCIX.

Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again,

So loud with voices of the bircN,

So thick with lowings of the herds,
Day, when I lost the flower of men

;

Who tremblest thro' thy darkling red
On yon swoll'n brook that bubbles fast

V>y meadows breathing of the past.
And woodlands holy to the dead

;

Who murmurest in the foliaged eaves
A song that slights the coming care,
And Autumn laying here and there

A fiery finger on the leaves

;

Wlio wakenest with thy balmy breath
To myriads on the genial earth,

Memories of bridal, or of birth.

And unto myriads more, of death.

O wheresoever those may be.

Betwixt the slumber of the poles.

To-day they count as kindred souls
They know me not, but mourn with me.

C.

I climb the hill : from end to end •

Of all the landscape imderneath,
I find no place that does not breathe

Some gracious memory of my friend
;

\
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No gray old grange, or lonely fold,

Or low morass and whispering reed,
Or simple stile from mead to mead,

Or shcepwalk up the windy wold
;

Nor hoary knoll of ash and haw
That hears the latest linnet trill.

Nor quarry trench'd along the hill,

And haunted by the wrangling daw
;

Nor runlet tinkling from the rock
;

Nor pastoral rivulet that swerves
To left and right thro' meadowy

curves,

That feed the mothers of the flock
;

But each has pleased a kindred eye,
And each reflects a kindlier day

;

And, leaving these, to pass away,
I think once more he seems to die.

Till from the garden and the wild
A fresh association blow,
And year by year the landscape grow

familiar to the stranger's child
;

As year by year the labourer tills

His wonted glebe, or lops the
glades

;

And year by year our memory fades
From all the circle of the hills.

CI.

Unwatch'd, the garden bough shall
sway.

The tender blossom flutter down,
Unlov'd, that beech will gather
brown.

This maple burn itself away
;

Unlov'd, the sun-flower, shining fair,

Kay round with flames her disk of
seed,

And many a rose-carnation feed
With summer spice the humming air

;

Unlov'd, by many a sandy bar,

The brook shall babble down the
plain.

At noon or when the lesser wain
Is twisting round the polar star

;

Uncared for, gird the windy grove.
And flood the haunts of hern and

crake
;

Or into silver arrows break
The sailing moon in creek and cove

;

CII.

We leave the well-beloved place
Where first we gazed upon the sky

;

The roofs, that heard our earliest cry.
Will shelter one of stranger race.

We go, but ere we go from home.
As down the garden-walks I move.
Two spirits of a diverse love

Contend for loving masterdom.

One whispers, here thy boyhood sung
Long since its matin song, and

heard

The low love-language of the bird
In native hazels tassel-hung.

The other answers, ' Yea, but here
Thy feet have stray'd in after hours
With thy lost friend among the

bowers.

And this hath made them trebly dear.

'

These two have striven half the day.
And each prefers his separate claim,
Poor rivals in a losing game,

That will not yield each other way.

I turn to go : my feet are set

To leave the pleasant helds and
farms

;

They mix in one another's arms
To one pure image of regret.

,.,..,.
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cm.
On that last night before we went

From out the doors where I was
bred,

I dream'd a vision of the dead,
Which left my after-morn content.

Methought I dwelt within a hall,

And maidens with me : distant hills
From hidden summits fed with rills

A river sliding by the wall.

The hall with harp and carol rang.
They sang of what is wise and good
And graceful. In the cent.e stood

A statue voil'd, to which they sang
;

And which, tho' veil'd, was known to me,
The shape of him I loved, and love
For ever : then flew in a dove

And brought a summons from the sea :

And -'hen they learnt that I must go
They wept and wail'd, but led the
way

To where a little shallop lay
At anchor in the flood below

;

And on by many a level mead,
And shadowing bluft' tJiat made the

banks,

We glided winding under ranks
Of iris, and the golden reed

;

And still as vaster grew the shore
And roll'd the floods in grander

space,

The maidens gather'd strength and
grace

And presence, lordlier than before

;

And I myself, who sat apart
And watch'd them, wax'd in every

limb;
'

I felt the thews of Anakim,
The pulses of a Titan's heart

;

As one would sing the death of war.
And one would chant the histoiy
Of that great race, which is to be,

And one the shaping of a star
;

Until the forward-creeping tides
Began to foam, and we to draw
From deep to deep, to where we sawA great ship lift her shining sides.

The man we lov'd was there on deck.
But thrice as la-gc as man he bent
To greet us. Up the side I went,

And fell in silence on his neck :

Whereat those maidens with one mind
Bewail'd their lot ; I did them wrong :

'We served thee here,' they said,
' so long,

And wilt thou leave us now behind?'

So rapt I was, they could not win
An ans\^•er from my lips, but he
Replying, ' Enter likewise ye

And go with us :
' they enter'd in.

And while the wind began to sweep
A music out of sheet and shroud,
Westeer'd her toward a crimson cloud

That landlike slept along the deep.

CIV.

The time draws near the birth of Christ

;

The moon is hid, the night is still

;'

A single church below the hill

Is pealing, folded in the mist.

A single peal of bells below,
That wakens at this hour of rest
A single murmur in the breast, •

That these are not the bells I know.

Like strangers' voices here they sound,
In lands where not a memory strays,
Nor landmark breathes of other days,

But all is new unhallow'd ground.

If

l|
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CV.

To-night ungathcr'd let us leave

Tliis laurel, let this holly stand :

We live within the strant,aT'.s land,
And strangely falls our Christmas eve.

Our father's dust is left alone
And silent under other snows :

There in due time the woodbine
blows,

The violet comes, but we are "-one.

and

No more shall wayward grief abuse
The genial hour with mask
mime

;

For change of place, like growth of
time,

Has broke the bond of dying use.

Let cares that petty shadows cast, i

15y which our lives are chiefly [troved,
A little spare the night I loved, '

'

And hold it solemn to the past.

But let no footstep beat the floor,

Nor bowl of wassail mantle warm
;

P'or who woul 1 keep an ancient form
Thro' which the spirit breathes no more ?

T3e neither song, nor game, nor feast
;

Nor harp be touch'd, nor llutc be
blown

;

No dance, no motion, save alone
What lightens in the lucid east

Of rising worlds by yonder wood,
I-ong sleeps the summer in the seed ; I

Run out your measured arcs, and lead
The closing cycle rich in good.

King out the old, ring in the new,
I'ving, happy bells, across the snow :

Tile year is joing, let him go
;

King out the falje, ring in the true.

King out the grief that s.ips the mind.
Tor those that here we see no mor.-

;

King out the feud of rich and poor,

'

King in redress to all mankind.

King out a slowly dying cause,

And ancient forms of jiarty strife

King \n the nobler modes of life,

With sweeter manners, purer laws.

King out the want, the care, the sin,

The faithless coldness of the times
;

King out, ring ov* my mournful

I

rhymes,

I5ut ring the fuller minstrel in.

King out false pride in place and blood.
The civic slp-der and the spite

;

King in the love of truth and right.
King in the common love of good.

King out old shapes of foul disease
;

King out the narrowing lust of gold
;

King out the thousand wars of old,

'

King in the thousand years of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and free.

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
King out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be.

CVI,

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

The flying cloud, the frosty light

The year is dying in the night
;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

CVI I.

It is the day when he was born,
A bitter day that early sank
Behind a purple-frosty bank

Of vapour, leaving night forlorn.

The time admits not flowers or leaves
To deck the banquet. Fiercely flies

The blast of North and East, and ice
Makes daggers at the sharpen'd eaves.
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And bristles all the brakes and thorns

To yon hard crescent, as she hangs

Above the wood which grides and

clangs

Its leafless ribs and iron horns

Together, in the drifts that pass

To darken on the rolling brine

'J'hat breaks the coast, liut fetch

the wine,

Arrange the l)oard and ])rim the glass

;

Hring in great logs and let them lie,

To make a solid core of heat
;

He cheerful-minded, talk and treat

Of all things ev'n as ht were by
;

Wc keep the day. With festal cheer.

With books and music, surely we
Will drink to him, whate'er he be,

And sing the songs he loved to hear.

CVill.

I will not shut me from my kind.

And, lest I stiffen into stt)ne,

I will not cat my heart alone.

Nor feed with sighs a passing wind :

What profit lies in barren faith,

And vacant yearning, tho' with

might

To scale the heaven's highest height,

Or dive below the wells of Death ?

What find I in the highest place,

But mine own phantom chanting

hymns ?

And on the depths of death there

swims

The reflex of a human face.

I'll rather take what fruit may be

Of sorrow under human skies :

'Tis held that sorrow makes us wise.

Whatever wisdom sleep with thee.

CIX.

Ileart-affiuence in discursive talk

From household fountains neve- dry

;

The critic clearness of an eye,

That saw thro' all the Muses' walk ;

Seraphic intellect and force

Tosei,!ean(l throw the doubts ofman ;

Impassion'd logic, which outran

The hearer in its fiery course
j

High nature amorous of the good,

liut touch'd will) no ascetic gloom ;

And passion pure in snowy jilooni

'i'hro" all the years of April bhiod
;

A love of freedom rarely felt,

Of freedom in her regal seat

Of England ; not the schoolboy heat,

The blind hysterics of the Celt ;

And manhood fused with female grace

In such a sort, the child would twine

A trustful hand, unask'd, in thine,

And find his comfort in thy face ;

All these have been, and thee mine eyes

Havelook'tlon ; iftheylook'dinvain,

Wy shame is greater who remain,

Xor let thy wisdom make me wise.

ex.

Thy converse drew us with delight,

The men of rathe and riper years :

Tiie feeble soul, a haunt of fears.

Forgot his weakness in thy sight.

On thee the loyal-hearted hung,

The proud was half disarm'd of pride,

Nor cared the serpent at thy side

To flicker with his double tongue.

The stern were mild when thou wert by.

The flippant put himself to school

And heard thee, and the brazen fool

Was soften'd, and he knew not why ;

Y

'Ir
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While I, thy nearest, sat apart,

And felt thy triumph was as mine ;

- And loved them more, that they were
thine,

The graecful tact, the Christian art
j

Nor mine the sweetness or the skill,

But mine the love that will not

tire.

And, born of love, the vague desire

That spurs an imitative will.

CXI.

The churl in spirit, up or down
Along the scale of ranks, thro' all,

To him who grasps a golden ball.

By blood a king, at heart a clown
;

The churl in spirit, howe'er he veil

' His want in forms for fashion's

sake,

\V;il let his coltish nature break
At seasons thro' the gilded pale :

For who can always act ? but he,

To whom a thousand memories call,

Not being less but more than all

The gentleness he seen.'d to bcj

Best seem'd the thing he was, and join'd

Each office of the social hour
To noble manners, as the flower

And native growth of noble mind
;

Nor ever narrowness or spite,

Or villain fancy fleeting by,

Drew in the expression of an eye,

Where God and Nature met in light

;

And thus he bore without abuse
The grand old name of gentleman,

Defamed by every charlatan,

And soil'd with all ignol-le u ;e.

CXII.

High wisdom holds my wisdom less,

That I, who gaze with temperate eyes
On glcrious iusulliciencies.

Set light by narrower perfectness.

But thou, that fdlest all the room
Of all my love, art reason why
I seem to cast a careless eye

On souls, the lesser lords of doom.

For what wert thou ? some novel power
Sprang up for ever at a touch,

And hope could never hope too much.
In watching thee from hour to hour,

Large elements in order brought.

And tracts of calm from tempest
made.

And world-wide fluctuation sway'd
In vassal tides that follow'd thought,

CXlII.

'Tis held that sorrow makes us wise

;

Yet how much wisdom sleeps with
thee

Which not alone had guided me,
But served the seasoi\s that m.ay rise

;

For can I doubt, who knew thee keen
In intellect, with force and skill

To strive, to fashion, to fulfd

—

I doubt not what thou wouldst have been :

A life in civic action warm,
A soul on highest mission sent,

A potent voice of Parliament,

A pillar steadfast in the storm.

Should licensed boldness gather force,

Eecominr. when the time has birth,

A lever to uplift the earth

And roll it in another course, In
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With tliousand shocks that coino and go,

With agonies, with energies,

With ovcrthrowings, and with cries,

And undulations to and fro.

CXIV,

Who loves not Knowledge ? Who shall

rail

Against her beauty ? .May she mix
\\'ith men and prosper ! Who shall

fix

I Icr pillars ? Let her wc.i k prevail.

Jiut on her forehead sits a fire :

She sets her forward countenance
And leaps into the future chance,

Submitting all things to desire.

Half-grown as yet, a child, and vain-
She cannot fight the fear of deati>

What is she, cut from love and l.uili,

But some wild Pallas from the biain

Of Demons ? fiery hot to burst

All barriers in her onward race

For power. Let her kr,..\v her place

;

She is the second, not the iirst.

A higher hand must make her mild,

If all be not in vain ; and guide
Her footsteps, moving side by side

With wisdom, like the younger child :

For she is earthly of the mind.
But Wisdom heavenly of the soul.

O, friend, who camest to thy goal
So early, leaving me behind,

cxv.

I would the great world grew like tlicc,

Who grewest not alnne in power
And knowledge, but by year and

hour

In reverence and in charity.

Now fades the last long streak of snow,
Now burgeons every maze of (juick

About the flowering stjuares, and
thick

By ashen roots the violets blow,

Now rings the woodland loud and long,

The distance takes a lovelier hue.

And drown'd in yonder living blue
The lark becomes a sightless song.

Xow riance the lights on lawn and lea.

The flocks arc whiter down the vale.

And milkier every milky sail

On winding stream or distant sea
;

Where now the scamew pipes, or dives
In yonder greening gleam, and fly

The happy birds, that change their sky
i

' lid and brood ; that live their lives

From land to land ; and in my breast

Spring wakens too ; and my regiot

Becomes an April violet.

And buds and blossoms like the rest.

CXV I.

Is it, then, regret for buried time

That keenlier in sweet April wakes,
And meets the year, and gives and

takes

The colours of the crescent prime ?

Not all : the songs, the stirring air.

The life re-orient out of dusi.

Cry thro' the sense to hearten trust

In that which made the world so fair.

Not all regret : the face will shine

Upon me, while I muse alone
;

And that dear voice, I once have
known,

Still speak to me of me and mine :
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Yet less of sorrow lives in me
For day? of happy commune dead

;

Less yearning for the friendship fled,

Than some strong bond which is to be.

CXVII.

O days and hours, your work is this,

To hold me from my proper place,

A little while from his embrace,
For fuller gain of after bliss :

That out of distance might ensue

Desire of nearness doubly sweet

;

And unto meeting when wc meet,

Delight a hundredfold accrue,

For every grain of sand that runs.

And every span of shade that steals.

And every kiss of toothed wheels,

And all the courses of the suns.

CXVIII.

Contemplate all this work of Time,
The giant labouring in his youth

;

Nor dream of human love and truth,

As dying Nature's earth and lime
;

But trust that those we call the dead
Are breathers of an ampler day
For ever noljlcr ends. They say,

The solid earth whereon we tread

In tracts of fluent heat began,

And grew to seeming-random forms.

The seeming prey of cyclic storms.

Till at the last arose the man
j

Who throve and branch'd from clime to

clime,

The herald of a higher race,

And of himself in higher place.

If so he type thi<i work of time

Within himself, from more to more
;

Or, crown'd with attributes of woe
Like glories, move his course, and
show

That life is not as idle ore,

13ut iron dug from central gloom.

And heated hot with burning fears,

And dipt in baths of hissing tears.

And batter'd with the shocks of doom

To shape and use. Arise and fly

The reeling Faun, the sensual feast ;

Move upward, working out the beast,

And let the ape and tiger die.

cxix.

Doors, where my heart was used to beat

So quickly, not as one that weeps
I come once more ; the city sleeps

;

I smell the meadow in the street

;

long-

I hear a chirp of birds ; I see

Betwixt the black fronts

withdrawn

A light-blue lane of early dawn,
And think of early days and thee,

And bless thee, for thy lips are bland
And bright thefriendshipofthineeye

;

And in my thoughts with scarceasigli
I take the pressure of thine hand.

cxx.

I trust I have not wasted breatli :

I think we are not wholly brain.

Magnetic mockeries ; not in vain.

Like Paul with beasts, I fought v.ith

Death
;

Not only cunning casts in clay :

Let Science prove we are, and then
What matters Science unto men,

At least to me? I would not stay.

t

1

1

To be

To fe

I

In all
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Let him, the wiser man who springs

Hereafter, up from childhood shape
His action lilvc the greater ape,

But I was boni to other things.

CXXI.

Sad Hesper o'er the buried sun

And ready, thou, to die with him.
Thou watdiest all things ever dim

And dimmer, and a glory done :

The team is loosen 'd from the Wain,
The boat is drawn upon the shore

;

Thou listenest to the closing door.

And life is darkenM in the brain.

Bright Phosphor, fresher for the night.

By thee the world's great work is

heard

Beginning, and the wakeful bird
;

Behind thee conies the greater light :

The market boat is on the stream,

And voices hail it from the brink
;

Thouhear'st the village honnner clink.

And see'st the moving of the team.

Sweet Hesper- Phosphor, double name
For what is one, the first, the last,

Thou, like my present and my past,

Thy place is changed ; thou art the same.

If thou wert with me, and the grave
Divide us not, be with me now,
And enter in at breast and brow,

Till all my blood, a fuller wave,

Be quicken'd w ith a livelier breath,

And like an inconsiderate boy,
As in the former flash of joj',

I slip the thoughts of life and death
;

And all the breeze of Fancy blows.

And every dew-drop paints a bow.
The wizard lightnings deeply glow,

And every thought breaks out a rose.

cxxii.

Oh, w.ast thou with me, dearest, then,

While I rose up against my doom,
And yearn'd to burst the folded

gloom.

To bare the eternal Heavens again.

To feel once more, in placid awe.
The strong imagination roll

A sphere of stars about my soul.

In all her motion one with law
;

CXXIII.

There rolls the deep where grew the tree.

O earth, what changes hast thou
seen !

There where the long street roars,

hath been

The stillness of the central sea.

The hills are shadows, and they flow
From form to form, and nothing

stands
;

They melt like mist, the solid lands.
Like cloud" they shape themselves and go.

But in my spirit will I dwell,

And dream my dream, and hold it

true
;

For tho' my lips may brea*he adieu,
I cannot think the thing farewell.

exXIV.

That which we dare invoke to bless
;

Our dearest faith ; wur ghastliest

doubt

;

lie, They, One, All ; wjthin, with-
out

;

The Power in darkness whom we guess

;

\ I

f

ir
!

%r
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I found Ilim not in world or sun,

Or eagle's wing, or insect's eye
;

Nor thro' the (juestions men may try,

The petty cobwebs we have spun :

If e'er when faith had fall'n asleep,

I heard a voice ' believe no more '

And heard an ever-breaking shore

That tumbled in the Godless deep
;

A warmth within the breast would melt
The freezing reason's colder part.

And like a man in wrath the heart

Stood up and answer'd ' 1 have felt.'

No, like a child in cIou'dI and fear :

But that blind clamour made me
wise

;

Then was I as a child that cries,

But, crying, knows his father near;

And what I am beheld again

What is, and no man understands
;

And out of darkness came the hands
That reach thro' nature, moulding men.

cxxv.

Whatever I have said or sung,

Some bitter notes my harp would
give,

Yea, tho' there often scem'd to live

A contradiction on th(> tongue,

Yet Hope had never lost her youth
;

She did but look through dimmer
eyes

;

Or Love l)ut play'd with gracious

lies.

Because he felt so fix'd in truth ;

Abiding with me till I sail

To seek thee on the mystic deeps.

And this electric force, that keeps
A thousand pulses dancing, fail.

cxxvr.

Love is and was my Lord and King,

And in his presence I attend

To hear the tidings of my friend.

Which every hour his couriers bring.

Love is and \\as my King and I,or(],

And will be, tho' as yet I keep
Within his court on earth, and

sleep

Encompass'd by his faithful guard,

And hear at times a sentinel

Who moves about from place to

place,

And whispers to the worlds of space,

in the deep night, that all is well.

CXXVII.

And all is well, tho' faith and form

Be sunder'd in the night of fear
;

Well roars the storm to those that

hear

A deeper voice across the storm,

I'roclaimlng social truth shall spread.

And justice, ev'n tho' thrice again
The red fool-fury of the Seine

Should pile her barricades with dead.

And if the song were full of care.

He breathed the spirit of the song
;

And if the words were sweet and
strong

He set his royal signet there
;

But ill for him that wears a crown.

And him, the lazar, in his rags :

They tremble, the sustaining crags
;

The spires of ice are toppku down,

And molten up, and roar in flood
;

The fortress crashes from on high.

The brute earth lightens to the sky.

And the great /Kon sinks in blood,
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And compass'd by the fires of lieil

;

While thou, dear spirit, happy star,

O'erlook'st the tumult from afar,

And smilest, knowing all is well.

CXXVIII.

The love that rose on stronger wings,
Unpalsied when he met with Death,
Is comrade of the lesser faith

That sees the course of human things.

No doubt vast eddif- •> lue flood

Of onward \'-

\\ yet be made,
And throne >nay degrade;

Vet O ye mysteries of good.

Wild Hours tlat fly with Hope and
Fear,

If all your ofllce had to do
With old results that look like new

;

If this were all your mission here,

To draw, to sheathe a useless sword,
Tu fool the crowd with glorious

lies.

To cleave a creed in sects and cries.

To change the bearing of a word.

To shift an arbitrary power,
To cramp the student at his desk.
To make old bareness picturesque

And tuft with grass a feudal tower
;

Why then my scorn might well descend
On you and yours. I see in part
That all, as in some piece of art,

Is toil cbopcrant to an end.

CXXIX.

Dear friend, far ofl", my lost desire,

Sn far, 30 near in woe and weal
;

O loved the most, when most I feel

There is a lower and a higher

;

Known and unknown ; human, divine
;

Sweet human hand and lips and eye
;

Dear heavenly friend that canst not
die,

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine
;

Strange friend, past, present, and to be
;

Loved deep] ier, darklier understood
;

Behold, I dream a dream of good.
And mingle all the world with thee.

cxxx.
Thy voice is on the rolling air

;

I hear thee where the waters run ;
Thou standest in the rising sun.

And in the setting thou art fair.

What art thou then ? I cannot guess
;

But tho' I seem in star and flower
To feel thee some diff^usive power,

I do not therefore love thee less :

My love involves the love before
;My love is vaster passion now

;

Tho' mix'd with God and Nature
thou,

I seem to love thee more and more.

Far off thou art, but ever nigh

;

I have thee still, and I rejoice
;

I prosper, circled with thy voice
;

I shall not lose thee tho' I die.

suffer

cxxxr.

O living will that shalt endure
When all that seems shall

shock,

Rise in the spiritual rock,
Flow thro' our deeds and make them pure,

That we may lift from out of dust
A voice as unto him that hears,
A cry above the conquer'd years

To one that with us works, and trust.

II:
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With faith that comes of self-control,

The truths that never can be proved

Until we close with all we loved,

And all we flow from, soul in soul.

I
O true and tried, so well and long,

Demand not thou a marriage lay
;

In that it is thy marriage day
Is music more than any ^ong.

Nor have I folt so much of bliss

Since first he told me that he loved

A daughter of our house ; nor proved

Since that dark day a day like this
;

Tho' I since then have number'd o'er

Some thrice three years : they went
and came,

Remade the blood and changed the

frame.

And yet is love not less, but more
;

No longer caring to embalm
In dying songs a dead regret,

But like a statue solid-set,

And moulded in colossal calm.

Regret is dead, but love is more
Than in the summers that are

ilown,

For I myself with lliese have grown
To something greater than before

;

Which makes appear the songs I made
As echoes out of weaker times,

As half but idle brawling rhymes.

The sport of random sun and shade.

But where is she, the bridal flower,

That must be made a wife ere

noon?

She enters, glow Ing like the moon
Of Eden on its bridal bower :

On me she bends her blissful eyes

And then on thee j they meet thy

look

And brighten like the star that shook
Betwixt the palms of paradise.

O when her life was yet in bud,

lie too foretold the perfect rose.

For thee she grew, for thee she grows
For ever, and as fair as good.

And tho\i art worthy ; full of power
;

As gentle ; liberal-minded, great,

Consistent ; wearing all that weight

Of learning lightly like a flower.

But now set out : the noon is near,

And I must give away the bride
;

She fears not, or with thee beside

And me behind her, will not fear :

For I that danced her on my knee.

That watch'd her on her nurse's arm.
That shielded all her life from harm

At last must part with her to thee
j

Now waiting to be made a wife,

ller L'et, my darling, on the dead
;

Their pensive tablets round her head.

And the most living words of life

Breathed in her ear. The ring is on,

j

The ' wilt thou ' answer'd, and again

I

The 'wilt thou' .ask'd, till out of

I

twain

I

Her sweet ' I will ' has made you one.

Now sign your names, which shall be read,

IMulc symbols of a joyful morn.
By village eyes as yet unborn

;

The names are sign'd, and overhead

Begins the clash and clang that tells

The joy to every wandering breeze
;

The blind wall loeks, and on the trees

The dead leaf trembles to the bells.
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O happy hour, and happier hours

Await them. Many a merry face

Salutes them—maidens of the place.

That pelt us in the porch with flowers.

O happy hour, behold the bride

With him to whom her hand I gave.

They leave the porch, they pass the

grave

That has to-day its sunny side.

To-day the grave is bright for me,

'

For them the light of life mcreased,
Who stay to share the morning

feast,

Who rest to-night beside the sea.

Let all my genial spirits advance

To meet and greet a whiter Sun
;

My drooping memory will not shun
The foaming grape of eastern France.

It circles round, and fancy plays.

And hearts are warm'd and faces

bloom,

As drinking health to bride and
groom

We wish them store of happy days.

Nor count me all to blame if I

Conjecture of a stiller guest.

Perchance, perchance, among the

rest,

And, tho' in silence, wishing joy.

But they must go, the time draws on,

And those white-favour'd horses wait;

They rise, but linger ; it is late
;

Farewell, we kiss, and they are gone.

A shade falls on us like the dark

From little cloudlets on the grass,

But sweeps away as out we pass

To range the woods, to roam the park,

Discussing how their courtship grew,

And talk of others that are wed.

And how she look'd, and what
said.

And back we come at fall of dew.

he

Again the feast, the speech, the glee.

The shade of passing thought, the

^\calth

Of words and wit, the double health,

The crowning cup, the three-times-three.

And last the dance ;— till I retire :

Dumb is that tower which spake so

loud.

And high in heaven the streaming

cloud.

And on the downs a rising fire :

And rise, O moon, from yonder down,
Till over down and over dale

All night the shining vapour sail

And pass the silent-lighted town.

The white-faced halls, the glancing rills,

And catch it every mountain head.

And o'er th.; friths that branch and
spread

Their sleeping silver thro' the hills

;

And touch with shade the liridal doors,

With lender gloom the roof, the wall

;

And breaking let the splendour fall

To spangle all the happy shores

By which they rest, and ocean sounds.

And, star and system rolling past,

A soul shall draw from out the vast

And strike his being into bounds.

And, moved thro' life of lower phase.

Result in man, be born and think,

And act and love, a closer link

Betwixt us and the crowning race

ili>
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Of those that, eye to eye, shall look

On knowledge ; under whose com-
mand

Is Earth and Earth's, and in their hand
Is Nature like an open book

;

No longer half-akin to brute,

For all we thought and loved and did,

And hoiked, and sufTer'd, is but seed
Of what in them is flower and fruit

;

Whereof the man, that with me trod

This planet, was a noble type
A]ipearing ere the times were

ripe,

That friend of mine who lives in God,

That (lod, which ever lives and loves,

One C'lod, one law, one element,

And one far-olT divine event.

To which the whole creation moves.

oj«{o«

MAUD; A MONODRAMA.
PART I.

Wi-

I HATE the dreadful hollow behind the little wood.
Its lips in the field above are dabbled with blood-red heath,
The red-ribb'd ledges drip with a silent horror of blood.
And Echo there, whatever is ask'd her, answers 'Death.'

II.

For there in the ghastly pit long since a body was found.
His who had given me life—O flxther ! O God ! was it well ?—
Mangled, and flatten'd, and crush'd, and dinted into the ground •

There yet lies the rock that fell with him when he fell.

Ill,

Did he fling himself down? who knows? for a vast speculation had fail'd
And ever he mutter'd and madden'd, and ever wann'd with despair
And out he walkVl wlien the wind like a broken worldling wail'd
And the flying gold of the ruin'd woodlands drove thro' the air.

'

IV.

I remember the time, for the roots of my hair were stirr'd
By a shuffled step, by a dead weight trail'd, by a whisper'd fright.
And my pulses closed their gates with a shock on my heart as I heard
The shrill-edged shriek of a mother divide the shuddering night.

V.

Villainy somewhere ! whose ? One says, we are villains all.

Not he
:
his honest fame should at least by me be maintained :

But that old man, now lord of the broad estate and the Hall,
Dropt off gorged from a scheme that had left us flaccid and drain'd.
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Why do they prate of the blessings of Peace ? we have made them a curse,
Pickpockets, each hand lusting for all that is not its own

;

And lust of gain, in the spirit of Cain, is it better or worse
Than the heart f)f the citizen hissing in war on his own hearthstone?

vir.

]5ut these are the days of advance, the works of the men of mind.
When who but a fool would have f;uth in a tradesman's ware or his word?
Is it peace or war? Civil war, as I think, and that of a kind
The viler, as underhand, not openly bearing the sword.

viir.

Sooner or later I too may passively take the print

Of the golden age—why not ? I have neither hope nor trust

;

May make my heart as a millstone, set my face as a flint,

Che.at and be cheated, and die : who knows? ,vc are ashes and dust.

IX.

Peace sitting under her olive, and slurring the days gone by.

When the poor arc hovell'd and hustled together, each sex, like swine,
When only the ledger lives, and when only not all men lie

;

Peace in her vineyard—yes !—but a company forges the wine.

X.

And the vitriol madness flushes up in the ruffian's head.

Till the filthy by-lane rings to the yell of the trampled wife,

And chalk and alum and plaster are sold to the poor for bread,
And the spirit of murder works in the very means of life,

xr.

And Sleep must lie down arm'd, for the villainous centre-bits

Grind on the wakeful ear in the hush of the moonless nights.

While another is cheating the sick of a few last gasps, as he sits

To pestle a poison'd poison behind his crimson lights.

XII.

When a Mammonite mother kills her babe for a burial fee,

And Timour-Mammon grins on a pile of children's bones.
Is it peace or war ? better, war ! loud war by land and by sea.

War with a thousand battles, and shaking a hundred thrones,

XIII.

For I trust if an enemy's fleet came yonder round by the hill.

And the rushing battle-bolt sang from the three-decker out of the foam,
That the smooth-faced snubno^cd rogue would leap from his counter and till,

And strike, if he could, were it but with his cheating yardwand, home..

f at'
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XIV.

What ! am I raging nlonc as my father raged in his mood '

]\rust /too creep to tlic hollow and dash myself down and die
Kather than hold by the law that I made, nevermore to brood
On a horror of shaller'd limbs and a wretched swindler's lie>

XV.
Would there be sorrow for ,uc? there was love in the rassionatc .hriek,Love for the sdent thing thai had made false haste to the grave

-

^^rapt m a cloak, as I saw him, and thought he would rise and speakAnd rave at the lie and the liar, ah God, as he used to rave

XVI,
I am sick of the Hall and the hill, 1 am sick of the moor and the main
^^ hy should I stay ? can a sweeter chance ever come to me here '
O, havmg the nerves of motion as well as the nerves of pain
Were it not wise if I fled from the place and the pit and the fear'

XVII.
AA orkmen up at the Hall .'-they arc coming back from abroad

;The dark old place will be gilt by the touch of a millionnaire •

I have heard, I know not whence, of the singular beauty of .^fiud •

I play'd with the girl when a child ; she promised then to be fair
'

xviir.
Afaud with her venturous climbings and tumbles and childish escapes,Maud the delight of the village, the ringing joy of ihe Ua'l
Maud with her sweet purse-mouth when my father dangle<l the grapes,Maud the beloved of my mother, the moon-faced darling of all 1

XIX.

^^ hat IS she now ? My dreams are bad. She may bring me a curse.
Ao, there is fatter game on the moor

; she will let me alone.
1 hanks, for the fiend best knows whether woman or man be the worse
I will bury myself in myself, and the Devil may pipe to his own

II.

Long have I sigh'd for a calm : God grant I may find it at last

!

It will never be broken by Maud, she has neither savour nor salt
But a cold and clear-cut face, as I found when her carriage past,
rerfectly beautiful

: let it be granted her : where is the fault ?
All tnat I saw (for her eyes were downcast, not to be seen)
I-aultily faultless, icily regular, splendidly null,
Dead perfection, no more ; nothing more, if it had not been

i
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For a chance of travel, a paleness, an hour's defect of the rose,
Or an underlip, you may call it a little too ripe, loo full,

Or the least little delicate aquiline curve in a sensitive nose,
From which I escaped heart-free, with the least little touch of spleen.

III.

Cold and clear-cut face, why come you so cruelly meek,
Breaking a sluml)er in which all sjileenful folly was drownM,
Pale with tlie golden beam of an eyel.ash dead on the cheek,'
I'assionless, pale, cold face, star-sweet on a gloom iirof>un<l';
Womanlike, taking revenge too deeji ior a transient wrong
Done I)ut in tliought to your beauty, and ever as pale as bt-fore
(Growing and fading and growing upon me without a sound,
Luminous, gemlike, ghostlike, deathlike, half the night long
Growing and fading and growing, till I could bear it no more.
But arose, and all by myself in my own dark garden ground.
Listening now to the tide in its brcad-nung shipwrecking roar,
Now to the scream of a madden'd beach dragg'd down by the wave,
Walk'd in a wintry wind by a ghastly glimmer, and found
The shining daffodil dead, and Orion low in his grave.

333 I
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IV.

A million emeralds break from the ruby-budded lime
In the little grove where I sit—ah, wherefore cannot I be
Like things of the season g.ay, like the bountiful season bland.
When the far-o!! sail is blown by the breeze of a softer clime.
Half-lost in the liquid azure bloom of a crescent of sea
The silent sapphire-spangled marriage ring of the land ?

11.

Below me, there, is the vilkige, and looks how quiet and small !

And yet bubbles o'er like a city, with gossip, scandal, and spite
;

And Jack on his ale-house bench has as many lies as a Czar
;

And here on the landward side, by a red rock, glimmers the Hall

;

And up in the high Hall-garden I see her pass like a light

;

But sorrow seize me if ever that light be my leading star !

III.

When have I bow'd to her father, the wrinkled head of the race?
I met her to-day with her brother, but not to her brother I bow'd :
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I bow'cl to his lady-sister a.s she rode by on the moor
;

But the fire of a foolish pride flasli'd over her beautiful face.
child, you wrong your beauty, believe it, in being so proud

;

Your father has wealth well-gotten, and T run nameless and poor.

IV.

1 keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slander and steal

;

I know it, and smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic, or like
A wiser epicurean, and let the world have its way :

For nature is one with rapine, a harm no preacher can heal
;

The Mayfly is torn by Jie swallow, the sparrow spear'd by the shrike,
And the whole little wood where I sit is a world of plunder and prey.'

V.

We are puppets, Man in his pride, and Beauty f.iir in her flower
;

Do we move ourselves, or are moved by an unseen hand at a gam'e
That pushes us off from the board, and others ever succeed ?

Ah yet, we cannot be kind to each other here for an hour
;We whisper, and hint, and chuckle, and grin at a. brother's shame

;
However we brave it out, we men arc a little breed.

VI.

A monstrous eft was of old the Lord and Afaster of Earth,
For him did his high sun flame, and his river billowing ran.
And he felt himself in his force to be Nature's crowning race.
As nine months go to the shaping an infant ripe for his birth.
So many a million of ages have gone to the making of man :

He now is first, but is he the last ? is he not too base?

vn.

The man of science himself is fonder of glory, and vain,
An eye well-practised in nature, a spirit bounded and poor

;

The passionate heart of the poet is whirl'd into folly and vice.
I would not marvel at either, but keep a temperate brain

;
For not to desire or admire, if a man could learn it, were'more
Than to walk all day like the sultan of old in a garden of spice.

viir.

For the drift of the IVfaker is dark, an Isis hid by the veil.
Who knows the ways of the world, how God will bring them about ?
Our planet is one, the suns are many, the worid is wide.
Shall I weep if a Poland fall ? shall I shriek if a Hungary fail?
Or an infant civilisation be ruled with rod or with knout '?

I have not made the worid, and He that made it will guide.
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IX.
Be mine a philosopher's life in ihc quiet woodland ways,
VVhere If I cannot be gay let a passionless peace be my I.,t.
Far-utf from the clamour of liars belied in the hubbub of lies •

From the long.neck'.l geese of the world that are ever hissing dispraiseBecause their natures are little, and, whether he lu.d it or l,^'^''^Where each man walks with his head in a cloud of poisonous flies.

And most of all would I flee from the cruel madness of love.
Ihe honey of poison-llowers md all the measureless illAh Maud, you milkwhue fawn, you are all unmcd for a wife

Your f"'n •
'' """ '

'r

•"" ^"'' ^ •'"' '"'-'«« '" -"'-^•I'l'-^ •'^''ove ;your father is ever in London, you wander about at your will •

You have but feil on the roses and lain in the lilies of life.

A voice by the cedar tree

In the meadow under the Hall !

She is singing an air that is known to me,
A passionate ballad gallant and gay,
A martial song like a trumpet's call

!

Singing alone in the morning of life.

In the happy morning of life and of May,
Singing of men that in battle array,

Ready in heart and ready in hand,
March with banner and bugle and fife

To the death, for their native land.

n.
Maud with her exquisite face.

And wild voice pealing up to the sunny
sky.

And feet like sunny gems on an English
green,

Maud in the light of her youth and her
gracf

,

Singing of ^eath, and of Honour that
Ciinnot die,

Till I well could weep for a time so sordid
and mean,

And myself so languid and base.

III.

Silence, beautiful voice

!

Be still, for you only trouble the mind
With a joy in which I cannot rejoice,
A gloiy I shall not find.

Still ! I will hear you no more,
I'<jr your sweetness hardly leaves me a

choice

But to move to the meadow and fall before
Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore,
JSiot her, who is neither courtly nor kind,
Not her, not her, but a voice.

VI.

I.

Morning arises stormy and pale,
No sun, but a wannish glare
In fold upon fold of hucless cloud,
And the budded peal:s of the wood are

bow'd

Caught and culV'd by the gale :

I had fancied it would be fair.

II.

Whom but Maud should I meet
Last night, when the sunset burn'd
On the blossom'd gable-ends

%; r
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At the head ot" the village street,

Whom l)ut Maud should I meet?
And she louch'd my hand with a smil

sweet,

She made me divine amends
For a courtesy not return'd.

III.

And thus a delicate spark

Of glowing and growing light

Thro' the livelong hours of the dark

Kept itself warm in tlie heart of

dreams,

Ready to burst in a Colour'd flime
;

Till at last when the morning came
In a cloud, it faded, and seems

IJut an ashen-gray delight.

IV.

What if with her sunny hair,

And smile as sunny as cold.

She meant to weave me a snare

Of some coquettish deceit,

Cleopatra-like as of old

To entangle me when we met,

To have her lion roll in a silken net

And fawn at a victor's feet.

V.

Ah, what shall I be at fifty

Should Nature keep me alive,

If I find the world so bitter

When I am but twenty-five?

Vet, if she were not a cheat,

If Maud were all that she seem'd,

And her smile were all that I dream'd,

Then the world were not so bitter

But a smile could make it sweet,

vr.

What if tho' her eye seem'd full

Of a kind intent to me,

What if that dandy-despot, he,

That jewell'd mass of millinery,

That oil'd and curl'd Assyrian Bull

cso

my

MAUD.

Smelling of musk and of insolence,

Ilcr brother, from whom I keep aloof,

Who wants the finer politic sense

To mask, tho' but in his own behoof.

With a glassy smile his brutal scorn—
What if ho liad told her yeslermorn

How prettily for his own sw( ot sake

[

A face of tenderness might be foign'd,

I

And a moist mirage in desert yes.

That so, when the rotten husiings shake
In another month to his brazen lies,

A w retched vote may be gain'd.

VH.

I'lir a raven ever croaks, nt my side.

Keep watch and ward, keep watch and
ward.

Or thou wilt prove their tool.

\'ea, too, myself from myself I guard,

I"or often a man's own angry pride

Is cap and bells for a fool.

VIII.

Perhaps the smile and tender tone

Came out of her pitying womanhood,
For am I not, am I not, here alone

So many a summer since she died.

My mother, who was so gentle and good?
Living alone in an empty house,

I
Here half-hid in the gleaming wood.
Where 1 hear tlie dead at midday moan.
And the shrieking rush of the w ainscot

mouse,

.\nd my own sad name in corners cried,

When the shiver of dancing leaves is

thrown

About its echoing chambers wide,

Till a morbid hate and horror have grown
Of a world in which I have hardly mixt,

And a morbid eating lichen fixt

On a heart }ialf-turn'd to stone.

l.X.

O heart of stone, are you flesh, and caught

By that you swore to withstand ?

h

I
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VIII.

Vox what was it else within me wrought
Hut, I fear, tiie new strong wine of love,
That made my tongue so stammer and '"'•^^/"'"^^ t» t'lc village church,

trip

When I saw the treasured splendour, licr

hand,

Come sliding out f)f her sacred glove,
And the sunlight broke from her lip ?

I have play'd with her when a child
;

She remembers it now we meet.
Ah well, well, well, I „iay be beguiled
I?y some coquettish deceit.

Vet, if she were not a cheat.

If iMaud were all that she scem'd,
And her smile had all that I dream'd,
Then the world were not so bitter

But a smile could make it sweet.

VII.

I.

Did I hear it half iu a doze

Long since, I know not wlurc

?

Did I tlream it an hour ago.

When asleep in this arm-chair?

11.

Men were drinking together,

Drinking and talking of me
;

' Well, if it prove a girl, the boy
Will have plenty : so let it be.'

irr.

Is it an echo of something

Read with a boy's delight,

Viziers nodding together

In some Arabian night ?

IV.

Strange, that I hear two men.
Somewhere, talking of me

;

Weil, if it prove a girl, my boy
Will have plenty : so let it be.'

And sat by a pillar alone
;

An angel watching an urn
Went over her, carved in stone

;

' nd on e. but once, she lifted her eyes,
Andsuddmly, sweetly, strangely blush'd
T(. tind th, ^ were met by my own

;

\:i
! suddcdy, sweetly, my heart beat

.longer

An
, thicker, until I heard no longer

The snowy-banded, dilettante,

Delicate-handed priest intone

;

And thought, is it pride, and mused and
sigh'd

' No surely, now it cannot be pride.'

IX.

I was walking a mile,

More than a mile from the shore.
The sun look'd out with a smile
Betwixt the cloud and the moor,
And riding at set of day
Over the dark moor land,

Kapidly riding far away.
She waved to me with her hand.
There were two at her side^

Something flash'd in the sun,

Down by the hill I saw them ride,
In a moment they were gone :

Like a sudden spark

Struck vainly in the night,

Then returns the dark

With no more hope of light.

X.

I.

Sick, am I sick of a jealous dread?
Was not one of the two at her side
This new-made lord, whose splendour

plucks

1-'
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The slavish hat from the villager's head ?

Whose old grandfather has lately died,

Gone to a blacker pit, for whom
Grimy nakedness dragging his trucks

And laying his trams in a poison'd gloom
Wrought, till he crept from a gutted

mine

Master of half a servile shire.

And left his coal all turn'd into gold
To a grandson, first of his noble line,

Rich in the grace all women desire,

Strong in the power that all men adore,
And simper and set their voices lower.
And soften as if to i. girl, and hold
Awe-stricken breaths at a work divine,
Seeing his gewgaw castle shine.

New as his title, built last year,

There amid perky larches and pine,

And over the sullen-purple moor
(Look at it) pricking a cockney ear.

IT.

What, has he found my jewel out ?

For one of the two that rode at her side
Bound for the Hall, I am sure was he :

Bound for the Hall, and I think for a
bride.

Blithe would her brother's acceptance be.
Maud could be gracious too, no doubt
To a lord, a captain, a padded shape,
A bought commission, a waxen face,

A rabbit mouth that is ever agape—
Bought? what is it he cannot buy?
And therefore splenetic, personal, basr
A wounded thing with a rancorous cry.

At war with myself and a wretched race,

Sick, sick to the heart of life, am I.

III.

Last week came one to the county town.
To preach our poor little army down,
And play the game of 'iie despot kings,

Tho' the state has done it and thrice as

well :

This broad-brimm'd hawker of lioly

things.

Whose ear is cramm'd with his cotton,

and rings

Lven in dreams to the chink of his pence,
This huckster put down war ! can he tell

Whether war be a cause or a consequence ?

Put down the passions that make earth
Hell !

Down with ambition, avarice, pride.
Jealousy, down ! cut off from the mind
The bitter springs of anger and fear

;

Down too, down at your own fireside,

With the evil tongue and the evil ear.

For each is at war with mankind.

IV.

I wish I could hear again
The chivalrous battle-song

That she warbled alone in her joy !

I might persuade myself then
She would not do herself this great wrong,
To take a wanton dissolute boy
For a man and leader of men.

V.

Ah God, for a man with heart, head, hand,
Like some of the simple great ones gone
For ever and ever by.

One still strong man in a blatant land.
Whatever they call him, what care I,

Aristocrat, democrat, autocrat—one
Vho -can rule and dare not lie.

VI.

And ah for a man to arise in mc.
That the man I am may cease to be J

XI.

I.

O let the solid ground
Not fail beneath my feet

Before niy fife has found

What some have found so sweet

;

1^
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Then let come what come may,
What matter if I go mad,
I shall have had my day.

n.
Let the sweet heavens endure.
Not close and darken above me

Before I am quite quite sure

That there is one to love me
;

Then let come what come may
To a life that has been so sad,

I shall have had my day.

XII.

I.

Birds in the high Hall-garden
When twilight was falling,

Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud,
They were crying and calling.

II.

Where was Maud ? in our wood
;

And I, who else, was with her,
Gathering woodland lilies,

Myriads blow together.

III.

Birds in our wood sang
Ringing thro' the valleys,

Maud is here, here, here
In among the lilies.

IV.

I kiss'd her slender hand.
She took the kiss sedately

;

Maud is not seventeen,

But she is tall and stately.

V.

I to cry out on pride

Who have won her favour !

O Maud were sure of Heaven
If lowliness could save her.

VI.

I know the way she went
Home with her maiden posy.

For her feet have touch'd the meadows
And left the daisies rosy.

VII.

Birds in the high Hall-garden
Were crying and calling to her.

Where is Maud, Maud, Maud,
One is come to woo her?

VIII.

Look, a horse at the door,
And little King Charley snarling,

Go back, my lord, across the moor,
You are not her darling.

XIII.

T.

Scorn'd, to be scorn'd by one that I scorn,
Is that a matter to make me fret ?

That a calamity hard to be borne ?

Well, he may live to hate me yet.
Fool that I am to be vext with his pride !

I past him, I was crossing his lands
;He stood on the path a little aside ;

'

His face, as I grant, in spite of spite.
Has a broad-blown comeliness, red and

white,

And six feet two, as I think, he stands;
But his essences turn'd the live air sick,
And barbarous opulence jewel-thick
Sunn'd itself on his breast and his hands.

ri.

Who shall call me ungentle, unfair,
I long'd so heartily then and there
To give him the grasp of fellowship

;

But while I past he was humming an air,
btopt, and then with a riding whip
Leisurely tapping a glossy boot,

Z 3
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And curving a contumelious lip,

CJorgoniscd inc from head to foot

With a stony I3ritish stare.

HI.

Why sits he here in his father's chair ?

That old man never comes to his place :

Shall I believe him ashamed to be seen ?

For only once, in the village street,

Last year, I caught a glimpse of his

face,

A gray old wolf and a lean.

Scarcely, now, would I call him a cheat

;

For then, perliaps, as a child of deceit.

She migiit by a true d.::-:ent be untrue
;

And Maud is as true as Maud is sweet :

Tho' I fancy her sweetness only due
To the sweeter blood by the other side

;

Her mother has been a thing complete,

However she came to be so allied.

And fair without, faithful within,

Maud to him is nothing akin :

Some peculiar mystic grace

Made her only the child of her mother.
And heap'd the whole inherited sin

On that huge scapegoat of the race,

All, all upon the brother.

II.

IV.

Peace, angry spirit, and let him be !

Has not his sister smiled on me ?

XIV.

I.

Maud has a garden of roses

And lilies fair on a lawn
;

There she walks in her state

And tends uiion bed and bower,
And thither I climb'd at dawn
And stood by her garden-gate

;

A lion ramps at the top.

He is claspt by a passion-flower.

Maud's own little oak-room
(Which Maud, like a precious stone

Set in the heart of the carven gloom,
Lights with herself, when alone

She sits by her music and books
And her brother lingers late

With a roystering company) looks

Upon Maud's own garden-gate :

And I thought as I stood, if a hand, as
white

As ocean-foam in the moon, were laid

On the hasp of the window, and my
Delight

Had a sudden desire, like a glorious ghost,
to glide,

Like a beam of the seventh Heaven, down
to my side.

There were but a step to be made.

III.

The fancy flatter'd my mind.
And again seem'd overbold

;

Xow I thought that she cared for me,
Now I thought she was kind

Only because she was cold.

IV.

I heard no sound where I stood

But the rivulet on from the lawn
Running down to my own dark wood

;

Or the voice of the long sea-wave as it

swell'd

Now and tiien in the dim-gray dawn
;

But I look'd, and round, all round the
house I beheld

The death-white curtain drawn
;

Felt a horror over me creep,

Prickle my skin and catch my breath,

Knew that the death-white curtain meant
but sleep,

Yet I shudder'd and thought like a fool

of the sleep of death.

t:
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XV.

So dark a mind within me dwells,

And I make myself such evil cheer.

That if / be dear to some one else,

Then some one else may have much to

fear
;

But if / be dear to some one else.

Then I should be to myself more dear.

Shall I not take care of all that I think.

Yea ev'n of wretched meat and drink,

If I be dear.

If I be dear to some one else.

XVI.

I.

This lump of earth has left his estate

The lighter by the loss of his weight
;

And so that he find what he wont to seek.

Anil fulsome Pleasure clog him, and
drown

His heart in the gross mudhoncy oftown,
He may stay for a year who has gone for

a week :

But this is the day when I must speak.

And I see my Oread coming down,
O this is the day !

beautiful creature, what am I

That I dare to look her way
;

Think I may hold dominion sweet.

Lord of tiie pulse that is lord of her breast.

And dream ofher beauty with tender dread,

From the delicate Arab arch of her feet

To the grace that, bright and litjlit as the

crest

Of a peacock, sits on her shining head,

And she knows it not : O, if she knew it.

To know her beauty might half undo it,

1 know it the one bright thing to save

My yet young life in the wilds of Time,
Perhaps from madness, perhaps from

crime.

Perhaps from a selfish grave.

II.

What, if she be fastcn'd to this fool

lord.

Dare I bid her abide by her v ord ?

Should I love her so well if she
Had given her word to a thing so low?
Shall I love her as well if she
Can break her word v/ere it even for me ?
I trust that it is not so.

III.

Catch not my breath, O clamorous heart.
Let not my tongue be a thrail to my

eye,

For I must tell her before we part,
I must tell her, or die.

xvn.

Go not, happy day,

From the shining fields,

Go not, happy day,

Till the maiden yields.

Rosy is the West,

Rosy is the South,

Roses are her cheeks,

And a rose her mouth
When the happy Yes

Falters from her lips,

Pass ar(i lilush the news
Over glowing ships

;

Over blowing seas.

Over seas at rest.

Pass the happy news,

Blush it thro' the West

;

Till the red man dance

V,y his rcu cedar-tree,

And the red man's babe
Leap, beyond the sea.

Blush from West to East,

Blush from East to West,
Till the West is East,

Blush it thro' the West.

I
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Rosy is the West,

Rosy is the South,

P.oses are her cheeks,

And a rrse her mouth.

XVIII.

I.

I have led her home, my love, my only
friend.

There is none like her, none.
And never yet so warmly ran my blood
And sweetly, on and on
Calming itself to the long-wish'd-for end,
Full to the banks, close on the promised

good.

Tr.

None like her, none.

Just now the dry-tongued laurels' patter-
ing talk

Seem'd her light foot along the garden
walk,

And shook my heart to think she comes
once more

;

But even then I heard her close the door,
The gates of Heaven are closed, and she is

gone.

III.

There is none like her, none.
Nor will be when our summers have de-

ceased.

O, art thou sighing for Lebanon
In the long breeze that streams to thv

delicious East,

Sighing for Lebanon,
Dark cedar, tho' thy limbs have here in-

creased,

Upon a pastoral slope as fair.

And looking to the South, and fed
With honey'd rain and delicate air,

And haunted by the starry head
Of her whose gentle will has changed my

fate,
jAnd made my life a perfumed altar-flame ;

'

And over whom thy darkness must have
spread

With such delight as theirs of old, thy
great

Forefathers of the thornless garden, there
Shadowing the snow-limb'd Eve from

whom she came.

IV.

Here will I lie, while these long branches
sway,

And you fair stars that crown a happy day
Go in and out as if at merry play.

Who am no more so all forlorn,

As when it seem'd far better to be born
To labour and the mattock-harden'd hand.
Than nursed at ease and brought to un-

derstand

A sad astrology, the boundless plan
That makes you tyrants in your iron skies.

Innumerable, pitiless, passionless eyes,
Cold fires, yet with power > 'nirn and

brand

His nothingness into man.

But now shine on, and what care I,

Who in this stormy gulf have found a
pearl

The countercharm ofspace and hollow sky.
And do accept my madness, and would die
To save from some slight shame one

simple girl.

Would die; for sullen-.:,eeming Death
may give

More life to Love than is or ever \ is

In our lov/ world, where yet \v . .t '.i

live.

Let no one ask me how it came iv pass
;

It seems that I am happy, that to me
A livelier emerald twinkles "n the grass,
A purer sapphire melts into the sea.

t
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VII.

Not die ; but live a life of truest breath,

And teach true life to fight with mortal
wrongs.

O, why should Love, like men in drinking-

songs.

Spice his fair banquet with the dust of

death ?

Make answer, Maud my bliss,

Maud made my Maud by that long lover's

kiss.

Life of my life, wilt thou not answer this?
'The dusky strand of Death inwoven here
With dear Love's tie, makes Love himself

more dear.

'

Of your soft splendours that you look so

bright ?

/have climb'd nearer out of lonely Hell.

Beat, happy stars, timing with things

below.

Beat wi^h my heart more blest than heart

can tell,

Blest, but fnr some dark undercurrent woe
That seems to draw—but it shall not be so :

Let all be well, be well.

VIII.

Is that enchanted moan only the swell
Of the long waves that roll in yonder bay ?

And hark the clock within, the silver

knell

Of twelve sweet hours that past in bridal

white.

And died to live, long as my pulses play

;

But now by this my love has closed her
sight

And given llxlse death her hand, and stol'n

away
To dreamful wastes where footless fancies

dwell

Among the fragments of the golden day.
May nothing there her maider grace

affright !

Dear heart, I feel with thee the drowsv
spell.

My bride to be, my evermore delight.
My own heart's heart, my ownest own,

farewell

;

It is but for a little space I go :

And ye meanwhile far over moor and fell

Beat to the noiseless music of tlie night !

Has our whole earth gone nearer to the
glow

XIX.

I.

Her brother is coming back to-night,

Breaking up my dream of delight.

IF.

My dream ? do I dream of bliss ?

I have walk'd awake with Truth.

when did a morning s'
'

-;

So rich in atonement a;, tjiis

For my dark-dawning youth,

Darken'd watcliing a mother decline

And that dead man at her heart and mine :

For who \\'as left to watch her but I ?

Vet so did I let my freshness die.

III.

1 trust that I did not talk

To gentle Maud in our walk
(For often in lonely wanderings
I have cursed him even to lif.iess things)

But I trust that I did not talk,

Not touch on her father's sin :

I am sarc I did but speak
Of my mother's faded cheek
When it slowly grew so thin.

That I felt she was slowly dying
Vext with lawyers and harass'd with debt

:

For how often I caught her with eyes all

wet,

Sliaking her head at her son and sighing
A world of trouble within !

< 1
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IV.

And Maud too, Maud was moved
To speak of the mother she loved
As one scarce less forlorn,

DyiiJi.7 abroad and it seems apart

I find whenever she touch'd on sue

This brother had laugh'd her do-.vn,

j

And at last, -.vIk^ each cam: home,
jllu had darlea' ! into a frown,

,

Chid her, and fuibid her to speak
To me, her frien I of (l.o yenr^ before

;

And this was what had reddcnVl \\

cheek

From him who had ceased to share her

heart,

And i,i,^r mournincr over the fcucf,

The iumseholG Jnuyspri^ikled with blood
j

^Vhen I bow'd io her on \\-a-. moor
By which our house are torn :

How strange was whn*. .siu; sai !,

When only Maud and th.- bvcJicr

Hung over her dying bed -

That Maud's dark f ithcv .'id mine
Had bound us one to the other,

Betrothed us over their wine,

On the day when Maud was born
;

Seal'd her mine from iicr first sweet
brcatli.

Mine, mine by a riglit, from liirtli till

death.

Mine, mine—our fathers have sworn.

?r
I

V.

But the true blood spilt had in it a heat
To dissolve the precious seal on a bond,
That, if left uncancell'd, had been so

sweet

:

And none of us thought of a something
beyond,

A desire that awoke in the heart of the

child.

As it were a duty done to the tomb,
To be friends for her sake, tobe reconciled : I

^"7
^"

And I was cursing them and my doon,, I f J
'7^ f7 ^''^'

'"''^'^f

,

And letting a dangerous thought run wild \,]}
''^'"

""''T'
^ ''^'^''

While often abroad in the fragrant gloom I

T''"'. "'"'!; "T Tc '° ^'^'

'

Of foreign churches-I see her thert, i ^^Z\ 't

''"
J , ,

^^''

Bright English lily, breathing a prayer [^'//
"^^'^ '^^ '"'^'

"^
^^^^

To be friends, to be reconciled !
')^'\

^""^ ^'^""^ f^"^^ ^'^''^'^ *^° y*-"

U then, what then shall J

"^f- If ever I s/wu^<i forget.
But then what a flint is he ! May God make me more w;
Abroad, at Florence, at Rome, JThan ever I have been yc

vir.

Vet Maud, altho' not blind

To the faults of his heart :irA mind,
I see she cannot but love him,

And says he is rough but kind,

And wishes me to approve hiri.

And tells me, when she Lay

Sick once, with a fear of worse,

jThat he left his wine and horses , nd play,

I

Sat with her, re.ad to her, night nnd day.

And tended her like a nurse.

viir.

Kind ? but the deathbed desire

Spurn'd by this heir of tlie liar-
Rough but kind ? yet I know
He has plotted against me in this.

That he plots against me still.

Kind to Maud ? that were not amiss.

Well, rough but kind ; why let it be so :

For shall not Maud have her will ?

For, Maud, so tender and true.

•' /
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So now I have sworn to bury
All this dead body of hate,

I feel so free and so clear

By the loss of that dead weight.
That I should grow light-headed.

Fantastically merry;
But that her brother comes, like a .,..

On my fresh hope, to the Hall to-night.

I fear,

XX.

I.

Strange, that I felt so gay,
Strange, that /tried to-day
To beguile her melancholy

;

The Sultan, as we name him,
She did not wish to blame him—
But he vext her and perplext her
With his worldly talk and folly :

Was it gentle to reprove her
For stealing out of view
From a little lazy lover

Who but claims her as his due?
Or for chilling his caresses
By the coldness of her manners,
Nay, the plainness of her dresses?
Now I know her but in two.
Nor can pronounce upon it

If one should ask me whether
The habit, hat, and feather,

Or the frock .^nd gipsy bonnet
Be the neater and completer

;

For nothing can be sweeter
Than maiden Maud in either.

ir.

But to-morrow, if we live.

Our ponderous squire will give
A grand political dinner
To half the squirelings near

;

And iVIaud will wear her jewels,
And the bird of prey will hover,'

And the titmouse hope to win her
With his chirrup at her ear.

HI.

A gmnd political dinner
To the men of many acres,
A gathering of the Tory,

ijiirht A dinner and then a dance
For the maids and marriage-makers.
And every eye but mine will glance'
At Maud in ail her glory.

IV.

For I am not invited,

But, with the Sultan's pardon,
I am all as well delighted.
For I know her own ro;e-garden
And mean to linger in it

Till the dancing will be over
;

And then, oh then, come out 'to me
For a minute, but for a minute.
Come out to your own true lover,
That your true lover may see
Your glory also, and render
All homage to his own darling.
Queen Maud in all her splendour.

XXI.

Rivulet crossing my ground.
And bringing me down from the Hall
This garden-rose that I found,
Forgetful of Maud and me,
And lost in troulile and moving round
Here at the head of a tinkling fall,

And trying to pass to the sea
;O Rivulet, born at the Hall,

My Maud has sent it by thee
(If I read her sweet will right)
On a blushing mission to mc.
Saying in odour and colour, ' Ah, be
Among the roses to-night.'

it 1
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XXII.

I.

Come into the garden, Maud,
For the black bat, night, has flown.

Come into the garden, Maud.
I am here at the gat _ alone

;

And the woodbine spices are wafted

abroad,

And the musk of the rose is blown.

II.

For a breeze of morning moves,
And the planet of Love is on hif;h,

Beginning to faint in the light that she

loves

On a bed of daffodil sky.

To faint in the light of the sun she loves.

To faint in his light, and to die.

III.

All night have the roses heard

The flute, violin, bassoon
;

All night has the casement jessamine

stirr'd

To the dancers dancing in tune
;

Till a silence fell with the waking bird.

And a hush with the setting moon.

And
VI.

my

IV.

I said to the lily, * There is but one
With whom she has heart to be gay.

When will the dancers leave her alone ?

She is weary of dance and play.'

Now half to the setting moon are gone,

And half to the rising day
;

Low on the sand and loud on the stone

The last wheel echoes away.

V.

I said to the rose, ' The brief night goes

In babble and revel and wine.

O young lord-lover, what sighs are those,

For one that will never be thine ?

But mine, but mine, 'so I swarelo the rose,

'For ever and ever, mine.'

tlie soul of the rose went into

blood,

As the music clash'd in the hall
;

And long by the garden lake I stood,

For I heard your rivulet fall

From the lake to the meadow and on to

the wood.

Our wood, that is dearer than all
;

vir.

From the meadow your walks have left

so sweet

That whenever a March-wind sighs

He sets the jewel-print of your feet

In violets blue as your eyes.

To the woody hollows in which we meet
And the valleys of Paradise.

VIII.

The slender acacia would not shake
One long milk -bloom on the tree

;

The white lake-blossom fell into the lake

As the pimpernel dozed on the Ic.
;

But the rose was awake all night for your
sake.

Knowing your promise to me ;

The lilies and roses were all awake.
They sigh'd for the dawn and thee.

IX.

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of

girls.

Come hither, the dances are done,
In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls,

Queen lily and rose in one
;

Shine out, little head, sunning over with

curls.

To the flowers, and be their sun.

X.

There has fallen a splendid tear

From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear;

She is coming, my life, my fate ;

i
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' She is near, she is

weeps, 'She is

The red rose cries,

near ;

'

And the white rose

late;'

The larkspur listens, ' I hear, I hear ;

'

And the lily whispers, ' 1 wait.'

xr.

She is coming, my own, my sweet

;

Were it ever so airy a tread.

My heart would hear her and beat,
Were it earth in an earthy bed •

My dust would hear her and beat,'

Had I lain f.r a century dead
;

Would start and tremble under her feet
And blossom in purple and red.

PART II.

I.

I,

'The fault was mine, the fault

mine '

—

Why am I sitting here so stunn'd and still

347

was

Plucking the harmless wild-flower on the
hill ?_

It is this guilty hand !

And there rises ever a passionate cry
From underneath in the darkening land—
What is it, that has been done ?

O dawn of Eden bright over earth and sky,
The fires of Hell brake out of thy rising

sun.

The fires of Hell and of Hate
;

For she, sweet soul, had hardly spoken a
word,

When her brother ran i;i 'i rage to the
gate.

He came with the babe-iaced lord
;

Heap'd on her terms of disgrace,
And while she wept, and I strove to be

cool.

He fiercely gave me th; lie.

Till I with as fierce an a .^^er spoke,

And he struck me, madman, over the face
Struck me before the languid fool,
Who was gaping and grinning by';
Struck for himself an evil stroke •

Wrought for his house an irredeemable
woe

;

For front to front in an hour we stood,
And a million horrible bellowing echoes

broke

From the red-ribb'd hollow behind the
wood.

And thunder'd up into Heaven the Christ-
less code,

That must have life for a blow.
Ever and ever afresh they seem'd to grow.
Was it he lay there with a fading eye ?
' The fault was mine,' he whisper'd, 'fly

!

'

Then glided out of the joyous wood
The ghastly Wealth of one that I know;
And there rang on a sudden a passionate

cry,

A or}- for a brother's blood :

It will ring in my heart and my ears, till

I die, till I die.

II.

Is it gone ? my pulses beat

—

What was it ? a lying trick of the brain ?

Yet I thought I saw her stand,

A shadow there at my feet,

High over the shadowy land.

It is gone; and the heavens fall m a
gentle rain.

When they should burst and drown with
deluging storms

The feeble vassals of wine and anger and
lust.

The little hearts that know not how to

forgive ;

Arise, my God. and strike, for we hold
Thee just,

Strike dead the wiiole weak race of veno-
mous w orms,

i.«.J
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That sling each other here in the dust

We are not worthy to live.

II.

I.

See what a lovely ahell,

Small and p. re as a pearl,

Lying close t^ \y foot,

Frail, but a w )rk divine,

Made so (airily well

With deli' aic spire and whorl,

How exquisili ly minute,

A miracle of design !

ir. )

What is it ? a learned man
Could give it a clumsy name.
Let him name it who can,

The beauty would be the same.

III.

The tiny cell is forlorn,

Void of the little living will

That made it stir on the shore.

Did he stand at the diamond door

Of his house in a rainbow frill ?

Did he push, when he was uncul'd,

A golden foot or a fairy horn

Thro' his dim water-world ?

IV.

Slight, to be crush'd with a tap

Of my finger-nail on the sand,

Small, but a work divine,

Frail, but of force to withstand,

Year upon year, the shock

Of cataract seas that snap

The three decker's oaken spine

Athwart the ledges of rock.

Here on the Breton strand !

V.

Breton, not Briton ; here

Like a shipwreck'd man on a coast

Of ancient fable and fear

—

Plagued with a flitting to and fro,

MAUD.

A disease, a hard mechanic ghost

That never came from on high

Nor ever ;, .". a below.

But 1 Illy moves with the moving eye.

Flying along the land and the main

—

Why should it look like Maud ?

Am I to be overawed
By what I cannot but know
Is a juggle liorn of the brain ?

VI.

Back from the Breton coast,

Sick of a nameless fear.

Back to the dark sea-line

Looking, thinking of all I have lost

;

An old s jng vexes my ear
;

But that of Lamech is mine.

VII.

For years, a measureles.s ill,

For years, for e\er, to part-
But she, she would love me still

;

And as long, O God, a she

Have a grain of love for me,
So long, no doubt, -lo doubt.

Shall I ! ,rse in my dark heart,

Howevt weary, a spark of will

Xot to be trampled out.

VIII.

Strange, tL'it the mind, , hen fraught

With a passion so intense

One would think that it nx-ll

Might dro,, all life in the eye,—
Thp» • should, by being so overwrouglu,
Sua iyj* 'ke on a sharper

Foi shel ^r a flower, little things

Which else would have been pa t by !

And now I remember, I,

When he lay dying there,

I not.ced one of his many rings

(For he had many, poor worm) and
thought

It is his mother's hair.
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IX.

Who knows if he be dead ?

Wiicther I need have fled ?

Am I guilty of blood ?

However this may be,

^ nufort her, comfort her, all things good,
While I am over the sea !

Let me and my passionate love go by,
But speak to her all things holy and high,
Whatever happen to me !

Me anrl my harmful love go by
;

But come to her waking, f,rd her asleep,
Powers of the hught, Powers of the deep.
And comfort her tho' I die.

349

Ah Christ, that it were possible
For one short hour to see

The souls wc loved, that they might tell

us

What and where they be.

IV.

It leads me forth at evening,
It bX'htly winds and steals

Ii, .. cold white robe before mc,
When all my spirit reels

At the shouts, the Icatrues of lights,

And the roaring of the wheels.

III.

Cour ere, poor heart of stone •

I wil , t ask thee why
Thou caast not understand
That thou . f left fir ever al -ne :

Courage, ,)Ojr stupid heart of stone.—
Or if I ask thee w'
Care not thou to

She is but dead, and ihe time is al hand
When thou shalt more than die.

IV,

I.

O that 'twere possible

After long grief and pain
To find the arms of my true love
Round me once again !

II.

When I was wont to meet her
In the silent woody places
By the home that gave me birth,
Wv stood tranced in long embraces
Mixt M ith kisses sweeter sweeter
Than anyth .ig on earth.

III.

A sliadov," flits before me,
Ni ^ thou, but like to thee :

Half the night I wast<> in sighs,

1 lalf in dreams I sorrow after

The delight of early skies
;

In a wakeful doze I son i\v

For the hand, the lijis, the eyes.
For the meeting of the iiorrow.
The delirht of happy laughter,

The delight of low replies.

VI.

"Tis a morning pure and sweet,
And a dewy s|)lcndour falls

On the little flower that clings

To the turrets and the walls
;

'Tis a morning pure and sweet,
And the light and shadow flee

She is walking in the meadow.
And the woodland echo rings

;

In a moment we shall meet

;

She is singing in the meadow
And the rivulet at her feet

Ripples on in light and shadow
To the ballad that she sings.

V!I.

Do I hear her sing as of old,

My bird with the shining head,
My own dove with the tender eye ?

But there rings on a sudden a "assionatc
cry.

There is some one dying or dead,

«5 i
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And a sullen thunder is roU'd
}

For a tumult shakes the city,

And I wake, my dream is fled ;

In the shuddering duwn, behold.

Without knowledge, without pity,

By the curtains of my bed

That abiding phantom culd.

VIII,

Get thee hence, nor come again,

Mix not memory with doubt.

Pass, thou deathlike type of pain,

I'ass and cease to move aliout I

'Tis the blot upon the brain

That unll show itself without.

IX.

Then I rise, the eavedrops fall,

And the yellow vapours choke

The great city sounding wide
;

The day conies, a dull rod ball

Wrapt in drifts of lurid smoke

On the misty river-tide.

X.

Thro' the hubbub of the market

I steal, a wasted frame,

It crosses here, it crosses there.

Thro' all that crowd confused and loud,

The shadow still the same ;

And on my heavy eyelids

My anguish hangs like shame.

XI.

Alas for her that met me,

That heard me softly call,

Came glimmering thro' the laurels

At the quiet evenfall,

In the garden by the turrets

Of the old manorial hall.

XII.

Would the happy spirit descend.

From the realms of light and song,

In the chamber or the street,

As she looks among the blest,

Should I fear to greet my friend

Or to say ' forgive the wrong,'

Or to ask her, ' Take me, sweet,

To tiic regions of thy rest ?'

XIII.

But the broa<l liglit glares and beats,

And the shadow flits and fleets

And will not let me be
;

And I loathe the sipiarcs and streets,

And the faces that one meets.

Hearts with no love for me :

Always I long to creep

Into some still cavern deep.

There to weep, and weep, and weep

My whole soul out to thee.

V.

I.

Dead, long dead.

Long dead !

And my heart is a handful of dust,

And the wheels go over my head,

And my bones are shaken with pain,

l'"or into a shallow grave they are thrust.

Only a yard beneath the street.

And the hoofs of the horses beat, beat.

The hoofs of the horses beat.

Beat into my scalp and my brain,

With never an end to the stream ofpassing

feet,

Driving, hurrying, marrying, burying,

Cljmour and rumble, and ringing and

clatter.

And here beneath it is all as bad.

For I thought the dead had peace, but it

is not so ;

To have no peace in the grave, is that

not sad ?

But up and do'vn and to and fro,

pA'er about ni> no dead men go ;

And then to hear a dead man chatter

Is enough to drive one mad.
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II.
V,

Wretchedest age, since Time began, Not that gray old wolf, for he came not

They cannut even bury a man ;
back

, „ , , i, ,„

lAnd tho- we paid out tithes in the days From the wilderness, full of wolves, where

\ that are gone, he used to he

;

, ^. ,

INot a bell was rung, not a prayer was Ho has g.Uher'd the bones for h.s oer-

read

;

It is that which makes us loud in the

world of the dead ;

There is none that docs his woik, not

one

;

A touch of their ofilke might have sufficed,

But the churchmen fain would kill their

church.

As the churches have kill'd their Christ.

III.

See, there Is one of us sobbing.

No limit to his distress ;

And another, a lord of all things, praying

To his own great self, as I guess ;

And another, a statesman there, betraying

His party-secret, fool, to the press ;

And yonder a vile physician, blabl)ing

The case of his patient—all for what?

To tickle the maggot born in an empty

head.

And wheedle a world that loves him not.

For it is but a world of the dead,

IV.

Nothing but idiot gabble !

For the prophecy given of old

And then not understood,

Has come to pass as foretold ;

Not let any man think for the public good,

But babble, merely for babble.

For I never whisper'd a private affair

Within the hearing of cat or mouse.

No, not to myself in the closet alone,

But I heard it shouted at once from the

top of the house ;

Everything came to be knuwn

Who told him we were !' le?

grown whelp to crack ;

Crack them now for yourself, and howl,

and die.

VI.

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip,

And curse me the British vermin, the rat;

I know not whether he came in the

Hanover ship,

But I know that he lies and listens mute

In an ancient mansion's crannies and

holes ;

Arsenic, arsenic, sure, would do it,

I'ACept that now we poison our babes,

poor souls !

It is all used up for that.

VII.

Tell him now : she is standing here at my

head ;

Not beautiful now, not even kind ;

He may take her now ; for she never

speaks her mind,

I

But is ever the one thing silent here.

She is not of us, as I divine ;

She comes from another stiller world of

the dead.

Stiller, not fairer than mine.

VIII.

But T know where a garden grows,

Fairc-r thr.a aught in the world beside,

All made up of the lily and roae

That blow by night, when the season is

good,

To the sound of dancing music and flutes :

It is only flowers, they had no fmits.

And I almost fear they are not roses, but

blood

;

'U .!

I
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For the keeper was one, so full of pride,
He linkt a dead man there to a spectral

bride

;

For he, if he had not been a Sultan of
brutes,

Would he have that hole in his side ?

IX.
j

But what will the old man say ?

He laid a cruel snare in a pit

To catch a friend of mine one stormj'

That were a public merit, far.

Whatever the Quaker holds, from sin
;

But the red life spilt for a private blow—
I swear to you, lawful and lawless war
Are scarcely even akin.

XI.

O me, why have they not buried me deep
enough ?

Is it kind to have made me a grave so
rough.

^^

'

\

'^^c, that was never a quiet sleeper ?
Vet now I could even weep to think of it - ^laybc still I am but half-dead •

For what will the old man say
When he comes to the second; corpse in

the pit ?

X.

Friend, to be stiuck by the public f-c.

Then to strike him and lay him low,

Then I cannot be wholly dumb
;

I will cry to the steps above my head
And somebody, surely, some kind heart

will come
To bury me, bury me
Deeper, ever so little deeper.

FART III.

VI.

My life has crept so long on a broken wing
Thro' cells of madness, haunts of horror and fear.
That I come to be grateful at last for a little 'hing
3My mood is changed, for it fell at a time of year
When the face of night is fair on the dewy downs,
And the shining daffodil dies, and the Charioteer'
And starry Gemini hang like glorious crowns
Over Orion's grave low down in the west,
That like a silent lightning under the stars
She seem'd to divide in a dream from a band of the blestAnd spoke of a hope for the world in the coming wars-'
And m that hope, dear soul, let trouble have rest

Knowing I tarry for thee,' and pointed to Mars
As he glow'd like a ruddy shield on the Lion's breast.

And It was but a dream, yet it yielded a dear delight
To have look'd, tho' but in a dream, upon eyes so fair,
Ihat had been in a weary world my one thing bright

;

And It was but a dream, yet it lightcn'd my (lespair
When I thought that a war would arise in deffr.c. of the ri-ht
Ihat an iron tyranny now should bend or cease,

" '
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right,

Ihe glory of manhood stand on his ancient height^or Bntams one sole God be the millionnaire '

No more shall coiiMiierce be all in all, and J\>acc
ripe on her pastoral hillock a langui.l note
And watch her harvest ripen, her herd increase,
Nor the cannor -bullet rust on a slothful shore
And the cobweb M-oven across the cannon's throat
bhall shake its threaded tears in the wind no more.

III.

And as months ran on an<l rumour of battle grew,
'It IS time, it is time, O passionate heart,' said l'
(for I cleaved to a cause that I felt to be pure and true),
It IS tune, O passionate heart and morbid eye

That old hysterical mock-disease should die '
'

And I stood on a giant deck and mix'd my breath
\V ith a lo3'al people shouting a battle cry.
Till I saw the dreary phantom arise and fly
Far into the North, and battle, and seas of death.

IV.

Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher aims
Of a land that has lost for a little her lust of gold

Hornbi? t rTr ''''' "" ^"'^ °^ "™"Ss and sLames,
Jlornble, hateful, monstrous, not to be told

;And hail once more to the banner of battle u'nroll'd •

Tho' many a light shall darken, and many shall wee'n
For those that are crush'd in the clash of jarring claiLs,
\et God s just wrath shall be wreak'd on a giant liar •

And many a darkness into the light shall leap
And shine in the sudden making of splendid names
And noble thought be frei;r under the sun.
And the heart of a people beat with one desirr •

For the peace that I deem'd no peace, is over ^nd done.And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic deei>And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames
The blood-red blossom of war wuh a heart of fire.

\.

Let it flame or fade, and the war roll down like a windWe have proved we have hearts in a cause, we are noble stillAnd myself have awaked, as it seems, to the better mind •

It IS better to fight for the good than to rail ar the ill
•

'

I have felt with my native land, I am one with my kind
I embrace the purpose of God, and the doom assign 'd.

: A A

1 '

I .
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IDYLLS OF THE KING.

DEDICATION.
These to His Memory—since he held

them dear,

Perchance as fmding there unconsciously
Some imafie of himself-I dedicate,
I dedicate, I consecrate with tears—
These Idylls.

And indeed lie seems to me
Scarce other than my own ideal knight,
' Who reverenced his conscience as his

king

;

Whoseglorywas.redressinghuman wrong;
Who sj.ake no slander, no, nor listen^!

to it
;

Who loved one only and who clave to
her—'

Iler—over all whose realms to their last
isle,

Commingled with the gloom of imminent
war,

The shadow of His loss drew like eclipse.
Darkening the world. We ,iave lost

him : he is gone :

W"e know him now : all narrow jealousies
Are silent

; and we see him as he moved,
How modest, kindly, all-accomplishVl'

wise,

With what sublime repression of himself.
And in what limits, and how tenderly ;

'

Not swaying to this faction or to that

;'

Not making his high place the lawless
perch

Of wing'd ambitions, nor a vantage
ground

For pleasure
; but thro' all this tract of

years

Wearing the white flower of .- blameless
life.

Before a thousand peering littlenesses.
In that fierce light which beats upon a

throne,

And blackens every blot : for where is he.
Who dares foreshadow for an only son
A lovelier life, a more unstain'd, than his >

Or how should England dreaming of his
sons

Hope more for these than some inheritance
Of such a life, a heart, a mind as thine,
Thou noble Father of her Kings to be,'
Laborious for her people and her poor-
Voice in the rich dawn of an ampler day-
Far-sighted summoner of War and Waste
To fruitful strifes and rivalries of peace-
Sweet nature gilded by the gracious gleam

I

Of letters, dear to Science, dear to Art
Dear to thy land and ours, a Prince

indeed,

Beyond all titles, and a household name
Hereafter, thro' all times, Albert the

Good,

Break not, O woman's-heart, but still

endure
;

Break not, for thou art Royal, but endure,
Remembering all the beauty of that star
Which shone so close beside Thee, that

ye made
One light together, but has past and leaves
The Crown a lonely splendour.

„.
,

^Lay all love,
His love, unseen but felt, o'ershadow Thee,
The love of all Thy sons encompass Thee'
The love of all Thy daughters cherish

Thee,

The love of all Thy people comfort Thee,
Till God's love set Thee at his side again 'l

i f

y ^
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THE COMING OF ARTHUR.
Leodogran, the Kineof Cameliarrl r-

H«d one to <,a„Ehc?. an,IIt 1, j

"^"'"^

'i!,'r
""»>' »"" »"=" "' ">«

child

;

And she was fairest of all flesh on earth,

And wallow'd in the gardens of the KingAnd ever and anon tlie wolf would steal

then.
For many a petty king ere Arthur came

Ruled m this isle, and ever waging war
Kach upon other, wasted all the land

;And still from time to time the heathen
host

Swarm 'd overseas, and harried what was
left.

And so there grew great tracts of wilder-
ness,

\\-herein the beast was ever more and
more,

But man was less and less, till Arthur
came.

For first Aurelius lived and fought and
died,

And afterhim King Uther fought and died,

Her own brood lost or dead, lent her
fierce teat

To human suckling.; and the children,
lioused

In her foul den, there at their meat would
growl,

And mock their foster-mother on four feet.
Till, straighten'd, they grew up to wolf!

like men.
Worse than the wolves. And Kin^r

Leodogran ''

Groan'd for the Roman legions here again.And Ca'sur's eagle : then h.s brother king
Urien,assail'd him: last a heathen horde
Redden.ng the sun with smoke and earth

with blood,-, ., o -'"•^"""S"'-i"'>JUiea, with hlnnrl

Round, ' - "
'

'

Drew all their petty princedoms under
him,

Their king and head, and made a realm,
and reign'd.

He knewnot whither he should turn for aid,

But -for he heard of Arthur newly
crown'd, '

Tho' not without an uproar made by those

And thus the land of Cameliard was 1"L '' ""' ^"'"'^ ^°"'-'he
waste, c , ,

*>

Thick with wet woods, and many a beast tJl'.
''^"'^' ' ^""''^ '"^ ^^^P "-^

therein,
tt -,- 1, i

'

And none or few to scare or caase the! ^'dl'f
"''""

'^\ '"^" ^"^ beast we
beast

So that wild dog, and woif and boar and And Arthu
bear

arms,

r yet had done no deed of

™'

I 1

II'
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fill

But heard the call, and came : andlThb is the snn .r r i

••

Guinevere -,"!
I ,

^ ^°" ""^ Oorlois, not the King
;

Guinevere

Stood by the castle walls to watch him
pass

;

But since he neither wore on helm or
shield

The golden symbol of his kinglihood, j„,Lut rode^^a^simple .night among his Desj^,, ,; ,, 3,,,, ^,.,, ^^,,„^^^_.^

^

And thnikmg as he rode, Her father said

This IS the son of Anton, not the King!'

And Arthur, passing thence to battle
fdt

'

Travail, and throes and agonies of the
life,

And many of these in richer arms than he
She saw him not, or mark'd not, if she-

saw,

One among many, tho' his face was bare
But Arthur, looking downward as he past
Felt the light of her eyes into his life

'

Smite on the sudden, yet rode on, and
pitch'd

His tents beside the forest. Then he
drave

The heathen, after, slew the beast, and
fell'd

1 hat there between the man and beast
they die.

Shall I not lift her from this land of beasts
Up to my throne, and side by side with

me ?

What happiness to reign a lonely king,
V ext -O ye stars that shudder over me

earth that soundest hollow under me'
Vext with waste dreams? for saving I be

join'd

To her that is the fairest under heaven
1 seem as nothing in the mighty world'The forest, letting in the sun and m.rl. ^T ""' "°''''"^ '" '^"^ ''''Shty world.

Broad pathways ?or the In^/te: iTthJ "' To^ "' "'"' ""'• ^^^""^ "^^

knight

And so return'd.

For while he linger'd there,A doubt that ever smoulder'd in the hearts
Of those great Lords and Barons of his

realm

Flash'd forth and into war : for most of
these,

I

Colleaguing with a score of petty kings '

Made head against him, crying, ' Who
is he

That he should rule us ? who hath proven
him

King Uthcr's son ? for lo I wc look at
him.

And find nor face nor bearing, limbs nor
voice,

Are like to those of Uther whom we
knew.

Wholly, nor make myself in mine own
realm

Victor and lord. But were I join'd with
her,

Then might we live together as one lifeAnd reigning with one will in everything
Have power on this dark land to lighten

And power on this dead world to make it
live.

'

Thereafter-as he speaks who tells the
tale

—

When Arthur reach'd a field-of-battle
bright

With pitch'd pavilions of his foe, the
world

Was all so clear about him, that he saw
The smallest rock flu on the faintest hill.
And even in high day the morning star

'

I
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THE COMING OF ARTHUR.
So when the King had set his banner

broad,

At once from either side, with trumpet-
blast.

And shouts, and clarions shrilling unto
blood,

The long-lanced battle let their horses
run.

And now the Barons and the kings pre-
vail'd, .

^ ^

And now the King, as here and there
that war

Went swaying
; but the Powers who walk

the world

Made lightnings and great thunders over
him,

And dazed all eyes, till Aithur by main
might.

And mightier of his hands with every
blow.

And leading all his knighthood threw the
kings

Carados, Urien, Cradlemont of Wales
Claudias, and Clariance of Northumber-

land,

The King Brandagoras of Latangor,
With Anguisant of Erin, Morganore,
And Lot of Orkney. Then, before a voice
As dreadful as the shout of one who sees
To one who sins, and deems himself alone

SS7

So well thine arm hath wrought for me
to-day.'

' Sir and my liege,' he cried, 'the fire of
God

Descends upon thee in the battle-field •

I know thee for my King ! ' Whereat the
two.

For each had warded either in the figiit,
Sware on the lield of death a deathless

love.

And Arthur said, 'Man's word is God in
uian

:

j

I^ct ch.ance what will, I trust thee to the
death.'

Then quickly from the foughten field
he sent

Ulfius, and Brastias, and Bedivere,
His new-made knights, to King Leodo-

gran.

Saying, ' If i {„ angj^t j^^^.^ ^g,.^,^^ ^j^^^
well.

Give me thy daughter Guinevere to wife.'

Whom when he heard, Leodogran in
heart

Debating-' How should I that am a
king,

However much he holp me at my need

Audallt^^^w^daslee^-^h;;-^^

%ing.^and^Arthur call'd to s.a, the A hoar;!', his chamberlain, to whom

Thathack.a.ongthenyers.'HoMheyJ|-ri?"'^;j-^^

So like a painted battle the war stood
^"^"^'^ ^'"^ '

'

Silenced, the livtng quiet as the dead,
And in the .eart of Aithur joy was lord.
He laugh 'd upon his warrior whom he

loved

And honourd most. 'Thou dost not
doubt me King,

Then spake the hoary chamberlain and
said,

Sir King, there be but two old men that
kno\v !

And each is twice as old as I ; and on*
Is Merhn, the wise man that ever served
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King Uther thro' his magic art • find one I « SWf^ \

'
"

Is Merlin's master f,o they call him) BIcys ""V
,

^ ^'° "'^"^ rumours on this

Who .^^h. h,„ „„,., ,, .,, 3c„„,Jk„, „.ea\,„, ,,„ „„^ ,„„ ,,, ,^^^^

wrote . '^ sueet,

All things and whatsoever Merlin did
'"'' '"''''"'' '^"''^ '^'"^ ^'•-^ than

m one great annal-book, where after And lh"rri.Ut,
years

^"'* ^^^]^ ^<^ tliose who deem him moreyears

Will learn the secret of our Arthur's
birth.'

^

To whon, the King Leodogran replied,O fnend, had I been holpen half os well
ijy this Kmg Arthur as by thee to-day
Then beast and man had had their share

of me :

But summon here before n. v.t .n I ^V-'""*^"
''^''^^ ^^ '^^ <^°""sh sea,

Umu^andBrastiattrBicWr^T''^^
^^^nt

^^'^ '-^
"^"^°"^^' ^^^^^'

Then^^ when they came before him, the
^"'

'X'f
'"' •''' '°"" ^''"^'~°-

King said, t *• -r ,
'

' I have seen the cuckoo chased by lesser
' ^11 "

'^"''" °^ ^'^^'y^ ^^"i"

fowl,

And reason in the chase : but wherefore
now

than man,
And dream he dropt irom heaven • butmy lielief

In all this matter-so ye care to learn-
er, for ye know that in King Uther's

time

Tlie prince and warrior Gorlols, he that
held

Tintagil castle by the Cornish sea.

Do these your lords stir up the he.t of'^.'^.r '"' "^°" ^'' '>''' °f ^°

war,
^ ''^'^' "^ J?"\«he, a stainless wife to Gorlois,

cent,

Ilatheverlike a loyal sister cleaved

In , n r''-^"''"'""
'^''^'''^ "°t borne.And Uther cast upon her eyes of love

Some calling Arthur born of Gorlois,
Others of Anton? Tell me, ye your-

selves.

Hold ye this Arthur for King Uther's son?'

So loathed the bright dishonour of his
love,

That Gorlois and King Uther went to
\\ar :

And overthrown was Gorlois and slain.

And Ulfius and Brastias answer'd ^4'". r" ^^ '''''^ ""'' '^^''^^ '^'^^'^Sed
' Ay.' "'

J
e^'^"^ ^vith.n Tintagil, where her men

Then Bedivere, the first ofall his knights
""^ the mighty swarm about their

Knighted by Arthur ot i,-
'• "'^'^s.

Wh^eve, «,.„ae, b,ca.h., .^„„3. .he tf^ir:"::.^,';™ "•"-'rung

—

—niw..!,
.-j^viuiifss : alter

ward, u
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Not many moons, King Uther died him-
self,

Moaning and wailing for an heir to rule
After him, lest the realm should go to

wrack.

And that same night, the night of the new
year,

By reason of the bitterness and grief
That vext his mother, all before his time
Was Arthur born, and all as soon as born
Deliver'd at a secret postern-gate
To Merlin, to be holden far ajxirt

Until his hour should como ; because the
lords

Or else baseborn. " Yet Merlin thro' his
craft.

And while the people clamour'd for a
king,

Had Arthur crown'd ; but after, the great
lords

Banded, and so brake out in open war.'

Then while the King debated with
himself

If Arthur were the child of shameful-
ness,

Or born the son of Gorlois, after death,
Or Uthcr's son, and born before his time,nfiU.fr 1 .
^' '^ "'^' > son, ana born before his time

W idt?r' \
""'," ''' '""'^ "' '''''' °'- ''''''''''' 'h-- --- t"'th in anything

thJ child
'

'"'^ '""
I

'"' ''\;^' ''''''' ^^-'-^ --^ ^°
^^-"'-

I

Piecemeal among them, had they known
;

^

WithG^n and young Modred, her two

;

But sought to rule for his own self and
hand,

,
And many hated Uther for the sake

I Of Gorlois. Wherefore MerILn took the

I
child,

And gave him to Sir Anton, an old knight
And ancient friend of Uther ; and his wife
Nursed the young princv-, and rear'd him

with her own
;

And no man knew. And ever since the
lords

Have foughtcn like wild beasts among
themselves.

So that the realm has gone to wrack :

but now.

This year, whei. Merlin (for his hour had
come)

Brought Arthur forth, and set him in the
hall,

Proclaiming, " Here is Uther's heir, your
king,"

A hundred voices cried, '« Away with him!
No kiiiii of ours ! a sou of Gorlois he.
Or else the child of Anton, and no king.

Lot's wife, the Queen of Orkney, Belli-

cent

;

Whom as he could, not as he would, the
King

Made feast for, saying, as they sat at
meat,

• A doubtful throne is ice on summer
seas.

Ye come from Arthur's court. Victor his
men

Report him ! Yea, but ye-think ye this
king-

So many those that hate him, and so
strong.

So few his knights, however brave they
be

—

Hath body enow to hold his foemen
down ?

'

'0 King,' she cried, 'and I will tell

thee : few,

Few, but all brave, all of one mind with
him

;
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For I was near him when the savajrc veils I Who l-n,,,.,/ . .1 '•

Of U.her's peerage dial, a,ulAnh'7s.t ownl
""^" '''" ""''

Crown'donthedais, and his warriors cried Cln.},. 1 , •.

'< Be the., the king, and we will ^ork thy M.
""""'' "'"'"' "°"'^'^-

Who \Z thee." Then the King in low
'"^^'

^'swo'l
'""^ ^'" ^"^" ^ros.-Mi,^

<leep tones, i \tti ,
,'

.

And simple words of great authori.v
LT^^.^^^y '" ^'"^'^ theheathen out: a mist

si': «M,idXr';ht,lr'' ';^
'*" •*"'"'^- "-"• ^" ^"^ <»="»

«l.o„;ke, ' ' '""',"""™;'>,'"'-P. =»""'. "hMsoeve, storms

Half.blindcl « ,he coming „r a lisl,,.

'"'
t,t 'tl.r'"'

""'' "'"'" '""

•R... when h.s,„kea„a ch.erM l,i,'"""''3
'"""'' """"'« '"'= ™'

'I able Round I

sZe """""' ""' '^'""'.j«™ildcri„shc„ta„a eye-.,,, bti, so

F,ame.„ku,, ,,„ .„, ..„„, in ,h,ee Tha, „,ttlbli„.,ed b, ii_„„ „„. side,

OneraUi„g;,p„„eaehof,hreefai.,„«„s,
'='°""

j,,","
°"""" '°"«"= °' =" '^'^

Who s.„c,d ,„ silence near his .h,™e, ,he " Take me, " ,„u u„„ ,he blade and ye
r»f \ .u . shall see,

need. << r-- * *

Cast me away!" And sad was Arthur's

'"""'taS w!t '
"" ""'^ ''"""' ^'°"

^";:T^
'•^' '^"^ °'^ ^^-"n counsell'd him.

And hundred winters are but as the hands ^1%"
'"' ^'"'^

' ''^ '"'"^ ^° '^^^^

Is yet far-off." So this great brand the
king

Took, and by this will bent his foemcn
down,'

Of loyal vassals tolling for their liege.

•And near him stood the Lady of the
Lake,
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butThereat Leodogran rejoiced,

thought

To sift his doubtings to I he last, and ask'd.

Fixing full eyes of question on her face,

'The swallow and the swift arc near akin.
But thou art closer to this noble prince.
Being his own dear sister;' and she said,
' Daughter of Gorlois and Vgernc am I;

'

'And therefore Arthur's sister?' ask'd
the King.

She answer'd, 'These be secret things,'

and sign'd

To those two sons to pass and let them be.
And Gawain went, and breaking into song
Sprang out, and foliow'd by his flying hair
Ran like a colt, and leapt at all he saw :

But Modred laid his ear beside the doors,
And there half heard ; the same that

afterward

Struck for the throne, and striking found
his doom.

And then the Qut-en made answer,
' What know I ?

For dark my mother was in eyes and hair.
And dark in hair and eyes am I ; and dark
Was Gorlois, yea and dark was Uther too,
Wellnigh to blackness ; but this King is

fair

Beyond the race of Britons and of men.
Moreover, always in my mind I hear
A cry from out the dawning of my life,

A mother weeping, and I hear her say,
" O that ye had some brother, pretty one,
To guard thee on the rough ways of the

world.'"

lie found me first when yet a little maid :

Beaten I had been for a little fault

Whereof I was not guilty ; and out I ran
And flung myself down on a bank of

heath.

And hated this fair world and all therein,
And wept, and wish'd that I were dead

;

and he—
I know not whether of himself he came,
Or brought by Merlin, who, they say,

can walk

Unseen at pleasure—he was at my side
And spake sweet words, and comforted

my heart,

And dried my tears, being a child with me.
And many a time he came, and evermore
As I grew greater grew with me ; and sad
At times he seem'd, and sad with him

was I,

Stern too at times, and then I loved him
not,

But sweet again, and then I loved him
well.

And now of late I see him less and less,

But those first days had golden hours for

me,

For then I surely thought he would be
king.

'Ay,' said the King, 'and hear ye
such a cry ?

But when did Arthur chance upon thee
first ?

'

• King !
' she cried, ' and I will tell

thee true :

'But let me tell thee now another tale :

For Bleys, our Merlin's master, as they
say,

Died but of late, and sent his cry to me.
To hear him speak before he left his life.

Shrunk like a fairy changeling lay the
mage

;

And when I enter'd told me that himself
And Merlin ever served about the King,
Uther, before he u'ed

; and on the night
When Uther i.i Tir. ^gil past away
Moaning and wa ,)i g for an heir, the two
Left the still Khi^. and passing forth to

breathe,
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Then from the castle gateway by the
chasm

Descending thro' the dismal night-

a

night

In which the bounds of heaven and earth
were lost—

Beheld, so high upon the dreary deeps
It seem'd in heaven, a ship, the shape

thereof

A dragon wing'd, and all from stem to
stern

Bright with a shining people on the decks,
And gone as soon as seen. And then the two
Dropt to the cove, and watch'd the great

sea fall.

Wave after wave, each inijvl.iicr than the
last.

Till last, a ninth om\ ;^ .hiring half the
deep

•And full of voices, slowly rose and plimgcd
Roaring, and all tht- wave was in a llame:
And down the wave and in the flame was

borne

A naked babe, and rode to Merlin's feet.

Who stoopt and caught the babe, and
cried " The King !

Here is an heir for Uther 1 " And the
fringe

Of that great breaker, sweeping up the
strand,

Lash'd at the wizard as he spake the word.
And all at once all round him rose in fire.

So that the child and he were clothed in

fire.

And presently thereafter follow'd calm,
Free sky and stars: "And this same

child," he said,

"Is he who reigns ; nor could I part in

peace

Till this were told." And saying this the
seer

Went thro' the strait and dreadful pass of
death,

II

Not ever to be question'd any more
Save on the further side

; but when I met
Merlin, and ask'd himif these things were

truth—
The shining dragon and the naked child
Descending in the glory of the seas-
He laugh'd as is his wont, and answer'd

me
In riddling triplets of old time, and said :

' "Rain, rain, and sun ! a rainbow in
the sky !

A young man will be wiser by and by
;An old man's wit may wander ere he die.

Rain, rain, and sun ! a rainbow on the
lea !

^

And truth is this to me, and that to thee

;

I

And truth or clothed or naked let it be.

I

Rain, sun, and rain ! and the free
blossom blows :

Sun, rain, and sun ! and where is he
who knows?

From the great deep to the great deep he
goes.

"

'So Merlin riddling angcr'd me; but
thou

Fear not to give this Kin^- thine only child,
Gumevere

: so great bards of him will sing
Hereafter

; and dark sayings from of old
Ranging and ringing thro' the minds of

men,

And echo'd by old folk beside their fires
For comfort after their wage-work is done,
Speak of the King ; and Merlin in our

time

Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn
Tho' men may wound him that he will

not die,

But pass, again to come ; and then or now
Utterly smite tho heathen underfoot,
Till tliese and all men hail him for their

king.

'
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She spake and King Lcodogran re-

joiced,

But musing ' Shall I answer yea or nay ? '

Doubted, and drowsed, nodded and slept,

and saw,

Dreaming, a slope of land that ever grew.
Field after field, up to a height, the peak
Ifaze-hidden, and thereon a phantom

king,

Xow looming, and now lost ; and on the
slope

The sword rose, the hind fell, the herd
was driven,

Fire glimpsed
; and all the land from roo"-

and rick.

In drifts of smoke before a rolling wind,
Slream'd to the peak, and mingled with

the haze

And made it thicker ; while the phantom
king

Sent out at times a voice ; and here or
there

Stood one who pointed toward the voice,
the rest

Slew on and 1)urnt, crying, ' No king of
ours.

No son of Uther, and no king of ours ;

'

Till with a wink his dream was changed,
the haze

Descended, and the solid earth became
As nothing, but the King stood out in

heaven,

Crown'd. And Leodogran awoke, and
sent

Ulfius, and Brastias and Bedivere,
Back to the court of Arthur answering yea.

Then Arthur charged his warrior whom
he loved

And honour'd most. Sir Lancci, , to ride
forth

And bring the Queen ;-and watch'd him
from the gates :

And Lancelot past away among the
flowers,

(For then was latter A^ .nd return'd
Among the flowers, in May, with Guinc

vere.

To whom arrived, by Dubric the high
saint.

Chief of the church in Britain, and before
The stateliest of her .iltar-shrines, the

King
That morn was married, while in stainless

white.

The fair beginners of a nobler time,
And glorying in their vows and him, his

knights

Stood round him, and rejoicing in his joy.
Far shone the fields of May thro' open

door.

The sacred altar blossom'd white with May,
The Sun of May descended on their King,'
They gazed on all earth's beauty in their

Queen,

Roird incense, and there past along the
hymns

A voice as of the waters, while the two
Sware at the shrine of Christ a deathless

love :

And Arthur said, 'Behold, thy doom is

mine.

Let chance what will, I love thee to the
death !

'

To whom the Queen replied with droop.
ing eyes,

' King and my lord, I love thee to the
death !

'

And holy Dubric spread his hands and
spake,

' Reign ye, and live and love, and make
the world

Other, and may thy Queen be one with
thee.

And all this Order of thy Table Round
Fulfil the boundless purpose oftheir King

!

%
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364 THK COMIXG OF ARTHUR.

SoDubr^s.id; but when they left the I The Kh,g is King, and ever wills the"^
'

higlicst.
Great Lords from Rome before the portal

stood,

In scorntul stillness gating as .hey
past

;

Then while they paced a city all on
fire

With sun and cloth of gold, the trumpets
blew,

And Arthur's knighthood sang before the
King :—

Clang battleaxc, and clash brand ! Let
the King reign.

' ^low, for our Sun is mighty in his
May !

Blow, for our Sun is mightier day by day '

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand I Let
the King reign.

'The King will follow Christ, and we
I

the King
' Blow trumpet, for the world is white In whom high Gcd hath breathed a secretwithM.ay; thing.

Blow trumpet, the long night hath roll'd Fall battleaxe, and flash brand 1 Tofawav

!

.1,- T'- ^ . .
^'away

!

Blow thro' the living world—" Let the
King reign."

'Shall Rome or Heathen rule in

Arthur's realm ?

Flash brand and lance, fall battleaxe upon
helm,

Fall battie.ixe, and flash brand 1 Let the
Ring reign.

' Strike for the King and live ! his

knights have heard
That God hath told the King a secret

word.

Fall battlejixe, and flash brand ! Let the
King reign.

' Blow trumpet ! he will lift us from
the dust.

Blow trumpet ! live the strength and die
the lust !

Clang battleaxe, and clash brand ! Let
the King reign.

the King reign.

'

So sang the knighthood, moving to
their hall.

There at the kanquet those great Loi^s
from Rome,

The slowly-fading mistress of the world,
Strode in, and claim'd their tribute as of

yore.

But Arthur spake, ' Behold, for these have
sworn

To wage my wars, and worship me their
King;

The old order changeth, yielding place
to new

;

And we that fight for our fair father Christ,
Seemg that ye be grown too weak and

old

To drive the heathen from your Roman
wall,

No tribute will we pay : ' so those great
lords

Drew back in wrath, and Arthur strove
with Rome,

Strike for the Kme and die ! nnd if I And \r^^^^^r n„ 1 u- . • t t. , ,

thoudiPQt
"

i

Arthur and his knighthood for a

f

m

iri
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Were all one will, and thro' that strength

the King

Drew in the petty princedoms under
him,

365

Fought, and in twelve great battles over-
came

The heathen hordes, and made a realm
and reign'd.

THE ROUND TABLE.
GAKETH AND LYNETTE.
GERAINT AND ENID.
MEKLIN AND VIVIEN.

LANCELOT AND ELAISK.

CARETil AXD L YNETTE.

The last tall son of Lot and 3ellicent,
And tallest, Gareth, in a showerful spring
Stared at the spate. A slender-shafted

Pine

Lost footing, fell, and so was whirl'd
aw.iy.

•How he went down,' said Gareth, 'as
a false knight

Or evil king before my lance if lance
Were mine to use—O senseless cataract.
Bearing all down in thy precipitancy—
And yet thou art but swollen with cold

snows

And mine is living blood : thou dost His
will,

The Maker's, and not knowest, and I
that know,

Have strength and wit, in mv good
i

mother's hall
'

Linger wiih vacillating obedience,
Trison'd, and kept r.nd coax'd and'

whistled to—
Since the good mother holds me still a

child !

Good mother is bad mother unto me '

A worse were better
; yet no worse

would I.

Heaven yield her for it, but in me put,
force

THE HOLV GRAII,.

PELLEAS AND ETTARRE.
THE LAST TOURN/..MENT.
GUINEVERE.

To weary her ears with one continuous
prayer,

Until she let me fly discaged to sweep
In ever-highering eagle- circles up
To the great Sun of Glory, and thence

swoop
Down upon all things base, and dash

[

them dead,

A knight of Arthur, working out his will.
To cleanse the world. Why, Gawain,

when he came
With Modred hither in the summertime
Ask'd me to tilt with him, the proven

knight.

Modred for want of worthier was the
judge.

Then I so shook him in the saddle, he
said,

"Thou hast half prevail'd against me,"
said so—he

—

Tho' Modred biting his thin lips was nnite,
For he is alvvay sullen : what care I ?'

And Gareth went, and hovertn^ round
her chair

Ask'd, ' Mother, tho' ye count me still

the child.

Sweet mother, do ye love the child?'
She Liugh'd,

'Thou art but a wild-goose to question
it.'

iii
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366 GARETH AND LYNETTE.

' Then, mother, an ye love tlic child,' he
said,

' Being a goose and ratlier tame than wild,

Hear the child's story.' < Yea, my well-

beloved,

An 'twere but of the goose and golden
eggs.'

And Gareth answer'd her with kindling

eyes,

' Nay, nay, good mother, but this egg of
mine

Was finei' gold than any goose can lay
;

For this an Eagle, a royal Eagle, laitl

Almost beyond eye-reach, on such a palm
As glitters gilded in thy Book of Hours.
And there was ever haunting round the

palm

A lusty youth, but poor, who often saw
The splendour sparkling from aloft, and

thought

"An I could climb and laymy hand upon it,

Then were I wealthier than a leash of
kings."

But ever when he reach'd a hand to climb,
One, that had loved him from his child-

hood, caught

And stay'd him, "Climb not lest thou
break thy neck,

I charge thee by my love, " and so the boy,
Sweet mother, neither clomb, nor brake

his neck,

But brake his very heart in pining for it.

And past away.'

' Gold ? said I gold ?—ay then, why he,

or she.

Or whosoe'er it was, or half the world
Had ventured—//(?(/ the thing I spake of

been

Merc gol.' -but this was all of that true

steel.

Whereof they forged the brand Excalibur,
And lightnings play'd about it in the

storm.

And all the little fowl were flurried at it,

And there were cries and clashings in the
nest.

That sent him from his senses : let me go.'

To whom the mother said,

True love, sweet son, had risk'd himself
and climb'd,

And handed down the golden treasure to
him.'

And Gareth answer'd her with kindling
eyes,

Then Bellicent bemoan'd herself and
said,

' Hast thou no pity upon my loneliness ?

Lo, where thy nither Lot beside the hearth
Lies like a log, and all but smoulder'd out

!

For ever since when traitor to the King
He fought against him in the Barons' war,
And Arthur gave " back his territory,

His age hath slcv oopt, and now lies

there

A yet-warm corpse, and yet unburiable,
No more

; nor sees, nor hears, nor speaks,

nor knows.

And both thy brethren are in Arthur's hall,

Albeit neither loved with that full love
I feel for thee, nor worthy such a love :

Stpy therefore thou; red berries charm
the bird.

And thee, mine innocent, the jousts, the
wars,

Who never knewest finger-ache, nor pang
Of wrench'd or broken hmb-an often

chance

In thvje brain-stunning shocks, and
tourney-falls.

Frights to my heart j but stay : follow
the deer

By these tall firs and our fast-falling burns;
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So make thy manhood mightier day by
day

;

Sweet is the chase : and I will seek thee
out

Some comfortable bride and fair, to grace
Thy ciimljJng life, and cherish my prone

year,

Till falling into Lot's forgetfulncss
I know not thee, myself, nor anything.
Stay, my Ix-st son ! yc are yet more boy

than man.'

367

Follow the deer? follow the Christ, tl^
Knig,

Live pure, speak true, right wrong, follow
the King

—

Llse, wherefore born ?

'

Then Garcth, ' An ye hold me yet for
child,

Hear yel once more the story of the child.
I'or, mother, there was once a King, like

ours

The prince his heir, when tall and
marriageable,

Ask'd for a bride; and thereupon the
King

Set two before him. One was fair,

strong, arm'd—
But to be won by force-and many men
Desired her; one, good lack, no man

desired.

And these were the conditions of the
King :

That save he won the first by force, he
needs

Must wed that other, whom no man
desired,

A red-faced bride who knew herself so

To whom the mother said,
' Sweet son, for there be many who deem

him not,

Or wi'l not deem him, wholly proven
King—

Albeit in mine own heart I knew him
King,

When I was frequent with him in my
ycu!]i,

And heard him Kingly.speak, and doubted
him

Xo more than he, himself; but felt him
mine.

Of closest kin to me : yet-wilt thou leave
I hine easeful biding here, and risk thine all
Life, hmbs, for one that is not proven

King ?

Stay, till the cloud that settles round his
birth

Ilath lifted but a little. Stay, sweet son.'

vile.

That evermore she long'd to hide herself.
Nor fronted man or woman, eye to eye-
Vea-some she cleaved to, but they died

of her.

And one-they call'd her Fame ; and
one,—O Mother,

How can ye keep me tether'd to .you-
Shame !

Man am I grown, a man's work must I do.

And Gareth answer'd quickly, « Not
an hour,

So that ye yield me-I will walk thro' fire
xMother, to gain it-your full lea%'e to go'
Not proven, who swept the dust of ruin'cl

Rome
From off the threshold of the realm, and

crush'd

The Idolaters, and made the people free>
Who should be King save him who

makes us free ?

'

So when the Queen, who long had
sought in vaia

To break him from the intent to which he
grew,

1

) A
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Found her son's will unwaverinclv ono ~]7777T7 ~ '

Ay, go then, an ye must : only one nroof T« c
^^'^

•
,

Before thou ask the King to'nukj the' t
""'' '"^""'""^ =>"^ ^''^ kitchen-

- „ , —. J "'I . uiiiy one proof.
Before thou ask the King to nukj thec

knight,

Of thine obedience and thy love to me.Thy mother,-I demand.'

knaves

;

^'''°'

""King
•"'"'"" ""^~"°' not the

.,, ,

And Gn^cth cried, '''''''ll^^''^^

^-^^^'^^- The mother's
A hard one, or a hundred, so I co F„ii Jl^ ,

Nay-quick
! the proof to prove me .0 I 1 ^"'"^^" ''"^ '^-"^^ ^*^ ^-"^ go,

the quick !

'

^ ' "^ '^"''
'"'""'"ff to^V'ird him whercsoe'er he

turn'd,

Pcr,.Iext his outward purpose, till an hour.
But slowly spake the mother looking

at him, ^
wi , .. i""P"^^> I'll annour.
\MK-n waken-d by the wind which with

lull voice

Among the scullion, and the kitchen- \lt'^
''"''''' °" '^"^ ^^^'^ his

knaves.
,, . '"""'

And those that hand the dish across the Me,!/'"^'''"'
'"°'^^'- ^^^^^d him,

bar, I

«i.ii[.

Nor Shalt thou tell thy name to anyone
And thou Shalt serve a twelvemonth and

a day.'

The three were clad like tillers of the
sou,

Southward they set their faces. The birds
For so the Queen believed that when M.I0I f

her son
''^'"

^
'-^^°;'y "^ l^'-^nch. and melody in mid air

Beheld his only way to glory lead
"^ hill-slopes were quicken'd into

Low down thro- villain kitchen-vassalage And thr'T'Her own true Gareth was too prinafv- S
''

^'''" '''^^' '^'"^'^'^ ^"to
proud

' ^
I

flowers,

ForitwaspastthctimcofEastcrday.To pass thereby
; so should he rest with

her,

Closed in her castle from the sound of
arms.

So, when their feet were planted on the
plain

That broaden'd toward the base of Came-
Silent awhile was Gareth, then rei)lif-,l h,- J*?^'
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That rose between the forest and the field.
At times the summit of the hich citv

flash'd
J

^

At times the sjjircs and turrets half-way
down

PHck'd thro' the mist
;

at times the great And dZ f
' "''"" ''" '""'" '''^'' '^^"'^

'

gate shone
"le great And cIo^vn from one a sword was hung.gate shone

Only, that open'd on the field below •

Anon, the whole fair city had disappear'd

369

But like the cross her great and goodly
arms

Stretch'd under all the cornice and
upheld :

And drops of water fell from either hand •

An/1 /!«.,— C '

from one
A censer, either worn with wind and

storm
;

And o'er her breast floated the sacred fish;

% fairy Ki„g,s.. The selu; ec I'd him
L'^.^'"'^

""I
""S' ^ inveterately, that men

' Lord, we have heard f om our i)'u
^'"'''^ ^'""'"^ there

; and over all

at home " "'"^ """ "'^'^ °" '''^ ^°P -"'^ those three Queens.- ' the friends

Of Arthur, who should help him at his
need.

To Northward, that this King is not the
King,

But only changeling out of Fairyland,

again, L "

'

'^^^

' Lord, there is no such citv anvwhere i ThT?
""'

\
^'^'"^'' '^^' "* '"'' '^ ^'^^"^'d

But all a vision.'
'

"">'^'^"'^^' ^he dragon-boughts and elvish emblem-

witi 1 .
""-''' -^-^•'^

^'-" I

'^''"

'th!r;jivr"'^'
"^^"^ ^"^^ "-^^ ••

^V nh laughter, swearing he had glamour To GaretS
'
lIi „ .

• ,.
enow ^"v^aretn, 1-ord, the gateway is alive.'

In his own blood, his princedom, youth
and hopes.

To plunge old Merlin in the Arabian sea •

So push'd them all unwilling toward the
gate.

And there was no gate like it under
heaven.

For barefoot on the keystone, which was
Imed

And nppled like an evcr-fleeling wave,
Ihe Lady of the Lake stood : all her

dress

Wept from her sides as water flowing
away

;

*"

And Gareth likewise on them fixt his
eyes

So long, that ev'n to him they seem'd to
move.

Out of the city a blast of music peal'd.
Back from the gate started the three, to

whom
From out thereunder came an ancient

man,

Long-bearded, saying, «\\-ho be ye, my
sons?'

^

Then Gareth, 'Webe tillers of the .oil,

j
\\ ho leaving share in furrow come to see

B B
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The glories of our King : but tiiesc, my
men,

(Your city moved so weirdly in the niisl)
Doubt if the King be King.it all, or come
r rom fairyland

; and whether this he built
By magic, and by fairy Kings and

Queens

;

Or whether there be any city at all,

Or all a vision : and this music now
Hath scared them both, but tell thou these

the trutli.

'

j

^'° '"''^" ^'^" '^ccP
; but, so thou dread to

I

swear,

Pass not beneath this gateway, but abide
\N ilhoul, among the cattle of the Held
l'"'-anyeheardamuMc, like enow
1 hoy are building still, seeing the city is

built

To music, tlicrefore never built at all
And therefore built forever.'

'

ti i
i i

hi*, t

Then that old Seer made answer playing
on him

And saying, ' Son, I have seen the good
ship sail

Keel upward and mast downward in the
heavens.

And solitl turrets topsy-turvy in air .

And here is truth
; but an it please thee

not,

Take thou the truth as thou hast told it

me.

For truly as thou sayest, a Fairy King
And Fairy Queens have built the city, son;
They came from out a sacred mountain-

cleft

Toward the sunrise, each \\ith harp in
hand.

And built it to the music of their harps.
And as thou sayest it is enchanted, son.
For there is nothing in it as it seems
Saving the King ; tho' some there be that

hold

The King a shadow, and the city real :

Yet take thou heed of him, for, so thou
pass

Beneath this archway, then wilt thou
become

A thnall to his enchantments, for the King
Will bind thee by such vows, as is a shame
A man should not be bound by, yet the

which

. ., ^ Caret h spake
!

Anger d, 'Old Master, reverence thine
own beard

That looks as white .as utter truth, and
seems

^^^'''""'e'l 'IS long as thou art statured tall '

^\hy mockest thou the stranger that hath
been

To thee fair-sjioken ?
'

But the .Seer replied,
Knou

> not tlicn the Riddling of the
Bards ?

'' Confusion, and illusion, and rc'ation,
JUusion, and occasion, and ev.asion"?

'

I mock thee not but as thou mockest me,
And .all that see thee, for thou art not who
Ihouscemest, but I know thee who thou

art.

And now thou goest up to mock the King,Uho cannot brook the shadow ofany lie.' I

Unmockingly the mocker ending here ;'

Turn d to the right, .and past along the
!

plain

;

\Vhom Gareth looking after said, 'My
men, '

Our one white lie sits like a little ghost '

Here on the threshold of our enterprise
Let love be l,lamed for it, not she, nor I

;

Well, we will make amends.'

With all good cheer

M
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He spake and laugh'd, then cntcr'd with
his twain

Camelot, a city of shadowy palace-,

.
And stately, rich in emblem and the work
Of ancient kings who did their d.iys in

stone
;

Which Merlin's hand, the Mage at
Arthur's court,

Knowing ail arts, h.idtouch'd, and every-
where

At Arthur's ordinance, tii^t with lessenine
peak

*•

And pinnacle, and had nuide it spire to
heaven.

And ever and anon a knight would pass
Outward, or inward to the hall : his arms
Clash d; and the sound was good to

Gareth's ear.

And out of bower and casement shyly
glanced

Eyes of pure women, wholesome stars of
love;

And all about a healthful people slept
As m the presence of a gracious king.

371

Of dawn, and faith in their great Ku.g
with pure

Affection, and the light of victory,
And glory gain'd, and evermore to gain.

Then came a widow crying to the King,A boon. Sir King ! Thy father. Uther
reft

From my dead lord a field with violence •

I'or howsoe'er at first he proffer'd gold
U-t, for the field was pleasant in our eyes,
\\ e yielded not

; and then he reft us of it
I orforce, and left us neither gold nor field.'

Said Arthur, 'Whether would ye>
gold or field ?

'

To whom the woman weeping, 'Nay mv
lord,

^

The field was pleasant in my husband's
eye,

'

Then into hall Gareth ascending heardA voice, the voice of Arthur, and beheld
Far over he.ads in that long-vauhed hall
The splendour of the presence of the King
Throned,, and delivering doom -and

look'd no more

—

But felt his young heart hammering in his
ears.

And thought, 'For this half-shadow of a
lie

The truthful King will doom me when I
i^eak.'

Vet pressing on, tho' all in fear to find
Sir Gawain or Sir Modrcd, saw nor one
^or other, but in all the listening eyes
Ofthc5setall knights, that ranged ibout

ihe throne,

And Arthur, ' Have thy pie .,:t field
again.

And thrice the gold for Uther s use
thereof,

According to the years. No boon is here,
«ut justice, so thy say be proven true
Accursed who from the wrongs his father

did

Would shape himself a right !

'

;ir

And while she past.Came yet another widow ciying to him,A boon. Sir King ! Thine enemy. King
am I.

***

With thine own hand thou slowest my
dear lord,

A knight of Uther in the Barons' war,
When Lot and many another rose and

fouglit

Against thee, saying thou wert basely
born. '

I held with these, and loathe to ask thee
auight,

B D t
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\r.Yet lo ! my husband's brother had my Go likewise ; lay him low and slay him
son

I

not,

Thrall'd in his castle, and hath starved But bring him here, that I may judge the
him dead

j
|

right,

And standeth seized of that inheritance I According to the justice of the King :

Which thou that slewest the sire hast left Then, be he guilty, by that deathless King
Who lived and died for men, the man

shall die.'

the son.

So tho' I scarce can ask it thee for hate.

Grant me some knight to do the battle

for me, Tlicn came in hall the messenger of
Kill the foul thief, and wreak mc for my Mark,

^^"•' A name of evil savour in the land.

The Cornish king. In either hand he
Then stroile a good knight forward,

crying to him,
' A boon. Sir King ! I am her kinsman, I.

Give me to right her wrong, and slay the

man.'

Then came Sir Kay, the seneschal, and

cried,

' A boon. Sir King ! ev'n that thou grant

her none,

This railer, that hath mock'd thee in full

hail-

None ; or the wholesome boon of gyve

and gag.'

But Arthur, ' We sit King, to help the

wrong'd

Thro' all our realm. The woman loves

her lord.

Peace to thee, woman, with thy loves and

hates

!

The kings of old had doom'd thee to the

flames,

Arrelius Emrys would have scourged thee

dead,

And Uther slit thy tongue : but get thee

hence

—

Lest that rough humour of the kings of

old

Return upon me ! Thou that art her kin.

bore

What dazzled all, and shone far-off as

shines

A field of charlock in the sudden sun

Between two showers, a cloth of palest

gold.

Which down he laid before the throne,

and knelt.

Delivering, that his lord, the vassal king.

Was ev'n upon his way to Camelot

;

For having heard tnat Arthur of his grace
Had made his goodly cousin, Tristram,

knight.

And, for himself was of the greater state.

Being a king, he trusted his liege-lord

Would yield him this large honour all the

more
;

So pray'd him well to accept this cloth of

gold,

In token of true heart and feiilty.

Then Arth.ir cried to rend the cloth, to

rend

In pieces, and so cast it on the hearth.

An oak-tree smoulder'd there. 'The
goodly knight !

What ! shall the shield of Mark stand

among these ?

'

For, midway down the side of that long

hall
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A stately pile,—whereof along the front. Silenced for ever— craven— a man of

Some blazon'd, some bat carven, and plots.

some blank. Craft, poisonous counsels, wayside am-

There ran atreble rangeofstony shields,

—

bushings

—

Rose, and high-arching ovcrbiow'd the No fault of thine : let Kay the seneschal

hearth. Look to thy wants, and send thee satis-

And under every shield a knight was fied-

named : Accursed, who strikes nor lets the hand

?'or this was Arthur's custom in his hall

;

be seen !

'

When some good knight had done one

noble deed, And many another suppliant crying

His arms were carven only ; but if twain came
His arms were blazonM also ; but if none With noise of mvage wrought by beast

The shield was blank and l)arc without a and man.
sign And evermore a knight would ride away.

Saving the name beneath ; and Gareth

saw Last, Gareth leaning both hands heavily

The shield of Gawain blazon'd rich and Down on the shoulders of the twam, his

bright. men.

And Modred's blank as death ; and Arthur Approach'd between them toward the

cried King, and ask'd.

To rend the cloth and cast it on the 'A boon, Sir King (his voice was all

hearth. ashamed).

For see ye not how weak and hungerworn
' More like are we to reave him 0' v I seom—leaning on these? grant me to

crown serve

Than make him knight because men call For meat and drink among thy kitchen-

liim king. knaves

The kings we found, ye know we stay'd A twelvemonth and a day, nor seek my
theii hands name.

From war among themselves, but left Hereafter I will fight.'

them kings ;

Of whom were any bounteous, merciful. To him the King,

Truth-speaking, brave, good livers, them 'A goodly youth and worth a goodlier

we enroll'd boon !

Among us, and they sit within our hall. But so thou wilt no goodlier, then must Kay,

But Mark hath tarnish'd the great name The master of the meats and drinks, be

of kmg. thine.'

'5
As Mark would sully the lowstate ofchurl

:

And, seeing he hath sent us cloth of gold. He rose and past ; then Kay, a man of

R.eturn, and meet, and hold him from our mien

fli eyes, Wan-sallow as the plant that feels itiself

1
Lest we should lap him up in cloth of lead. Root-bitten by white lichen,

:

-I
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' Lo yc now !

This fellow hath broken from some Ahiiey,

where,

Goil wot, he had not beefand brewis enow,

However that might chance ! but an he

work,

IJkc any pigeon will I cram his croj^

And sleeker shall he shine than any hog.'

Then Lancelot standing near, 'Sir

Seneschal,

Sleuth-hound thou knowest, and gray,

ard all the hounds
;

A horse thou knowest, a man thou dost

not know :

Broad brows and fair, a fluent hair and fine,

High nose, a nostril large and line, and

hands

Large, fair and fine .'—Some young lad's

mystery

—

But, or from sheepcot or king's hall, the

boy

Is noble-natured. Treat him with all

grace,

Lest he should come to shame thy judging

of him.'

Then Kay, ' What murmurest thou of

mystery ?

Think ye this fellow will poison the

King's dish?

Nay, for he spake too fool-like : mystery !

Tut, an the lad were noble, he had ask'd

For horse and armour : fair and fine,

forsooth !

Sir Fine-face, Sir Fair-hands? but see thou

to it

That thine own fineness, Lancelot, some
fine day

Undo thee not—and leave my man to me.'

So Garcth all for glory underwent
The sooty yoke of kitchen-vassalage

;

Ate with young lads his portion by the

door.

And coudi'd at night with grimy kitchen-

knaves.

And r.anct'lot ever sp.ake him ple.nsantly,

liut Kay llie seneschal who loved him not

Wouhl hustle and harry him, and labour

him

Beyond his comrade of the hearth, and set

To turn the broach, draw water, or hew
wood.

Or grosser tasks; and Gareth bow'd
himself

With all obedience to the King, and

wrought

All kind of service with a noble ease

That graced the lowliest .ict in doing it.

And when the thralls had talk among
themselves.

And one would praise the love that linkt

the King

And Lancelot—how the King had saved

his life

In battle twice, and Lancelot once the

King's —
For Lancelot was the first in Tournament,
But Arthur mightiest on the battle-field—

Gareth was glad. Or if some other told,

I low once the wanderi.ig forester at dawn, !

Far over the blue tarns and hazy seas,
|

On Caer-Eryri's highest found the King,

A naked babe, ofwhom the Prophet spake,
' He passes to the Isle Avilion,

He passes and is hcal'd and cannot die'—
Gareth was glad. But if their talk were

foul.

Then would he whistle rapid as any lark,

Or carol some old roundelay, and so loud

That first they mock'd, but, after, rever-

enced him.

Or Gareth telling some prodigious tale

Of knights, who sliced a red life-bubbling

way

Or

»
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Thro' twenty folds of twisted dra^' m, held Shame never made girl redder than Gareth
All in a gnp-mouth'd circle hisgood mates
Lying or silting ruiind him, idle hands,

Charm'd ; till Sir Kay, tlic seneschal,

would come

joy.

He laugh'd ; he sprang. 'Out of the

smoke, at once

I leap from Satan's foot to Peter's knee—
l.liislcri.igupon them, like a sudden wind These news be mine, none other's-nay,
Among (lead leaves, and drive tliem all

aparl.

tlie King's—
Descend into the city :

' whereon he sought
Or wluMi the llualis had sport among The King ahme, and found, and told him

themselves.

So tliere were any trial of mastciy.

He, by two yards in casting bar or stone
W;o counted best ; and if there chanced

a joust.

Would hurry thither, and when he saw the

knights

Clash like the coming and retiring wave,
And the spear spring, and good horse

reel, the boy

Was half beyond himself for ecstasy.

So for a month he wrought among the

thralls
;

But in the weeks that follow'd, the good
Queen,

Repentant of the word she made him
swear.

And saddening in her childless castle,

sent.

Between the increscent and decrescent
moon,

Arms for her son, and loosed him from
his vow.

This, Gareth hearing from a squire of
Lot

With whom he used to play at tourney
once.

When both were children, and in lonely
haunts

W ould scratch a ragged oval on the sand.
And each at either dash from either end-

all.

I have stagger'd thy strong Gawain in

a tilt

For pastime
; yea, he said it : joust can L

SO that Sn- Kay nodded hnn leave to go. Make me thy knight-in secret ! let my
name

Be hidd'n, and give me the first quest, I

spring

Like flame frtm ashes.'

Here the King's calm eye
Fell on, and check'd, and made him flush,

and bow
Lowly, to kiss his hand, who answer'd

him,

' Son, the good mother let me know thee
here.

And sent her wish that I would yield thee
thine.

Make thee my knigl:^ ? my knights are
sworn to vows

Of utter hardihood, utter gentleness.

And, loving, utter faithfulness in love,

And uttermost obedience to the King.

'

Then Gareth, lightly springing from
his knees,

' My King, for hardihood I can promise
thee.

For uttermost obedience make demand
Of wb.om yc gave me to, the Seneschal,
No mellow master of the meats and

drinks !

n
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And as for love, God wot, I love not yet,

But love I shall, God willing.'

And the King

—

' Make thee my knight in secret ? yea, but

he,

Our noblest brother, and our truest man,

And one with me in all, he needs must

know.'

'Let Lancelot know, my King, let

Lancelot know,

Thy noblest and thy truest I

'

And the King—
' But wherefore would ye men should

wonder at you ?

Nay, rather for the sake of me, their King,

A damsel of high lineage, and a brow
May-blossom, and a cheek of apple-

blossom.

Hawk-eyes ; and lightly was her slender

nose

Tip-tilted like the petal of a (lort'er

;

She into hall past with her page and
cried,

' O King, for thou hast driven the foe
|

without,
j

See to the foe within ! bridge, ford, beset
'

By bandits, everyone that owns a tower
The Lord for half a league. AVhy sit yc

there ?

Rest would' I not. Sir King, an I were
king,

Till ev'n the lunest hold were all as free

And the deed's sake my knighthood do From cursed bloodshed, as thine altar-

the deed,

Than to be noised of.'

Merrily Gareth ask'd,

* Have I not earn'd my cake in baking of

it?

Let be my name until I make my name !

My deeds will speak : it is but for a day.

'

So with a kindly hand on Gareth's arm
'iiiled the great King, and half-unwill-

ingly

Loving his lusty youthhood yielded to him.
Then after summoning Lancelot i)rivily,

' I have given him the first quest : he is

not proven.

Look therefore when he calls for this in

hall.

The ^ get to horse and follow him far away.
Cover the lions on thy shield, and see

Far as thou mayest, he be nor ta'en nor
slain.'

Then that same day there past into the

hall

cloth

From that blest blood it is a sin to spill.'

•Comfort thyself,' said Arthur, «I nor
mine

Rest : so my knighthood keep the vows
they swore.

The wastest moorland of our realm shall

be

Safe, damsel, as the centre of this hall.

What is thy name ? thy need ?

'

' My name ?
' she said—

' Lynette my name ; noble ; my need, a
knight

To combat for my sister, Lyonors,
A lady of high lineage, of great lands.

And comely, yea, and comelier than
myself.

She lives in Castle Terilous : a river

Runs in three loops about her living-

place
;

And o'er it are three passings, and three

knights

i
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Defend the passings, brethren, and a And bears a skeleton figured on his arms,

fourth To show that who may shay or scape the

And of that four the mightiest, holds her three

stay'd Slain by himself shall enter endless night.

In her own castle, and so besieges her And all these four be fools, but mighty men,

To break her will, and make her wed with

him :

And but delays his purport till thou send

And therefore am I come for Lancelot.'

I lereat Sir Gareth call'd from where he

i
To do the battle with him, thy chief man rose,

Sir Lancelot whom he trusts to overthrow. A head with kindling eyes above the

Then wed, with glory : but she will not throng.

wed ' ^» jOW, Sir King— this quest
!

' then

—

Save whom she lovcth, or a holy life. for he mark'tl

Now therefore have I come for Lancelot,' Kay near him groaning like a wounded
bull-

Then Arthur mindful of Sir Gareth ask'd, ' Vea, King, thou knowest thy kitchen-

'Damsel, ye know this Order lives to knave am I,

crush And mighty thro' thy meats and drinks

All wrongcrs of the Realm. 15ut say, these am I,

four, And I can topple over a hundred such.

Who be they ? What the fashion of the Thy promise. King,' and Arthur glancing

men ?

'

at him.

Brought down a momentary brow.
• They be of foolish fashion, Sir King, * Rough, sudden,

The fashion of that old knight-errantiy And pardonable, worthy to be knight-
Who ride abroad and do but what they

wdl

;

Courteous or' bestial from the moment.

Go therefore,' and all hearers were amazed.

But on the damsel's forehead shame,
such pride, wrath

As have nor law nor king ; and three of Slew the May-white : she lifted either arm.
these ' Fie on thee. King ! I ask'd for thy chief

Proud in their fantasy call themselves the knight.

Day, And thou hast given me but a kitchen-
Morning-Star, and Noon-Sun, and Even- knave.'

ing-Star, Then ere a man in hall could stay her,

Being strong fools ; and never a whit more turn'd,

wise Fled down the lane of access to the King,
The fourth, who ahvay rideth arm'd in Took horse, descended the slope street.

black, and past

A huge man-beast of boundless savagery. The weird white gate, and paused without,
ile names himself liie Night and uftencr beside

Death, The field of tourney, munnuring 'kitchen-

And wears a helmet mounted with a skull, knave.'
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Now two great entries open'd from the
hall,

At one end one, that gave upon a range
Of level pavement where the King would

pace

At sunrise, gazing over plain and wood
;And down from this a lordly stairway

sloped

Till lost in blowing trees and tops of

And mounted horse and graupt a spear, of
grain

Storm-strengthen'd on a windy site, and
tipt

With trenchant steel, around him slowly
prest

The people, while from out ofkitchen came
The thralls in throng, and seeing who had

work'd
towers

; I t „_,• ,.

And ou^ by this main doorway past the VutTov?'
''^"' "'"" '"^ ^°"'''

Buton^^s' counter to the hearth,
,„>^°""'^;;.;';,--' '"^--'P 'hdr caps and

' ^""^ ^'^"^^ the King, and all his fellow-High that the highest-crested helm could
ride

Therethro' nor graze : and by this entry
fled

^

The damsel in her wrath, and on to this 1

Si, G.„.h s.r„c..,a„a sa,v wi.hou. .he So Gn«>, ,« wi.hjo,, ta.as.hcc,

King A„h„r', gif,, ,he worth of half a] o™™
'"""""•""''""""'' """^

ship !

'

And on thro' lanes of shouting Gareth rode
Down the slope street, and past without

the gate.

Be cool-d by fighting, follows, being
named,

His owner, but remembers all, and growls
Remembering, so Sir Kay beside the door
Mutter'd in scorn of Gareth whom he used
lo harry and hustle.

town,

A warhorse of the best, and near it stood
The two that out of north had follow'd

him :

This bare a maiden shield, a casque • that
held

The horse, the spear ; whereat Sir Gareth
loosed

A cloak that dropt from collar-bone to heel With },. x

' ^"""'' "P"" a quest

A cloth of roughest web. and ca:t it dot; "'
Ids ime-!™'"''^

^''"'^^ '^"'^ '''''

And from it like a fuel-smother'd firp kr„. n-' ,

That l..k, ,,a,f.<,,ad, brake b.fghr'.n/ '""a';;';""'"'
™,al,. ,„ ,.„„„™,k

For an your fire be low ye kiiKlli mine !
"ill t.^ 1- _ i .

flash'd as those

Dull-coated things, that making slide
apart

Their dusk wing-cases, all beneath there
burns

,^
- --.. _^. -^**4vti>„ nunc,

dl there be dawn in West and eve in
East?

Begone !-my knave .'-belike and like
enow

The„a.he.o„„.d,hehcta,an..oo.,hc so sl.oo. his „i. ihey wa„„e, in hi,
I

prime—
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Crazed ! Howthe villain lifted up his voice.

Nor shamed to bawl himself a kitchen-

knave.

Tut : he was tame and meek enow with me.
Till peacock'd up with Lancelot's noticing.

Well— I will aftermy loud knave, -ind loam
Whether he know me for his master yet.

Out ofthe smoke he came, and so my lance

Hold, by God's grace, he shall into the

mire

—

Th'^nce, if the King awaken from his craze.

Into the smoke again.'

But Lancelot said,

' Kay, wherefore wilt thou go against the

King,

For that did never he whereon ye rail,

But ever meekly served the King in thee ?

Abide : take counsel ; for this lad is great

And lusty, and knowing both of lance and
sword.

'

*Tut, tell not me,' said Kay, 'ye are

overfine

To mar stout knaves with foolish courte-

sies.'

Then mounted, on thro' silent faces rode

Down the slope city, and out beyond the

gate.

But by the field of tourney lingering yet

Mutter'd the damsel, ' Wherefore did the

King

Scorn me ? for, were Sir Lancelot lackt,

at least

lie might have yielded to me one of those

Who tilt for lady's love and glory here,

Rather than—O sweet heaven! fie

upon him

—

His kitchen-knave.'

To whom Sir Gareth drew
(And there were none but few goodlier

than he)

Shining in arms, 'Damsel, the quest is

mine.

Lead, and I follow." She thereat, as one
That smells a foul-flesh'd agaric in the holt.

And deems it carrion of some woodland
thing,

Or shrew, or weasel, nipt her slender nose
With petulant thumb and finger, shrilling,

' Hence !

Avoid, thou smellest all of kitchen-grease.

And look who comes behind,' for there

was Kay.

'Knowest thou not me? thy master? I

am Kay.

We lack thee by the hearth.'

And Gareth to him,
' Master no more ! too well I know thee,

ay—
The most ungentle knight in Arthur's hall.'

'Have at thee then,' said Kay: they
shock'd, and Kay

Fell shoulder-slipt, and Gareth cried again,

'Lead, and I follow,' and fast away she
fied.

But after sod and shingle ceased to fly

Behind her, and the heart of hergood horse

Was nigh to burst with violence of the

beat.

Perforce she stay'd, and overtaken spoke.

' What doest thou, scullion, inmy fellow-

ship?

Dccm'st thou that I accept thee aught the

more

Or love thee better, that by some device

Full cowardly, or by mere unhappiness.

Thou hast overthrown and slain thy master

—thou !—
Dish-washer and broach-turner, loon !

—

to me
Thou smellest all of kitchen as before.'

t

\ %



^,8o GAKET/r AND LYNETTE.

'Pamsel,' Sit Gareth answer'd gently,

'say

Whate'er ye will, but whatsoe'er ye say,

I leave not till I finish this fair quest,

Or die therefore.'

Sweet lortl, liow like a noble knight he
talks !

The listening rogue hath caught the man-
ner of it.

liut, knave, anon thou shalt be met with,

knave,

And then by such a one that thou for all

The kitchen brewis that was ever supt

Shalt not once dare to look him in the face.'

' I shall assay,' said Gareth with a smile
That madden'd her, and away she flash'd

again

Down the long avenues of a boundless
woo<l,

And Gareth following was again beknaved.

' Sir Kitchen-knave, I have miss'd the

only way
Where Arthur's men are set along the

wood
;

The wood is nigh as full of thieves as

leaves :

If both be slain, I am rid of thee ; but yet,

Sir Scullion, canst thou use that spit of

Ihine?

right, an thou canst : I have miss'd the

only way.

'

To westward—in the deeps whereof a
mere.

Round as the red eye of an Eagle-owl,

Under the half-dead sunset glared ; and

shouts

Ascended, and there brake a scrvingman

'^2: ^1$"°^.
'"''f! V ^'"'^'"S from out of the black wood, and

crying,

' They have bound my lord to cast him in

the mere.'

Then Gareth, ' Bound am I to right the

wrong'd.

But straitlier bound am I to bide with

thee.'

And when the damsel spake contempt-

uously,

'Lead, and I follow,' Gareth cried again,
' Follow, I lead !

' so down among the

pines

He plunged; and there, blackshadow'd

nigh the mere.

And mid-thigh-deep in bulrushes and reed.

Saw six tall men haling a seventh along,

A stone about his neck to drown him in it.

Three with good blows he quieted, but

three

Fled thro' the pines ; and Gareth loosed

the stone

From off his neck, then in the mere beside
Tumbled it ; oilily bubbled up the mere.
Last, Gareth loosed his bonds and on free

feet

Set him, a stalwart Baron, Arthur's friend.

So till the dusk that follow'd evensong
Rode on the two, reviler and reviled ;

Then after one long slope was mounted,
saw.

Bowl-shaped, thro' tops ofmany thousand
pines

A gloomy-gladed hollow slowly sink

'Well that ye came, or else these caitiff

rogues

Had wrcak'd themselves on me; good
cause is theirs

To hate me, for my wont hath ever been
To catch my thief, and then like vermin

here

Drown him, and with a stone about his

neck
;
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And under this wan water many of them
Lie rotting, but at night let go the stone.

And rise, and flickering in a grimly llgju

Dance on the mere. Good now, yj have
saved a life

Worth somewhat as the cleanser of this

wood.

And fain would I reward thee worship-
fully.

What guerdon will ye?'

Gareth sharply spake,
'None ! for the deed's sake have I done

the deed,

In uttermost obedience to the King.
But wilt thou yield this damsel harbour-

age?'

Whereat the Baron saying, 'I well

believe

Vou be of Arthur's Table,' a light laugh
Broke from Lynette, « Ay, truly of a truth.

And in a sort, being Arthur's kitchen-

knave !

—

But deem not I accept thee aught the more.
Scullion, for running sharply with thy spit

Down on a rout of craven foresters.

A thresher with his flail had scatter'd them.
Nay— for thou smellest of the kitchen

still.

But an this lord will yield us harbourace
Well.' ^ '

So she spake. A league beyond the
wood,

All in a full-fair manor and a rich.

His towers where that day a feast had been
Held in high hall, and many a viand left.

And many a costly cate, received the three.
And there they placed a peacock in his

pride

Before the damsel, and the Baron set

^ Gareth beside her, but at once she rose.

'Mesecms, that here is much dis-

courtesy,

Setting this Unave, Lord Baron, at my
side.

Hear me—this morn I stood in Arthur's
hall,

And pray'd the King would grant me
Lancelot

To fight the brotherhood of Day and
Night—

The last a monster unsubduabic
Of any save of him for whom I callM— 1

Suddenly bawls this frontless kitchen-
\

knave,

"The cpicst is mine; thy kitchen-knave
am I,

And mighty thro' thy meats and drinks
am I."

Then Arthur all at once gone mad replies,
" Go therefore," and so gives the quest to

him

—

Him- here—a villain fitter to stick swine
Than ride abroad redressing women's

wrong,

Or sit beside a noble gentlewoman.'

Then half-ashamed and part-amazed,
the lord

Now look'd at one and now at other, left

The damsel by the peacock in his pride,
A.nd, seating (Jareth at another board,
Sat down beside him, ate and then began.

'Friend, whether thou be kitchen-

knave, or not,

Or whether it be the maiden's fantasy,
And whether she be mr.d, or else the

King,

Or both or neither, or thyself be mad,
I ask not

:
but thoustrikest a strong stroke.

For strong thou art and goodly there-

withal,

And saver of my life ; and therefore now.

ii,

%. %
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For here be mighty men to joust with,
weigh

Wherethro' the serpent river coil'd, tliey

came.
Whether U.OU wilt not with thy dan.sel Rough-thicketed were the ba„l<back

To crave again Sir Lancelot of the King.
Thy pardon

; I but speak for thine avail,
The saver of my life.'

And Gareth said,
' Full pardon, but I follow uj) the quest.
Despite of Day and Night and Death and

Hell.

So when, next morn, the lord whose
life he saved

Had, some brief space, convey'd them on
their way

And left them with God-speed, SirG.ireth
S]5ake,

'Lead, and I follow.' Haughtily she
replied,

' I fly no more : I allow thee for .an haur.

ks and
steoi) ; t'lc stream

Full, narrow; this abridge of .single arc
1 00k at a leap

; and on the further side
Arose a silk pavilion, gay with gold
In streaks and rays, and all Lent-lily in

hue.

Save that the dome was purple, and above,
Crimson, a slender banneret lluttering.
And therebefore the lawless warrior paced
Unarm'd, and calling, 'Damsel, is this he,
The champion thou hast brought from

Arthur's hall ? ,

For whom we let thee pass. ' ' Nay, nay, '

|

she said,
j

'Sir Morning-.Star. The King in utter
scorn

Of thee and thy much folly hath sent thee
j

here

His kitchen-knave: and look thou to
thyself

:

lion and stoat have isled together, knave k,-r^ thnf »,« r u

but knave.'
methinks

Some ruth is mine for thee. Back wilt

thou, fool?

For hard by here is one will overthrow
And sLnythee : then will I to court again.
And shame the King for only yielding me
My champion from the ashes of his hearth.

'

To whom Sir Gareth answer'd cour-
teously,

' Say thou thy say, and I will do my deed.
Allow me for mine hour, and thou wilt find
My fortunes all as fair as hers who lay
Among the ashes and wedded the King's

son.'

Then at his call, ' O daughters of the
Dawn,

And servants of the Morning-Star, ap-
proach,

Arm me, 'from out the silken curtain-folds
Bare-footed and bare-headed three fair

girls

In gilt and rosy raiment came : their feet
In dewy grasses glisten'd

; and the hair
All over glanced with dewdrop or with

gem
Like sparkles in the stone Avanturine.
These arm'd him in blue arms, and gave

Tu 1 1 . I
^ shield

Then to the shore of one of those long Blue also, and thereon the morning star°°^'
I

'^"^' Gareth silent gazed upon the knight,
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Who stood a moment, ere his horse was
brought,

GI<irying
; and in the .stream beneath him,

shone

Imniinglcd with Heaven's azure waver-

The gay pavilion and the naked feet,

His arms, the rosy raiment, and the star.

Then she that watch'd him, ' Wherefore
stare ye so ?

Thoushakest in thy fear : there yet is time :

Flee down the valley before he get to

horse.

Who will cry shame? Thou art not
knight but knave,'

Said Gareth, ' Damsel, whether knave
or knight,

Far liefer had I fight a score of times
Than hear thee so missay me and revile.

Fair words were best for him who fights

for thee
;

Rut truly foul are better, for they send
That strength of anger thro' mine arms,

I know
That I shall overthrow him.'

' Dog, thou liest.

I spring from loftier lineage than thine
own.'

He spake
; and all at fiery speed the two

Shock'd on the central bridge, and either

spear

Bent but not brake, and either knight at

once,

HurlM as a stone from out of a catapult
lieyond his liorse's crupper and the bridge,
Fell, as if dead ; but quickly rose and

drew,

And Gareth lash'd so fiercely with his

brand

He drave his enemy backward down the
bridge.

The damsel crying, 'Well-stricken,

kitchen-knave !'

Till Gareth's shield was cloven ; but one
stroke

Laid him that clove it grovelling on the
ground.

And he that bore
The star, being mounted, cried from o'er

the l)ri(lge,

'A kitchen-knave, and sent in scorn of me !

Such fight not I, but answer scorn with
scorn.

Tor this were shame to do him further
wrong

Than set him on his feet, and take his

horse

And arms, and so return him to the King.
Come, therefore, leave thy lady lightly,

J.nave.

Avoid
: for it beseemeth not a knave

To ride with such a lady.'

Then cried the fall'n, «Take not my
life: I yield.'

And Gareth, ' So this damsel ask it ofme
Good—I accord it easily as a grace.'

She reddening, ' Insolent scullion : I of
thee?

I bound to thee for any favour ask'd !

'

'Then shall he die.' And G.ireth there

unlaced

His helmet as to slay him, but she shriek'd,
' Be not so hardy, scullion, as to slay

One nobler than thyself.' ' Damsel, thy
charge

Is an abounding pleasure to me. Knight,
Thy life is thine at her command. Arise
And quickly pass to Arthur's hall, and say
His kitchen-knave hath sent thee. See

thou crave

His pardon for thy breaking of his laws.

Myself, when I return, will plead for thee.
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Thy shield is mine—farewell • t,v? \r^

~"
~ ' '

—

'

damsel, thou.
' ''"'''

S"'= ""= '° S"^""''' «"^1 such a clog am I,
To worry, and not to flee-and-knigluI-ead, and I follow.'

or knave

—

The knave that doth thee service as full

knight

Is all as good, meseems, as any knight
Toward thy sister's freeing.'

And fast Jiway she fled.
Then when he came upon her, spake,

' Methoiight,

Knave, when I watch'd thee striking on
the bridge i

The savour of thy kitchen came upon mc '

Vv kn. v. i

,

'

'"^^'^ ^'' ^'"''''''

A little faintlier: but the winll ha^f
''

Tnl, "" "'"' ^'"'"' ^'

changed • ^""t,"!.

Iscent it twenty-fold.' And then she sang,
Omornmgst.ar" (not that tall fdon

there

lacing i>ut knave, I hate thee all the more.

' Fair damsel, you should worshi;) mo
the more.

''O mornmgstar that smilest in the blue
Ostar, my morning dream hath proven 'Ay, ay,'shesaid, 'but thou shalt meet

""^' thy match '

Smile sweetly, thou ! my love hath smiledA« i«on me. So when they touch'd the second river-
loop,

'But thou begone, take counsel, and ^^"^c on a huge red horse, and all in mail

For h.r IT' . •

^^"'"''^''' *° ''""^'"fi^' ^^>""'-' the Noonday
I* or hard by here is one that guards a! Sun ^

ford—
The second brother in their fool's parable-
Will pay thee all thy wages, and to boot.
Care not for shame : thou art not knight

but knave.'

I5cyond a raging shallow. As if the flower,
Ihat blows a globe of after arrowlets
Ten thousand-fo',1 had grown, flash'd the

herce shield,

All sun
; and Gareth's eyes had flying

To Who,,, Si, G»„,h a„s„.„.„, ,.,„, |B„r„,c tl „„.„ „, ,, ,„„ „,.,j.

A„a ...^ ,« „, „„„, ,„, ^^^ J ha„^^^^^^

_^^ ^^^^^^^^ ^ ^^^^
J

his arms.'

Sod

As bi

Yielc

•Mys

•Lea,

•Hat:

•Nay

Shines

M J 'I
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knave from Arthur's
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[
' Ugh !

'
cried the Sun, and vizoring up a

red
'

And ci,,her face of rounded fo(.lishness.

1 ush d horse across the foamings of the
ford,

Whom Gareth met midstream : no room
was there

For lance or tourney-skill
: four strokes

tliey struck

With sword, and these were mighty
; the

new knight

Had fear he might be shamed
; but as the

Sun
Heaved up a ponderous arm to strike the

fifth,

The hoof of his horse slipt in the stream
the stream

Descended, and the Sun was wash'd away.

UAKETIT AND LYNETTE.
38s

• What knowest thou of lovesong or of
love ?

^'•ly, nay, God wot, so thou wert nobly
born.

Thou hast a pleasant presence, ^'cn
perchance,

—

'

" • O dewy flowers that open to the sun,U dewy flowers that close when day is
done,

Illow sweetly; twice my love hath smiled
on me."

Then Gareth laid his lance athwart the
ford

;

So drew him home ; but he that fought
no more,

As being all bone-batter'd on the rock.
Yielded

; and Gareth sent him to the
Kmg.

'Myself when I return will plead forthee.'
Lead, and I follow.' Quietly she led.
Hath not the good wind, damsel, changed

again?'

•Nay, not a point : nor art thou victor
here.

There lies a ridge of slate across the ford :

His horse thereon stumbled-ay for I
saw it.

' What knowest thou of flowers, except
belike,

*

To garnish meats with? hath not our
good King

Who lent me thee, the flower of kitchen-
dom,

Afoolishloveforflowers? what stick ye
round ^

The pasty? wherewithal deck the boar's
head ?

Flowers? nay, the boar hath rosemaries
and bay.

• ''^^''^^> that warble to the morning

O birds that warble as the day goes by
Sing sweetly: twice my love halhsmiLl

on me."

Sun •• (not this strong fool whom
thou. Sir Knave,

" O sTn^tH
7"'"/'^"' '""'^ ""happiness),O bun, that wakenest all to bliss or painO moon fViof I L -11 . . ' '"'

' What knowest thou of birds, lark
mavis, merle,

'

Linnet ? what dream ye when they utter
forth

May-music growing with the growing
light, " '^

Their sweet sun-worship ? these be for <he
snare

A ' , ""^">-^'-'*" lODiissor pa n o.,
^ "'<-ac ue lor im

moon, that layest all to sleep agafn /Sn
"''"

.|hmesweet!y
: twice niy lovehatSied W "

'J^ 'r^
^^"^ ^^ ^' the spit,

I
on me." ^"^ nd basting. See .i.ru have notm I now

C C
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Larded thy last, except thou turn and fly.

There stands the third foc.l of their
alleijory,

'

For llicre beyond a bridge of treble
bow,

All in a rose-red from the west, and all
Naked it seeniM, and glowing in the broa.l
Ucep-dnnpled current underneath, the

liniglit.

That named himself the Star of Evening,
stood.

Hut that same strength which t.irew thj
Morning Star

Can tlirow the Evening.'

And Garcth, 'Wherefore waits the
madman there

Naked in open dayshine ? ' ' Nay,' .,1,^

cried,

'Not naked, only wrapt in hardcn'd skins
I hat (u him like liis ow" ; and so ye cleave
Ills armour off him, these will turn the

blade.'

Then the third brother shouted o'er the
bridge,

' O brother-star, why shine ye here so low?
I hy ward is higher up : but have ye slain
1 he damsel's champion ?

' and the damsel
cried,

' Nostar of thine, but shot from Arthur's
heaven

With all disaster unto thine and thee !

For both thy younger brethren have gone
down

Before this youth ; and so wilt thou, Sir
Star

;

'

Art thou not old?'

* Old, damsel, old and hard,
Old, with the might and breath of twenty

boys.'

Said Gareth, 'Old, and over-bold in
brag !

.

, ,

Then that other blewA hanl an<l deadly note upon the hern.
' Approach ami arm mc J ' With slow

steps from out
An old storm-beaten, russet, many-staiuM
I avihon, forth a grizzled damsel came,
And arm\l him in old arms, and brought

a helm
With but a drying evergreen for crest,
And gave a shield whereon the Star of

Even
llalf-tarnish'd and half-bright, his em-

blem, shone.
liut when it glitter 'do-er the saddle-bow,
They madly hurl-d together on the bridge;
And Gareth overthrew him, lighted, drew,
1 here met him drawn, and overthrew hiin

again,

But up like fire he started : and as oft
As Gareth brought him grovelling on his

knee?,

So many a time he vaulted up again
;

Till Gareth panted hard, and his great
heart.

Foredooming all his troul.le was in vain
Labour'd within him, for hescem'd as one
Jhat all in later, sadder age begins
To war against ill uses of a life,

But these from all his life arise, and cr)-,

' Thou hast made us lords, and canst nut

put us down I

'

He half despairs
; so Gareth seem'd to

strike

Vainly, the damsel clamouring all the' *

while,

'Well done, knavc-knight, well stricken,

O good knight-knave—
O knave, as noble as any of all the

knights—
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Shame mc not, shame me not. I have
imiphesied

—

Strike, thuu art worthy of the Tabic
Round

—

I

His arms are old, he tnisl ; ihc Iiar.IcnM
skin

—

Strike -strike-thc wind will never
change again.

'

And (Jareth hearing ever stronglier smote,
And hcw"d great pieces of his armour off

him,

3«7

•Sir,-and, good faith, I A^in had
addetl—Knight,

•'ut that I hc.rd thee call thyself a
knave,

—

Shamed am I that I r,o rebuked, reviled,
Missaid fhee; noble I am ; and thought

the King
ScornM me and mine; ; nd now thy

pardon, friend,

For thou hast ever answer'd ccnirleously.
And wholly bold thou art, and meek

withal

As any of Arthur's best, but, being knave,
Hast mazed my wit : I marvel what thou

art.'

IJut lash'd in vain against the harden'd skin
And could not wholly bring him under,

more
Than loud Southwesterns, rolling ridge

on ridge,

The buoy that rides at sea, and dins and I < i^

springs
' l^^^y^%^\: he said, 'you be not r.ll to

For ever
;

till at length Sir Gareth's brind «.
'<'!'^'"''''

ClashM his, and bLe ^^^^^^^1^
hilt.

^ ^^ '"" ''^"'"'- scorn, or yield you, asking.hilt.

* I have thee now ;
' but forth that other

sprang,

And, all unknightllkc, writhed his wiry
arms

Around him, till he felt, desj^ite his mail,
Strangled, but straining ev'n his uttermost
Cast, and so hurl'd him headlong o'er the

bridge

Down to the river, sink or swim, and
cried,

'Lead, and I follow.'

, f ,

^"t the damsel said,
1 lead no longer ; ride thou at my side •

Thou art the kingliest of all kitchen'
knaves.

'" O trefoil, sparkling on the rainy
plain,

O rainbow with three colours after rain
Shme sweetly

: thrice my love hath smiled
on me."

one

Not fit to cope your rpiest. You said
your say

;

Mine answer was my deed. Good sooth !

I hold

He scarce is knight, yea but half-man,
nor meet

To fight for gentle damsel, he, who lots
Ills heart be stirr'd with any foolish heat
At any gentle damsel's waywardness
Shamed? care not I thy foul sayings

fought for me :

And seeing now thy words are fair,

niethinks

There rides no knight, not Lancelot, his
great self,

llath force to quell me.'

,„, , .

^'igh upon that hour
When the lone hern forgets his melan-

choly,

Lets down his other leg, and stretching,
tlrcams

.
c c 2
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Of goodly supper in the dislaiit pool, , ,.

Then lurnVI tlie noble dams.l ..nilinjr at Thr,.' I, 1
• ,

7\°"'^-'l-'I'iyM nt fir.t

,,j,,,^
"L •''t i hro J.dp.ng back the- di.slocalc.l Kay

And told him of a cavern hard at h-in.l ' ^"T'''''
/'"" '">' ^'"'''^^ thercafic

him,
I

ino])s—
IIisM.,c.shidd.li,,„sc..vcr\]-soniydren-

Anon ihcypast n narrow con.lMvhcrcin
'

stai"

'"""' ""^' '^'""^ ''" '"^^^ '''^'

ere .al« .,r^.., „,, ,,.,,,, K.,„..,, ,„,„,. .„ ,, ,^^^^,^, ^^^^^^^ ^^ ^^^^^^

Sculpture, and dee.t In slo.ly..anhJ • Stay. S.ni.ht. I aven.e me l.r my
•S.r K^^ ,„;,,, , ,,^,.„ once

AndC^:::;;;;;yi„,^,HcU-da,ainst.heery,

^Vhose^hoIyhand hath fa.hion'd on the 0" S'""'"'"
'"^ '"'^"'^'"-''^'

The .17of Ti„,e against the soul 0^ ""'^'v^-
"''"' the wonder of the

'

And yon four fools have suckM their oil '1 'T " ?
'^'"™ '" '"^^"j'' '''"*1 '"'-'1'.

gory
'^ ^^ ''''-"^ ""^-

^
''•''' ^ '^'" J"-' f-und the grass within his

From th^e .lamp .all, and taken bjlle la.^;!; .,. ,,,,,,, -,„.,
„^^^„the form.

Know ye not these? 'and Gareth lookt
and read-

In letters like to those the vexillary

. in !,« :., T

Lynette

:

Harshly she ask'd him, 'Shamed and
overthrown,

And tumbled back into l.'iekitchen-knav.

Celt—

rnosi-nouus,' then ' Mkridiks '-
' IIkspkrus '—

<Xox'— 'Mors,' beneath five figures,
armed men,

!^
o^'irr slab, their faces forward all,

Au' t,
. ; dovo. the Soul, a Shape that

"With h:: .AMings, torn r.i'ncnl and loose
ilu

For lielp and shelter to the hermit's
cave.

in vain ?

'Nay noble damsel, but that I, the son
Of old Kmg Lot and good (^ueen Belli-

cent.

And victor of the bridges and the ford,
And knight of Arthur, here lie thrown by

whom
I know not, all thro' mere unhappiness-
Uevice and sorcery and unhajipiness-
Out, sword

; we arc thrown ! ' And
Lancelot answer'd, ' Prince

O Gareth-thro' the mere unhappi'ness' Follow the faces, and we find it T ool-

^,'^'^''"^^-»hro' the mere unhappiness

Who come. Lehirid?'
^' ^^

""V^'^*^
""^'^ «° ^elp thee, not to

I

harm,



T'oronc-dcIuyM „( fii-t

ack the dislociticd Kay
licii by wliat thcrcaficr

icacllong error thro' ii,c

laving swum the river-

ions covcr'il—softly drew
1, and when ho saw the

jarclh's turning to him,

ht, I avenge me for my

,']'rick"d against the cry;
osed— in a niumcnt— at

icar, the wonder of the

n so easily, and fell,

nd the grass within his

laughter jarr'd upon

1 him, 'Shamed and

iiUotliek.tchen-knav.',

at )c Lii. . your boasi

I, hut that I, the son
nd good Queen Belli-

ridges and the ford,

ur, here lie thrown by

' mere unhaj)plness—
and unhajipiness—
ire thrown ! ' And
iver'd, Trince,
' mere unhappiness
to help thee, not to
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Lnncelot. and all a, glad to f.nd thee
|

Thrown have I been, nor once, but n^any

A 1 ,
' , . . ^ time.

As on the day wl>en Arthur knighte.l him. • , Victor from vanquish'd issues at the last.

'PI, ,. ,. . ^.. ,
•'^"'' "^'i^fthrowcr from being overthrown'

I het, Gareth
' Thov.-Lancelot !- With sword we have not striven ; . 7Lthmc the hand good horse

^
1
hat threw me ? An some chance to mar And thou are weary

; yet not less I -It
''^ '1'1'y "lanhood thro' that wearied lai, :c of

« 1. :

Thy brethren of thee make—whiclt could
not eliance

—

Had sent thee down before a lesser spear.
Shamed had I I)cen, and sad -O Lancelot

—thou !

'

thine.

Well hast thou done ; for all the stre m
is freed,

And thou hast wreak'd his justice on his
foes,

\Vl,P,v.nt .1 -1 , r"^"'' ^^'^<^n ""eviled, hast answcj'd craci-W heieat the mai.ien, petulant, ' Lance- ouslv
^

\\n
' ^"'^ niakest merry when ovrrthrnu.-nWhy eame ye nc-t. when call'd? and| Prince, Knight,

°^"''^'^°^"-

wherefore now
Come yc, not call'd? I gloried in my

knave.

Who being still rebuked, would answer
still

Courteous as any knight-but now, if

knight,

The marvel dies, and leaves me fool'd
and triek'd.

Hail, Knight and Prince, and of our
Table Round !

'

And then when turning to Lynette he
told

The tale of Gareth, petulantly she said,
'Ay well -ay well -for worse than beinjr

Of others, is to fool one's self. A cave..... „^^..„..,„,, .,„,„„ „,„, .;,_i„r,:Lr^,-r,L.f.:riupon :

And doubtful whether I and mine be
scorn'd.

drinks

And forage for the horse, and flint for fire.
But all about it flies a honeysuckle.

"^"=s:"
''- ^' « '" A.. » -ocri" Z: ^rr;t: .,

In Arthur's presence? Knight, knave,
prince and fool,

I hate thee and for ever.

And Lancelot said.

sought and found.
Sir Gareth drank and ate, and all his life
Past into sleep ; on whom the maiden

gazed.

'Sound sleep be 'hine ! sound cause to
sleep hast ihou.

"'-t.r- ^''^-' ^ --"? -x....,„.„,.art thou
To the King's best wish. O damsel, be

j'ou wise

To call him shamed, who is but over-
thrown ?

I

As any mother ? Ay, but such a one
As all day long hath r.ited at her child
And vexthisday, but blesses him asleep-
Good lord, how sweetly smells the honey-

suckle

it

i
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In the hush'd night, as if the world were
one

Silent the silent field

nr ,, , ,

'^^'^y traversed. Arthur's harp iho'Of utter peace, and love, and gentleness ! summer-wan,O Lancelot Lancelot '--and she clnpt her In counter motion to the clouds, allured

, p. „
^^ ^

T , ,

The glance of Gareth dreaming on his'Full merry am I to find my goodly knave liege
Is knight and noble. See now, sworn A star shot i 'Lo,' said Gareth; 'the foehave I,

Else )-on black felon had not let me pass,
To bring thee back to do the battle with

him.

Thus an thou goest, he will tight thee first

;

Who doubts thee victor? so will my
knight-knave

Miss the full flower of this accomplish-
ment.'

Said Lancelot, « Teradventure he, you
name.

May know my shield. Let Gareth, an
he will.

Change his for mine, and take my charger,
fresh.

Not to be spurr'd, loving the battle as well
As he that rides him.' 'Lancelot-like,'

she said,

' Courteous in this, Lord Lancelot, as in

all.'

And Gareth, wakening, fiercely clutch'd
the shield

;

falls !

An owl whoopt :
' Hark the victor peal-

ing there !

'

Suddenly she that rode upon his left

Clung to the shield that Lancelot lent
him, crying,

' Yield, yield him this again : 'tis he must
fight :

I curse the tongue that all thro' yesterday
Reviled thee, and hath wrought on

Lancelot now
To lend thee horse and shield

: wonders
ye have done

;

iMiracles ye cannot ; here is glory enow
In having flung the three : I see thee

maim'd,

Mangled
: I swear thou canst not fling

the fourth.'

'And wherefore, damsel? tell me all

ye know.

You cannot scare me ; nor rough face, or
voice,

<r> 1 ,. .
j

^''""''^ ''""•^ of hmb, or boundless sav-in-erv'Ramp ye lance-sphntering lions, on Appal me from the quest '

"''''"' ''^"^>'

whom all spears

Are rotten slicks! ye seem agape to roar!,' <v„,. p,inr.. ' cT.. • 1

lord
.'^ ''"^ "^ ^""'' '^'"^ ^^'°'' I ""•'^^ ^°"'^''l "P"n the face.lord !—

Care not, good beasts, so well I care for you.
O noble Lancelot, from my hold on these
Streams virtue— fire—thro' one that will

not shame

Even the shadow of Lancelot under
shield.

Hence ; let us go.

'

Seeing he never rides abroad by d.iy
;

But watch'd him have I like a phantom
pass

Chilling the night : nor have I heard the
voice.

Always he made his mouthpiece of a page
Who came and went, and still reported

him

m
\ I
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ay. Prince,' she cried,

look'd upon the face,

es abroad by day
;

ve I like a phantom

nor have I heard the

: mouthpiece of a page
lit, and still reported

As closing in himself the strength of ten.

And when his anger tare him, massacring
Man, woman, lad and girl—yea, the soft

babe !

Some hold that he hath swallow'd infant

flesh.

Monster ! O Prince, I went for Lancelot
first,

The quest is Lancelot's : give him back
the shield.'

Said Gareth laughing, 'An he fight for

this,

Belike he wins it as the better man :

Thus—and not else !

'

But Lancelot on him urged
All the devisings of their chivalry

When one might meet a mightier than
himself

;

How best to manage horse, lance, sword
and shield.

And so fill up the gap where force mieht
fail

With skill and fineness. Instant were
his words.

Then Gareth, « Here be rules. I know
but one—

,To dash against mine enemy and to win.
Yet have I watch'd thee victor in the joust.
And seen thy way. '

< Heaven help thee,

'

sigh'd Lynctte.

391

Then for a space, and under cloud that

grew
To thunder-gloom palling all stars, they

rode

In converse till she made her palfrey halt.

Lifted an arm, and softly whisper'd,

j

'There.'

\ And all the three were silent seeinjr,H pitch'd

Beside the Castle Perilous on flat field,

A huge pavilion like a mountain peak
'

Sunder the glooming crimson on the
marge,

Black, with l)lack banner, and a long
black horn

Beside it hanging
j which Sir Gareth

graspt.

And so, before the two could hinder him,
Sent all his heart and breath thro' all the

horn.

Echo'd the walls; alight twinkled; anon
Came lights and lights, and once again

he blew

;

Whereon were hollow tramplings up and
down

And muffled voices heard, and shadows
past;

Till high above him, circled with her
maids,

The Lady Lyonors at a window stood,
Beautiful among lights, and waving to him
White hands, and courtesy; but when

the Prince

Three times had blown-after long hush— at last

—

The huge pavilion slowly yielded up.
Thro' those black foldings, that which

housed therein.

High on a nightblack horse, innightblack
arms,

With white breast-bone, and barren ribs
of Death,

And crown'd with fleshless laughter-
some ten steps

—

In the half-hght-thro- the dim dawn-
advanced

The monster, and then paused, and spake
no word.

But Gareth spake and all indignantly,
'Fool, for thou hast, men say, the

strength of ten.

y %
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Canst thou not trust the limbs thy God
hath given,

But must, to make the terror of thee more.
Trick thyself out in ghastly imageries

Of that which Life hath done with, and
the clod,

Less dull than thou, will hide with

mantling flowers

As if for pity ?
' But he spake no word

;

Which set the horror higher : a maiden
swoon'd

;

The Lady Lyonors wrung her hands and
wept,

As doom'd to be the bride of Night and

Death

;

Sir Gareth's head prickled beneath his

helm
;

And ev'n Sir Lancelot thro' his warm
blood felt

Ice strike, and all that mark'd him were
aghast.

And stay the world from Lady Lyonors.
They never dream 'd the passes would be

past.'

Answer'd Sir Garcth graciously to one
Not many a moon his younger, ' My fair

child.

What madness made thee challenge the
chief knight

Of Arthur's hall ?
' ' Fair Sir, they bad

me do it.

They hate the King, and Lancelot, the
King's friend.

They hoped to slay him somewhere on
the stream.

They never dream'd the passes could be
past.

'

At once Sir Lancelot's charger fiercely

neigh'd.

And Death's dark war-horse bounded
forward with him.

Then those that did not blink the terror,

saw

That Death was cast to ground, and
slowly rose.

But with one stroke Sir Gareth split the

skull.

Half fell to right and half to left and lay.

Then with a stronger buffet he clove the

helm

Then sprang the happier day from
underground

;

And Lady Lyonors and her house, with
dance

And revel and song, made merry over
Death,

As being after all their foolish fears

And horrors only proven a blooming boy.
So large mirth lived and Gareth won the

quest.

And he that told the tale in older times
Says that Sir Gareth wedded Lyonors,
But he, that told it later, says Lynette.

GERAINT AND ENID,

As throughly as the skull
; and out from Thk brave Gcraint, a knight of Arthur's

this

Issued the bright face of a blooming boy
Fresh as a flower new-born, and crying,

' Knight,

Slay me not : my three brethren bad me
do it.

To make a horror all about the house.

court,

A tributary prince of Devon, one
Of that great Order of the Table Round,
Had married Enid, Yniol's only child.

And loved her, as he loved the light of

Heaven.

And as the light of Heaven varies, now

w
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At sunrise, now at sunset, now by night

With moon and trembling stars, so loved

Geraint

To make her 1)cauty vary day by day,

In crimsons and m purples and in gems.

And Enid, but to please her husliand's

eye,

Who first had found and loved her in a

state

Of broken fortunes, daily fronted him
In some fresh splendour ; and the Queen

herself,

(jrateful to Prince Geraint for service

done.

Loved her, and often with her own white

hands

Array'd and deck'd her, as the loveliest.

Next after her own self, in all the court.

And Enid loved the Queen, and with true

heart

Adored her, as the stateliest and the best

And loveliest of all women upon earth.

And seeing them so tender and so close,

Long in their common love rejoiced

Geraint.

But when a rumour rose about the Queen,
Touching her guilty love for Lancelot,

Tho' yet there lived no proof, nor yet was

heard

The world's loud whisper breaking into

storm,

Not less Geraint believed it ; and there

fell

A horror on him, lest his gentle wife,

Thro' that great tenderness for Guinevere,

Had sufTcr'd, or should suffer any taint

In nature : wherefore going to tlie King,

He made this pretext, that his princedom

lay

Close on the borders of a territory,

Vvhercin were bandit earls, and caitiff

knights,

Assassins, and all flyers from the hand

Of Justice, and whatever loathes a law :

And therefore, till tlie King himself

should please

To cleanse this common sewer of all h's

realm,

lie craved a fair permission to depart.

And there defend his marches ; and the

King

Mused for a little on his plea, but, last,

Allowing it, the Prince and Enid rode.

And fifty knights rode with them, to the

shores

Of Severn, and they past to their own
land ;

Where, thinking, that if ever yet was

wife

True to her lord, mine shall be so to me.
He compass'd her with sweet observances

And worship, never leaving her, and grew
Forgetful of his promise to the King,

Forgetful of the falcon and the hunt.

Forgetful of the tilt and tournament,

Forgetful of his glory and his name,
Forgetful of his princedom and its cares.

And this forgctfulness was hateful to her.

And by and by the people, when they met
In twos and threes, or fuller companies.

Began to scoff and jeer and babble of him
As of a ]irince whose manhood was all

gone.

And molten down in mere uxoriousness.

And this she gather'd from the people's

eyes :

This too the women who attired her head,

To please her, dwelling on his boundless

love.

Told Enid, and they sadden'd her the

more :

And day by day she thought to tell Geraint,

Rut could not out of bashful delicacy
;

While he that watch'd her sadden, Mas
the more

Suspicious that her nature had a taint.

I
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At last, it clianccd that on a summer
morn

(They sleeping each by either) tlic new sun
Beat thro' the bhndless casement of the

room,

And lieated llie strong warrior in hi.s

dreams

;

Who, moving, cast the coverlet af.idc,

And bared the knotted column of' his
throat,

The massive square of his heroic breast.
And arms on wliich the standing muscle

sloped,

As slopes a wild brook o'er a little stone.
Running too vehemently to break upon it.'

And Enid woke and sat beside the couch,
Admiring him, and thought within herself^
Was ever man so grandly made as he ?

Then, like a shadow, past the jjeonle's

talk

And accusation of uxoriousness
Across her mind, and bowing over him.
Low to her own heart piteously she saic'i ;

'I'han that my lord thro' me should suffer
shame.

Am I so bold, and could I so stand by.
And see my dear lord wounded in thestri'fe,
Or maybe pierced to death before mine

eyes.

And yet not dare to tell him what I think,
And how men slur him, saying all his force
Is melted into mere effeminacy?
O me, I fear that I am no true wife.'

m I

' O noble breast and all-puissant arms.
Am I the cause, I the poor cause that men
Reproach you, saying all your force is

gone ?

I am the cause, because I dare not speak
And tell him \vhat I think and what they

say.

And yet I hate that he should linger here
;

I cannot love my lord and not his name
'

Far liefer had I gird liis harness on him,
And ride with him to ])attle and stand by
And watch his mightful hand striking

great blows
At caitiffs and at wrongers of the worl.l
Far better were I laid in the dark earth,
Not hearing any more his noble voice,
Xot to be folded more in these dear nr'ms,
And darken'd from the high light in his I

eyes,

Half inwardly, half audibly she spoke,
And the strong passion in her made her

weep
True tears upon his broad and naked

breast.

And these awoke him, and by great mis- ;

chance

He heard but fragments ofher later words
And that she fear'd she was not a true i

wife. \

And then he thought, 'In spite of all my
care,

For all my pains, poor man, for all my I

pains,
I

She is not faithful to me, and I see her
Weeping for some gay knight in Arthur's

hall.

'

Then tho' he loved and reverenced her
j

too much
To dream she could be guilty of foul act,
Right thro' his manful breast darted the

pang
That makes a man, in the sweet face of her
\\ hom he loves most, lonely and miserable
At this he hurl'd his huge limbs out of bed,
And shook his drowsy squire awake and !

cried,
'

' My charger and her palfrey ;
' then to her,

I will ride forth into the wilderness
;For tho' it seems my spurs are yet to win,

I have not fall'n so low as some would
wish.
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,And thou, put on thy worst and meanest

dress

And riile with me.' And Enid nsk'd,

amazed,

'If Enid errs, let Enid learn her fault.'

Dut he, ' I charge thee, ask not, but obey.'

Then she bethought her of a Aided silk,

A faded mantle and a faded veil,

And moving toward a cedarn cabinet,

Wherein she kept them folded re\ erently

With sprigs of summer laid between the

folds.

She took them, and array'd hers jlf therein,

Remembering when first he came on her

Drest in that dress, and how he loved her

in it,

.\nd all her foolish fears aljout the dress,

And all his journey to her, as himself

Had told her, and their coming to the

court.

P'or Arthur on the Whitsuntide before

Held court at old Caerleon upon Usk.

There on a day, he sitting high in hall,

Before him came a forester of Dean,

Wet from the woods, with notice of a hart

Taller than all his fellows, milky-white.

First seen that day : these things he told

the King.

Then the good King gave order to let blow
His horns for hunting on the morrow morn.

And when the Queen petition'd for his

leave

To see the hunt, allow'd it easily.

So with the morning all the court wore

gone.

But Guinevere lay late into the morn.

Lost in sweet dreams, and dreaming of her

love

For Lancelot, and forgetful of the hunt

;

But rose at last, a single maiden with her.

Took horse, and forded Usk, and gain'd

the wood

;

1

There, on a little knoll beside it, stay'd

Waiting to hear the hounds; but heard

instead

\ sudden sound of hoofs, for Prince

I

Geraint,

,
Late also, wearing neither hunting-dress

j

Nor weapon, save a golden-hilted brand.

Came quickly (lashing thro' the shallow

I

ford

Behind them, and so gallop'd up the knoll.

j

A purple scarf, at either end whereof

Tliere swung an apple of the purest gold,

Sw.ay'd round about him, as he gallop'd up
To join them, glancing like a dragon-fly

In summer suit and silks of holidny.

Low bow'd the tributary Prince, and she.

Sweetly and statelily, and with all grace

Of womanhood and queenhood, answer'd

him :

'Laie, late, .Sir Prince,' she said, 'later

than we !

'

'Yea, noljle Queen,' he answer'd, '.and

so late

Tliat I but come like you to see the

hunt,

Not join it.' 'Therefore wait with me,'

she said

;

' For on this little knoll, if anywhere.

There is good chance that we shall hear

the hounds

:

Here often they break covert at our feet.

'

And while they listen'd for the distant

hunt.

And chiefly for the baying of Cavall,

King Arthur's hound of deepest mouth,
there rode

Full slowly by a knight, lady, and dwarf;
Whereof the dwarf lagg'd latest, and the

knight

Had vizor up, and show'd a youthful face.

Imperious, and of haughtiest lineaments.

And Guinevere, not mindful of his face

I )
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In the King's hall, desired his name, and
sent

Her maiden to demand it of the dwarf;
Who being vicious, old and irritable.

And doubling all his master's vice of pride,
MaJ.e answer sharply that she should not

know.
' Then will I ask it of himself,' she said.

•Nay, by my faith, thou shalt not,' cried

the dwarf;

Then will I fight him, and v.ill break his

pride.

And on the .Mrd day will again he here,
So that I be not fali'n in light. FarcMxir

'Farewell, fair Prince,' answer'd the
stately Queen.

' lie prosperous in this journey, as in all
And may you light on all things that yoii

'ove,

.. bring your
bride,

And I, were she the daughter of a king,
\'ea, tho' she were a beggar from the

hedge.

Will clothe her for her bridals like the
sun.'

'Thou^art not worthy ev'n to speak of And live to' wed with her whom first yo.,ail' '^^''^ •

And when she put her horse toward the But ere you wed with any
knight, • -

'

Struck at her with his whip, and she
return'd

Indignant to the Queen ; whereat Geraint
Exclaiming, ' Surely I will learn the name,

'

Made sharply to the dwarf, and askVl it

of him,

Who answer'd as before ; and when the
Prince I

Had put his horse in motion toward the
knight.

Struck at him with his whip, and cut his
cheek.

The Prince's blood spirted upon the scarf,
Dyeing it

; and his quick, instinctive hand
Caught at the hilt, as to abolish him :

But he, from his exceeding manfulness
And jnire nobility of temperament,
Wroth to be wroth at such a worm,

refrain'd

From ev'n a word, and so returning said :

' I will avenge this insult, noble Queen,
Done in your maiden's person to yourself

:

And I will track this vermin to their earths ;

For tho' I ride unarm'd, I do not doubt
To find, at some place I shall come at,

arms

On Joan, or else for pledge ; and, being
found,

And Prince Geraint, now thinking that
he heard

The noble hart at bay, now the far horn,
A little vext at losing of the hunt,
A little at the vile occasion, rode,
liy ups and downs, thro' many a grassy

glade

And valley, with fixt eye following the
three.

At last they issued fronh the world of
wood.

And climb'd upon a fair and even ridge
And show'd themselves against the sky,

and sank.

And thither came Geraint, and under- i

neath

Beheld the long street of a little town
In a long valley, on one side whereof,

•

\\hite from the mason's hand, a fortress
''

rose
;

And on one side a castle in decay,
Beyond a bridge that spann'd a drv'

ravine

:

I <
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And f)ut of town and valley came a noise

As of a broad brook o'er a shmgly bed
Drawling, or like a clamour of the rooks

At distance, ere they settle for the night.

And onward to the fortress rode the

three.

And cnter'd, and were lost behind the

wails.

'So,' thought Geraint, 'I have track'd

him t ) his earth.'

And down the long street riding wearily,

Found ever>' hostel full, and everywhere
Was hammer laid to hcof, and the hot

hiss

And bustling whistle of the youth who
scour'd

His master's armour
; and of such a one

He ask'd, ' What means the tumult in the

town ?

'

Who told him, scouring still, 'The
sparrow-hawk !

'

Then riding close behind an ancient churl.

Who, smitten by the dusty sloping beam,
Went sweating underneath a sack of corn,

Ask'd yet once more what meant the

hubbub here ?

Who answer'd gruffly, < Ugh ! the

sparrow-hawk.

'

Then riding further past an armourer's,

Who, with back turn'd, and bow'd above
his work,

Sat riveting a helmet on his knee,
He put the self-same query, but the man
Not turning round, nor looking at him,

said :

• Friend, he that labours for the sparrow-
hawk

Has little time for idle questioners.'

Whereat Geraint flash'd into sudden
spleen :

' A thousand pips eat up your sparrow-
hawk !

Tits, wrens, and all wing'd nothings peck
him dead !

Ve think the rustic cackle of your bourg

I

The murnuir of the world ! What is it

I

to me ?

O wretched set of sparrows, one and all.

Who pipe of nothing but of sparrow-
hawks !

Speak, if ye be not like the rest, hawk-
mad,

Where can I get me harbourage for the

night ?

And arms, arms, arms to fight my enemy?
Speak !

'

Whereat the armourer turning all amazed
And seeing one so gay in purjile silks,

Came forward with the helmet yet in hand
And answer'd, ' Pardon me, O stranger

knight
;

We hold a tourney here to-morrow morn.
And there isscantly time for half the work.
Arms ? truth ! I know not : all are

wanted here.

Harbourage? truth, good truth, I know
not, save,

It may be, at Earl Yniol's, o'er the bridge
Yonder.' He spoke and fell to work

again.

Then rode Geraint, a little spleenful yet,

Arross the bridge that spann'd the dry
ravine.

There musing sat the hoary-headed Earl,

(His dress a suit of fray'd magnificence,
Once fit for feasts of ceremony) and said :

'Whither, fair son?' to whom Geraint
replied,

' O friend, I seek a harbourage for the
night.'

Then Yniol, ' Enter therefore and partake
The slender entertainment of a house
Once rich, now "poor, but ever open-

door'd.'
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'Thanks, venerable fiientl,' replied

Goraint

;

' So that ye do not serve me sparrow-
hawks

Vox supper, I will enter, I will oat
^Vith all the passion of a twelve hours'

fast.'

Then sigh'd and smiled the lioary-hcadcd

Earl,

And answer'd, ' Graver cause than yours
is mine

To curse this hedgerow thief, the spar-

row-hawk :

But in, go in
; for save yourself desire it,

We will not touch upon him ev'n in jest.'

Then rode Gcraint into the castle court,
His charger trampling many a prickly

star

Of sprouted thistle on the broken stones.
He look'd and saw that all was ruinous.
Here stood a shatter'd archway plumed

with fern
;

And here had fall'n a great part of a
tower.

Whole, like a crag that tumbles from the
cliff,

And like a crag was gay with wilding
flowers

;

And high above a piece of turret stair,

Worn l)y the feet that now were silent,

wound
Bare to the sun, and monstrous ivy-stems
Claspt the gray walls with hairy-fibred

arms.

And suck'd the joining of the stones, and
look'd

A knot, Ijcneath, of snakes, aloft, a grove,

Singing
; and as the sweet voice of a bird,

Heard by the lander in a lonely isle.

Moves him to think what kind of bird it is

That sings so delicately clear, and make
Conjecture of tl:c plumage and the form

;

So the sweet voice of Enid moved Gerainl

;

And made iiim like a man abroad at mori.
When first the liquid note beloved ofmen
Comes flying over many a windy wave
To Britain, and in April suddenly
Breaks from a coppice gemm'il with green

and red.

And he suspends his converse with a
friend.

Or it may be the labour of his hands.
To tliink or say, « There is the nightin-

S'll*;-
;

'

So fared it with Geraint, who thought
and said,

' ^I"^' ''y Gods grace, is the one voice
for me.

'

It chanced the song that Enid sang was
'

one

And while he wailed in the castle
court,

The voice of Enid, Yniol's daughter, rang
Clear thro the open casement of the hall,

Of Tortune and her wheel, and Enid
sang :

'Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel and
lower the proud

;

Turn thy wild wheel thro' sunshine, storm,
and cloud

;

Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor
hate.

'Turn, Fortune, turn thy wheel with
smile or frown

;

^^iul that wild wlieel we go not up or
down

;

Our hoard is little, but our hearts arc

great,

' Smile and we smile, the lords of many
lancfe

J

W
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"* Frown and wc smile, the lords of ourovsn

j
hands

;

i For man is man and master of his fate.

i,

|: ' Turn, turn thy wheel above the staring

! crowd

;

Thy wheel and thou are shadows in the

cloud
;

Thy wheel and thee we neither love nor

hate.'

' Ilark, by the bird's song ye may learn

the nest,'

I
Said Yniol ; 'enter quickly.' Entering

I

then,

' Right o'er a mount of newly- fallen stones,

The dusky-rafter'd niany-cobweb'd hall.

Fie found an ancient dame in d..n bro-

cade
;

And near her, like a blossom vermeil-

white,

That lightly breaks a faded flower-sheath,

Moved the fair Enid, all in faded silk,

Her daughter. In a moment thought

Geraint,

' Here by God's rood is the one maid for

me,'

But none spake word except the hoary

Earl ;

' Enid, the good knight's horse stands in

the court
;

Take him to stall, and give him corn, and

then

Go to the town and buy us flesh and
wine

;

And we will make us meiry as we may.
Our hoard is little, but our hearts are

great.'

He spake : the Trince, as luiid past

him, fain

His purple scarf, and held, and said,

' Forbear !

Rest ! the good house, tho' ruin'd, O
my son,

Endures not that her guest should serve

himself

And reverencing the custom of the house

Geraint, from utter courtesy, forbore.

So Enid took his charger to the stall ;

And after went her way across the bridge.

And reach'd the town, ami while the

Prince and Earl

Vet spoke together, came again with one,

A youth, that following with a costrel bore

The means of goodly welcome, flesh and

wine.

And Enid brought sweet cakes to make
them cheer,

And in her veil enfolded, manchet bread.

And then, because their hall must also

serve

For kitchen, boil'd the flesh, and spread

the board.

And stood behind, and waited on the three.

And seeing her so sweet and serviceable,

Geraint had longing in him evermore

To stoop and kiss the tender little thumb,

That crost the trencher as she laid it

down :

But after all had eaten, then Geraint,

For now the wine made summer in his

veins,

Let his eye rove in following, or rest

On Enid at her lowly handmaid-work.

Now here, now there, about the dusky

hall;

Then suddenly addrest the hoary Earl :

'Fair Host and Earl, I pray your

courtesy
;

> 1

To follow, strode a stride, but Yniol This spar, ow-hawk, what is he ? tell me
caught of him.
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His name? but no, good faith, I will And presence might have guess'd you o„o
not have it :

I ol tliosc
For if he he the l<night whom late I saw , That eat in Arthur's hall at Camelot
Rule into that new fortress by your town. Nor speak 1 now from foolish tlatterv •

White from the mason's hand, then have
I sworn

From his own lips to have it— I am
Geraint

Of Devon— for this morning when tlie

Queen
Sent her own maiden to demand the name,
His dwarf, a vicious under-shapen thing,

Struck at her with his whip, and she re-

turn 'd

Indignant to the Queen ; and then I swore
That I would track this caitiff to his hold.
And fight and break his pride, and have

it of him.

And all unarm'd I rode, and thought to

find

Arms in your towii, where all the men
are mad

;

They take the rustic murmur of their

bourg

For the great wave that echoes round the
world

;

They would not hear me speak : but if

ye know
Where I can light on arms, or if yourself
Should have them, tell me, seeing I have

sworn

That I will break his pride and learn his

name.

Avenging this great insult done the
Queen.'

Then cried Earl Vniol, 'Art thou he
indeed,

Geraint, a name far-sounded among men
For noble deeds ? and truly I, when first
I saw you moving by me on the bridge.
Felt ye were somewhat, yea, and by your

state

For this dear child hath often heard niu

praise

Your feats of arms, and often when 1

paused

Hath ask'd again, and evn loved to hear

;

So grateful is the noise of noble deeds
To noble hearts who see bu' acts of wrong

;

never yet had woman such a pair
Of suitors as this maiden ; lirst Limours,
A creature wholly given to brawls and wine',

Drunk even when he woo'd ; and be he
dead

1 know not, but he past to the wild land.
The second was your foe, the sparrow-

hr. vl
,

My curse, my nephew—! will not let his

name
Slij) from my lips if I can help it—he,
When I that knew him fierce and turbu-

lent

Refused her to him, then his pride awoke
;

And since the proud man often is the
mean.

He sow'd a slander in the common ear,
Aflirming that his father left him gold,

\

And in my ch -e, which was not ren- I

der'd to him
;

!

Bribed with large promises the men who
served

j

About my person, the more easily
Because my means were somewhat broken

into

Thro' open doors and hospitality

;

Raised my own town against me in the
night

Before my Enid's birthday, sack'd my
house

;

From mine own earldom foully ousted
me ;
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i

liuilt that new fort to overawe my friends,

I'or truly there arc those who love me
)X'i

;

And keeps me in this ruinous castle here,

\Vliere doi'btless he would put me soon

to death,

IJut that his pride too much despises me :

And I myself sometimes despise myself;

I'or I have let men be, and have their

way

;

Am much too gentle, have not used my
power :

Y^x know I whether I be very base

Or very manful, whether very wise

Or very foolisli ; only this I know.

That whatsoever evil happen to me,

I seem to suffer nothing heart or limb,

But can endure it all most patiently.'

' Well said, true heart,' replied Geraint,

' but arms.

That if the sparrow-hawk, this nephew,

fight

In next day's tourney I may break his

pride.'

And Yniol answer'd, 'Arms, indeed,

but old

And rusty, old and rusty. Prince Geraint,

Are mine, and therefore at thine asking,

thine.

But in this tournament can no man tilt.

Except the lady he loves besi. be there.

Two forks are fixt into the meadow
ground,

And over these is placed a silver wand.

And over that a golden sparrow-hawk.

The prize of beauty for the fairest there.

And this, what knight soever Itc in field

Lays claim to for the lady at his side,

And tilts with my good nephew there-

upon,

Who being apt at arms and big of bone

Has ever won it for the lady with him,

And toppling over all antagonism

Has carn'd himself the name of sparrow-

hawk.

But thou, that hast no lady, canst not

fight.'

To who Geraint with eyes all blight

replml.

Leaning a little toward him, ' Thy leave !

Let mc lay lance in rest, O noble host.

For this dear child, because I never saw,

Tho' having seen all beauties of our time,

Nor can see elsewhere, anything so fair.

And if I foil her name w ill yet remain

Untarnish'd as before ; but if I live.

So aid me Heaven when at mine utter-

most.

As I will make her truly my true wife.*

I'hen, howsoever patient, Yniol's heart

Danced in his bosom, seeing better days.

And looking round he saw not Enid there,

(Who hearing her own name had slipt

away)

But that old dame, to whom full tenderly

And fondling all her hand in his he said,

' Mother, a maiden is a tender thing.

And best by her that bore her understood.

Go thou to rest, but ere thou go to rest

Tell her, and prove her heart toward the

Prince.'

So spake the kindly-hearted Earl, and

she

With frequent smile and nod departing

found.

Half disarray'd as to he;' rest, the girl

;

Whom first she kiss'd on either cheek,

and then

On either shining shoulder laid a hand,

And kept her off and gazed upon her face,

And told her all their converse in the hall,

D D
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r,ovin,^h„ hc,„: u„ never l.gh. an.,
|

S^o ,„ ,„;',»; ^.u ,,„ ^-j^;;;:

Louiscd one another more on open ground ' Advmr.. nn,i ...i- r •

Bcnc..h a .„„^,„, Heaven. „.in i,J^r^t^t^ ^^l,!;^;^':
pale

Across the face of Enid hearing her

;

Wliilc sluwly falling as a scale that Lw?,,

fur thee,

The prize of l.cauiy.' Loudly spake th.
I'rince,When weight is added only crain l)Vfrnln < j," i

1^'

Sank her sweet head i,^ ,7^ ?'.
''"''"^^= ."'---^ ''^ ^ ^-^^'-V and thSank her sweet head upon her gentle

brcait
;

Nor did she lift an eye nor speak a word,

knight

^Vilh some surprise and thrice as nuirli
.

•'"' ""' ^1"-'"^ 'i t>orii, disdain
Raptin the fear and in the wonder of if TnmM n„ i 1 in. r

So moving without answer to her re.^ I
'^^

'''''^"''^ '^' ^"'''' '^"'^ •''" '-^

She found no rest, and ever fail'd to draw ' CIlowM lih- il,,. h . r
The quiet night into her blood, but lay I y't

"" '''"' "^ '^ S''^' '"'-> ^^

Contemplating her own un worthiness ;
' So hunu hl\v.- «!,»,

And whonthepaleandbloodlesseastbegan ' 'J)o1,. A, i;
'^

'^''^^"°"' "y":^^^,
To quicken to the sun. arose, and raisll They

, ,1: T ""^ ',"•'' ''''"'

Her mother too, and hand in hand they '

'
tk:' ^r

sp ;s^""
""'" "'^>'

moved ti,..„ 1 >• 1

Down to the meadow where the joustsj ':u;.d;
"" "'"''""'"^''^^'^''

And w^S S::!:^ /^r Yniol and Geraint. I

'''

"'^:r:::^
^'"' ^"" '''"^^•^' "^^^^ ^" "-

And thither came the twain, and when I '''"'taUr"
"" "' '"" ''"" ^''^'"^^

Geraint iTlio.- 1

Beheld her first in field, awaiting him, I it'^w
' '^""^ ''^^ "' '^''''^"'°'"

He felt, were she the prize of bodily force 'So twim il,m, r u. , .

Hin,se,f beyond .he ,es. „»hin/c„;Ml' 'L"Z,, ™f u,,""''

'"'" ""•'

move 'ri,n 1 r 1 •

The chair of Idris. Yniol's rusted arms Z!^
""' ^^^"^ ''^^'""'•' ^""' "'^'

Were on^his princely person, but thro' Of their strong bodies, fiowing, drainM
D • ri I • 1 .

ihch force.

SghL ""' ^'°"
^
"' '^^""'

I

^"'

^'^Jj^'^

'^^-^^ -- '-^ch'd till VniolV

And ladies came, and by and by the town ! « Remember tint ,v. ,of
• ,

,

Flow'd in, and settling circled ail the lists.! Queen
' ^ '"'"" ''""'^ '''^'

And there they fixt the forks into the It.creased Ge^infs, who heaved his bladeground,

And oyer these theyplacedthesilverwand,
And over that the golden sparrow-hawk.'
Then Yniols nephew, after trumpet

blown.

aloft,

And crack'd the helmet thro', and bit the
bone,

And fell'd him, and set foot upon his
breast.

. ir-

I
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And said, 'Thy name?' To whom the

fallen man
Made answer, groaning, ' Kdyrn, son of

Nudd !

Ashamed am I that I should tell it thee,

My pride is broken : men have seen my
foil.'

'Then., Edyrn, son of Nudd,' leplied

Geraint,

' These two things shalt thou tlo, or else

thou diest.

First, thou thyself, with damsel and with

dwarf,

Shalt ride to Arthur's court, and coming
there,

•Crave jxardon for that insult done the

(}ueen,

And shalt al)ide her judgment on it ; next, I The dress that now she look'd '011^10 the
Thou shalt give back their earldom to thy dress

''"'• She look'd on ere the coming of Geraint.
These two things shalt thou do, or thou 'And still she look'd, and still the terror

shall die.'

j

g^cw
And Idyrn answerM, ' Thee things will Of that strange bright and dreadful thing,

Among the dancing shadows of the birds,

Woke and bethought her of her promise

given

Xo later than last eve to Prince Geraint

—

So bent he scem'd on going the third day,

lie would not leave her, till her promise

given

—

To ride with him this morning to the

court.

And there be made known to the stately

Queen,

And there l)e wedded with all ceremony.

At this she cast her eyes upon her dress.

And thought it never yet had look'd so

mean.

For as a leaf in mid-November is

To what it was in mid-October, scem'd

I do.

For I have never yet been overthrown.

And thou hast overthrown me, and my
pride

1% broken down, for Enid sees my fall !

'

And rising up, lie rode to Arthur's court.

And there the Queen forgave him easily.

And being young, he changed and came

j to loall e

His crime of traitor, slowly drew himself

Bright from his old dark life, and fell at

last

In the great battle fighting for the King.

But when the third day frtmi the

hunting-morn

Made a low splendour in the world, and
wings

Moved in her ivy, Enid, for she lay

With her fair head in the dim-yellow light.

a court.

All staring at her in her faded silk :

And softly to her own sweet heart she said :

' This noble prince who won our
earldom back.

So splendid in his acts and his attire,

b v.-et heaven, how much I shall discredit

him !

Would he could tarry with us here awhile,

But being so beholden t(5 the Trince,

I' were but little grace in any of us,

Bent as he scem'd on going this third day.

To seek a second favour at his hands.

Yet if he could but tarry a day or two.

Myself would work eye dim, and finger

lame.

Far liefer than so much discredit him.'

And Enid fell in longing for a dress
D II 2
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All branch'd and flower'd with gold, a
costly gift

Of her good mother, given her on the
night

Before her birthday, three sad years ago,
That night of fire, when Edyrn sack'd their

house,

And scatter'd all they had to all the winds :

For while the mother show'd it, and the
two

Were turning and admiring it, the work
To both appear'd so costly, rose a cry
That Edyrn's men were on them, and thev

fled
^

With little save the jewels they had on.
Which being sold and sold had bought

them bread :

And Edyrn's men had caught them in their
flight.

And placed them in this ruin ; and she
wish'd

The Prince had found her in her ancient
home

;

Then let her fancy flit across the past.
And roam the goodly places that 'she

knew

;

And last bethought her how she used to
watch.

Near that old home, a pool ofgolden carp

;

And one was patch'd and blurr'd and
lustreless

Among his burnish'd brethren ofthe pool •

And half asleep she made comparison
Of that and these to her own faded self
And the gay court, and fell asleep again •

And dreamt herself was such a faded form'

'

Among her burnish'd sisters of the pool

;

But this was in the garden of a king
;And tho' she lay dark in the pool, 'she

knew
That all was bright ; that all about were

birds

Of sunny plume in gilded trellis-work ; I

That all the turf was rich in plots that
look'd

Each like a garnet or a turkis in it

;

And lords and ladies of the high 'court
went

In silver tissue talking things of state •

And children of the King in cloth of
gold

Glanced at the doors or gambol'd down
the walks

;

And while she thought « They will not see
me,' came

A stately queen whose name was
Guinevere,

And all the children in their cloth of gold
Ran to her, crying, ' If we have fish at all
Let them be gold; and charge the

gardeners now
To pick the faded creature from the pool
And cast it on the mixen that it die.'

'
'

And therewithal one came and seized on !

her, I

And Enid started waking, with her heart
'

All overshadow'd by the foolish dream,
And lo! it was her mother grasping herTo get her well awake; and in her handA suit of bright apparel, which she laid
l-lat on the couch, and spoke exultingly:

'See here, my child, how fresh the
colours look.

How fast they hold like colours of a shell
That keeps the wear and polish of the

wave.

Why not ? It never yet was worn, I trow •

ILook on it, child, and tell me if ye know
i

And Enid look'd. but all confused at
first,

Could scarce divide it from her foolish
dream :

Then suddenly she knew it and rejoiced.

W
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nd answer'd, * Yea, I know it
; your

good gift,

I So sadly lost on that unhappy night

;

J.

Your own good gift
!

' ' Yea, surely, ' said
:' the dame,

:;
' And gladly given again this happy

;
morn.

:
For when the jousts were ended yesterday,

; Went Yniol thro' the town, and every-

where

He found the sack and plunder of our

house

All scatter'd thro' the houses of the town
;

And gave command that all which once

was ours

Should now be ours again : and yester-eve,

While ye were talking sweetly with your

Prince,

Came one with this and laid it in my hand,

For love or fear, or seeking favour of us.

Because we have our earldom back again.

And yester-eve I would not tell you of it,

But kept it for a sweet surprise at morn.
Yea, truly is it not a sweet surprise ?

For I myself unwillingly have worn
^^y faded suit, as you, my child, have

yours.

And howsoever patient, Yniol his.

Ah, dear, he took me from a goodly house,

With store of rich apparel, sumptuous fare,

And page, and maid, and squire, and
seneschal.

And pastime both of hawk and hound, and
all

That appertains to noble maintenance.

Yea, and he brought me to a goodly house

;

But since our fortune slipt from sun to

shade.

And all thro' that young traitor, cruel need
Constrain'd us, but a better time has

come
;

So clothe yourself in this, that better fits

Ourmended fortunes and a Prince's bride :

For tho' ye won tl.e prize of fairest fair,

And tho' I heard him call you fairest fair.

Let never maiden think, however fair.

She is not fairer in new clothes than old.

And should some great court-lady say, the

Prince

Hath pick'd a ragged-robin from the

hedge,

And like a madman brought her to the

court.

Then were ye shamed, and, worse, might

shame the Prince

To whom we are beholden ; but I know.
When my dear child is set forth at her best,

That neither court nor country, tho' they

sought

Thro' all the provinces like those of old

That lighted on Queen Esther, has her

match.'

Here ceased the kindly mother out of

breath
;

And Enid listen'd brightening as she lay

;

Then, as the white and glittering star of

morn
Parts from a bank ofsnow, and by and by
Slips into golden cloud, the maiden rose.

And left her maiden couch, and robed

herself,

Help'd by the mother's careful hand and
eye,

Without a mirror, in the gorgeous gown ;

Who, after, turn'd her daughter round,

and said.

She never yet had seen her half so fair

;

And call'd her like that maiden in the tale.

Whom Gwydion made by glamour out of

flowers.

And sweeter than the bride of Cassivelaun,

Flur, for whose love the Roman Ca'sar

first

Invaded Britain, 'But we beat him back,

As this great Prince invaded us, and we,

I
I
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Not heat him back, but welcomed him
with joy.

And I can scarcely ride with yon to court
I' or old am I, and rough the ways ancl

wild
;

But Yniol goes, and I full oft shall dream
I see my princess as I see her now,
Clothed with my gift, and gay among the

gay.'

But while the women thus rejoiced,
Geraint

Woke where he slept in the high hall, and
call'd

For Enid, and when Yniol made report
Of that good mother making Enid gay
In such apparel as might well beseem
His princess, or indeed the stately Queen,He answer'd

:
' Earl, entreat her by my

love.

Albeit I give no reason but my wish.
That she ride with me in her faded silk '

Yniol with that hard message went ; it fell
Like flaws in summer laying lusty corn •

For Enid, all abash'd she knew not why
Dared not to glance at her good mother's

face,

But silently, in all obedience,
Her mother silent loo, nor helping her
Laid from her limbs the costly-broider'd

gift,

And robed them in her ancient suit again
And so descended. Never man rejoiced'
^rore than Geraint to greet her thus

attired

;

And glancing all at once as keenly at her
As careful robins eye the delver's toil,
Made her cheek burn and either eyelid

fall,
'

But rested with her sweet face satisfied
;Then seeingcloud upon the mother's brow,

Her by both liandshc caught, and sweetly
said,

'

'O my new mother, be not wroth or
grieved

At thy new son, for my petition to her.
^^hcn late I k-ft Caerieon, our great

Queen,
In words whose echo lasts, they were s<,

sweet,

-Made promise, that whatever bnde I
brought,

Herselfwouldclotheher likclhesunin
Heaven.

Thereafter, when Ireach'd thisruin'd hall
Beholding one so bright in dark estate

'

I vow d that could I gain her, our fair
Queen,

No hand but hers, should make your Enid
burst

Sunlike from cloud-and likewise thought i

perhaps,
|

That service done so graciously would !

bind
I

The two together; fain I would the two |Should love each other: how can E wd i

find
I

Anobkr friend? Another thought was \

mine
j j

I came among you here so suddenly, i

^r i. ?? ^'""' P'''^^"'^^ ''^ the lists '

Might well have served for proof that I
was loved,

I doubted whether daughter's tenderness.
Or easy nature, might not let itself
Be moulded by your wishes for her weal;Or whether some false sense in her own

self

or my contrasting brightness, overbore
Her fancy dwelling in this dusky hall •

And such a sense might make her long for
court

And all its perilous glories: and I
tliought.

That could I someway prove such force
in her
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,Link'd wUh such love for me, that at a

word

) (No reason given her) she could cast aside

( A splendour dear to women, new to her,

And tlicrefore dearer ; or if not so new.

Yet therefore tenfold dearer by the power

Of intermitted usage ; then I felt

Thai. I could rest, a rock in ebbs and

flows,

Fixt on her faith. Now, therefore, I do

rest,

A prophet certain of my prophecy,

That never shadow of mistrust can cross

Between us. Grant me pardon for my
thoughts :

And for my strange petition I will make
Amends hereafter by some gaudy-day,

When your fair child shall wear your costly

gift

Beside your own wann hearth, with, on

her knees,

Who knows? another gift of the high God,

Which, maybe, shall have learn'd to lisp

you thanks.'

He spoke : the mother smiled, but half

in tears,

Then brought a mantle down and wrapt

her in it,

And claspt and kiss'd her, and they rode

away.

Now thrice that morning Guinevere had

climb'd

TLe giant tower, from whose high crest,

they say.

Men saw the goodly hills of Somerset,

And while sails Hying on the yellow sea

;

But not to goodly hill or yellow sea

Look'd the fair Queen, but up the vale of

L'sk,

By the flat meadow, till she saw them

come

;

And then descending met them at the

gates.

Embraced her with all welcome as a

friend,

And did her honour as the Prince's bride,

And clothed her for her bridals like the

sun

;

And all that week was old Caerleon gay,

For by the l Is of Dubric, the high

saint,

They twain were wedded with all cere-

mony.

And this was on the last year's Whit-

suntide.

But Enid ever kept the faded silk,

Remembering how first be came on her,

Drest in that dress, and how he loved

her in it.

And all her foolish fears about the dress,

And all his journey toward her, as him-

self

Had told her, and their coming to the

court.

And now this morning when he said to

her,

' Put on your worst and meanest dress,'

she found

And took it, and array'd herself therein.

IT.

O purblind race of miserable men,

How many among us at this very hour

Do forge a life-long trouble for ourselves.

By taking true for false, or false for true

;

Here, thro' the feeble twilight ofthis world

Groping, how many, until we pass and

reach

That other, where we see as we are seen

!

So fared it with Geraint, who issuing

forth

eli i
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That morning, when they both had got
to horse,

Perhaps because he loved her passion-
ately,

And felt that tempest brooding round his
heart,

Which, if he spoke at all, would break
perforce

Upon a head so dear in thunder, said •

'Not at my side. I charge thee ride
before,

Ever a good way on before ; and this
I charge thee, on thy duty as a \\ife.

Whatever happens, not to speak to me,
No not a word ! and Enid was aghast

:

And forth they rode, but scarce three
paces on,

When crying out, 'Effeminate as I am,
I will not fight my way with gilded arms,
All shall be iron;' he loosed a mighty

purse,

Hung at his belt, and hurl'd it toward
the squire.

So the last sight that Enid had of home
Was all the marble threshold flashing,

strown

With gold and scatter'd coinage, and the
squire

Chafing his shoulder then he cried again.
To the wilds !

' and Enid leading down
the tracks

Thro' which he bade her lead him on,
they past

The marches, and by bandit-haunted
holds,

Gray swamps and pools, waste places of
the hern.

And wildernesses, perilous paths, they
rode :

Round was their pace at first, but
slacken'd soon ;

A stranger meeting them had surely
thought

They rodfc so slowly and they look'd so
pale,

That each had suffer'd some exceeding
wrong.

For he was ever saying to himself,
' O I tliat wasted time to tend upon her
lo compass her with sweet observances'
lo dress her beautifully and keep her

true '

—

And there he broke the sentence in his
heart

Abruptly, a.- a man upon his tongue
May break it, when his passion masters

him.

And she was ever praying the sweet
heavens

To save her dear lord whole from any
wound.

And ever in her mind she cast about !

For that unnoticed failing in herself,
|Which made him look so cloudy and so i

cold

;

Till the great plover's human whistle
amazed

Her heart, .-.nd glancing round the waste '

she fear'd

In every wavering brake an ambuscade
Then thought again, • If there be such in

me,

I might amend it by the grace of Heaven,
'

if he would only speak and tell me of it.

But when the fourth part of the day
was gone.

Then Enid was aware of three lall knights
On horseback, wholly arm'd, behind a rock
In shadow, waiting for them, caitiffs all •

And heard one crying to his fellow, i

'Look, '
i

Here comes a laggard hanging down his
head,

j

Who seems no bolder than a beaten i

hound
J
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Come, we will slay him and will have his

horse

And armour, and his damsel shall be

ours.
*

Then Enid ponder'd in her heart, and

said ;

' I will go back a little to my lord,

And I will tell him all their caitilT talk
;

For, be he wroth even to slaying mc,

Far liefer by his dear hand had 1 die.

Than thai my lord should suffer loss or

shame.'

Then she went back some paces of

return,

Met his full frown timidly firm, and said

;

' My lord, I saw three bandits liy the rock

Wailing to fall on you, and heard them

boast

That they would slay you, and possess

your horse

And armour, and your damsel should be

theirs.

'

He made a wrathful answer :
' Did I

wish

Your warning or your silence ? one com-

mand
I laid upon you, not to speak to me.

And thus ye keep it ! Well then, look

— for now.

Whether ye wish me victory or defeat,

Long for my life, or hunger for my death.

Yourself shall see my vigour is not lost.'

Then Enid waited pale and sorrowful,

And down upon him bare the bandit

three.

And at the midmost charging. Prince

Geraint

Drave the long spear a cubit thro' his

breast

And out beyond ; and then against his

brace

Of comrades, each of whom had broken

on him

A lance that splinter'd like an icicle,

t^wung from his brand a windy buffet out

Once, twice, to right, to left, and stunn'd

the twain

Or slew them, and dismounting like a man
That skins the wild beast after slaying

him,

Stript from tlic three dead wolves of

woman born

The three gay suits of armour which they

wore.

And let the bodies lie, but bound the suits

Of armour on their horses, each on each.

And tied the bridle-reins of all the three

Together, and said to her, * Drive them
on

Before you;' and she drove them thro'

the waste.

He follow'd nearer : ruth began to work
Against his anger in him, while he watcti'd

The being he loved best in all the world.

With difficulty in mild obedience

Driving them on : he fain had spoken to

her,

And loosed in words of sudden fire the

wrath

And smoulder'd wrong that burnt him all

within
;

But evermore it sec v.'d an easier thing

At once without remorse to strike her

dead.

Than to ciy 'Halt,' and to her own
bright face

Accuse her of the least immodesty :

And thus tongue-tied, it made him wrotli

the mere

That she could speak whom his own ear

had heard

n
< II
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He said, ' Ye take it, speaking,' and slie

spoke.

Call herself false : and suffering thus he
made

Minnies an age : but in scarce longer time
Than at Caerleon the full-tided Usk, < There lurk three villains yonder in theBefore he turn to fall seaward again, ^vood

/"""cr in mc

Pauses did Enid, keeping watch, behold And each of' them is wholly arm'd, andIn the first shallow shade of a deep wood,
|

one
Before a gloom of stubborn-shafted oaks,

i Is larger-liml,'d than you are, and they sa>Ihree other horsemen wa.fng, wholly That they will fall upon ^u while ye
,,.,

^™"'
I

pass.'
Whereof one seem'd far larger than her

lord.

And shook her pulses, crying, ' Look, a
prize !

Three horses and three goodly suits of
arms.

And all in charge of whom ? a girl : sot

on.'

' Nay,' said the second, 'yonder comes a
knight.'

The third, ' A craven j how he hangs his

head.'

The giant answer'd merrily, 'Yea, but
one?

Wait here, and when he passes fall upon
him.'

To which he flung a wrathful answer
back :

' And if there were an hundred in the
wood,

And every man were larger-limb'd than I,

And all at once should sally out upon me,'
I swear it would not ruffle me so much
As you that not obey me. Stand aside.
And if I fall, cleave to the better man,'

•f.%

And Enid ponder'd in her heart and
said,

' I will abide the coming of my lord.

And I will tell him all their villainy.

My lord is weary with the fight before.
And they will fall upon him unawares.
I needs must disobey hun for his good

;Mow should I dare obey him to his harm?
Needs must I speak, and tho' he kill me

for it,

I save a life dearer to me than mine.'

And she abode his coming, and said to

him

And Enid stood aside to wait the event,
Not dare to watch the combat, only

breathe

Short ,as of prayer, at every stroke a
breath.

And he, she dreaded most, bare down
upon him.

Aim'd at the helm, his lance err'd ; but
Gcraint's,

A little in the late encounter strain'd,
Struck thro' the bulky bandit's corselet

home.

And then brake short, and down his

enemy roll'd,

And there lay still ; as he that tells the
tale

Saw once a great piece of a promontory.
That had a sapling growing on it, slide
From the long shore-cliff's windy walls

to the beach,

speak?™""'
'""'"

'
'"'^"
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So lay the man Iransfixt. I lis craven pair

Of comrades, making slowlier at the

Prince,

When now they saw their bulwark fallen,

stood

;

On whom the victor, to confoimd them

more,

Spurr'd with his terrible war-cry ; for as

one.

That listens near a torrent mountain-

brook.

All thro' the crash of the near cataract

hears

The drumming thunder of the huger fall

At distance, were the soldiers wont to hear

llis voice in battle, and be kindled by it,

And foemen scared, like that false pair

who turn'd

Flying, but, overtaken, died the death

Themselves had wrought on many an

innocent.

Thereon Geraint, dismounting, pick'd

the lance

That pleased him best, and drew from

those dea^ wolves

Their three gay suits of armour, each from

each,

And bound them on their horses, each on

each,

And tied the bridle-reins of all the three

Together, and said to her, ' Drive them on

Before you,' and she drove them thro' the

wood.

He follow' d nearer still : the pain she

had

To keep them in the wild waysofthe wood,

Two sets of three laden with jingling

arms,

Together, served a little to disedge

The sharpness of that pain al^out her

heart :

And they themselves, like creatures gently

born

But into bad hands fall'n, and now so long

By bandits groom'd, prick'd their light

ears, and felt

Her low firm voice and lender government.

So thro' the green gloom of the wood

they past,

And issuing under open heavens beheld

A little town with towers, upon a rock.

And close beneath, a meadow gemlike

chased

In the brown wild, and mowers mowing

in it

:

And down a rocky pathway from the place

There came a fair-hair'd youth, that in

his hand

Bare victual for the mowers : and Geraint

Had ruth again on Enid looking pale :

Then, moving downward to the meadow
ground.

He, when the fair-hair'd youth came by

him, said,

' Friend, let her eat ; the damsel is so

faint.'

' Yea, willingly,' replied the youth ; 'and

thou,

My lord, eat also, tho' the fare is coarse,

And only meet for mowers ; ' then set

down
His basket, and dismounting on the sward

They let the horses graze, and ate them-

selves.

And Enid took a little delicately.

Less having stomach for it than desire

To close with her lord's pleasure ; but

Geraint

Ate all the mowers' victual unawares.

And when he found all empty, was

amazed
;

And 'Boy,' said he, 'I have eaten all,

but take

ail

^1
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A horse and arms for guerdon ; choose
the best,'

He, reddening in extremity of deliglit,

'My lord, you overpay me fifty-fold.'

' Ve will be all the wealthier,' cried the
Prince.

' I take it as free gift, then,' said the boy,
' Not guerdon

; for myself can easily,

While your good damsel rests, return,

and fetch

Fresh victual for these mowers of our
Earl

;

For these are his, and all the field is his.

And I myself am his ; and I will tell

him
How great a man thou art : he loves to

know
When men of mark are in his territory ;

And he will have thee to his palace here,
And serve thee costlier than with mowers'

fare.'

Then said Geraint, • I wish no better
fare :

I never ate with angrier apjietite

Than when I left you. mowers dinnerless.
And into no Earl's palace will I go.
I know, God knows, too much of

palaces !

And if he want me, let him come to me.
But hire us some fair chamber for the

night,

And stalling for the horses, and return
With victual for these men, and let us

know.

'

'Yea, my kind lord,' said the glad
youth, and went.

Held his head high, and thought himself
a knight,

And up the rocky pathway disappear'd.
Leading the horse, and they were left

alone.

But when the Trince had brought his

errant eyes

Home from the rock, sideways he let

them glance

At Enid, where she droopt : his own
false doom,

That shadow of mistrust should never
cross

Betwixt them, came upon him, and he
sigh'd

;

Then, with another humorous ruth
remark'd

The lusty mowers labouring dinnerless,
And watch'd the sun blaze on the turn-

ing scythe.

And after nodded sleepily in the heat.
But she, remembering her old ruin'd hall,

And all the windy clamour of the daws
About her hollow turret, pluck'd the

grass

There growing longest by the meadow's
edge,

And into many a listless annulet.
Now over, now beneath her marriage

rine.

Wove and unwove it, till the boy return "d

And told them of a chamber, and they
went

J
^

Where, after saying to her, ' If ye will, '

Call for the woman of the house,' to which
She answer'd, ' Thanks, my lord ; ' the

two remain'd

Apart by all the chamber's width, and
mute

As creatures voiceless thro' the fault of
j

birth,
I

Or two wild' men supporters of a shield,

Painted, who stare at open space, nor
glance

The one at other, parted by the shield. :

On a sudden, many a voice along the

street,

11
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Aiu' ''cel against the pavement echoing,

burst

Their drowse ; and cither started while

the doot,

I'ush'd from without, drave backward to

the wnll.

And midmost of a rout of roisterers,

I'tiirninely fair and dissolutely pale,

Her suitor in old years before (Icraint,

Enter'd, the wild lord of the place,

Limours.

lie moving up with pliant courtliness.

Greeted Geraint full face, l)Ut stealthily.

In the mid-warmth of welcome and graspt

hand.

Found Enid with the corner of his eye,

And knew her sitting sad and solitary.

Then cried Geraint for wine and goodly

cheer

To feed the sudden guest, and smnp-

tuously

According to his fashion, bad the host

Call in what men soever were his friends,

And feast with these in honour of their

Earl;

< And care not for the cost j the cost is

mine.'

And wine and food were brought, and

Earl Limours

Drank till he jested with all ease, and told

Free tales, and took the word and play'd

upon it.

And made it of two colours ; for his talk,

When wine and free companions kindled

him,

Was wont to glance and sparkle like a gem

Of fifty facets ; thus he moved the Prince

To laughter and his comrades to applause.

Then, when the Prince was merry, ask'd

Limours,

' Your leave, my lord, to cross the room,

and speak

To your good damsel there who sits apart,

And seems so lonely ? ' 'My free leave,'

he said ;

'Get her to speak : she doth not speak to

me.

'

Then rose Limours, and looking at his

feet,

Like him who tries the bridge he fears

may fail,

Crost and came near, lifted adoring eyes,

Bow'd at her side and utter'd whisper-

ingly :

' Enid, the pilot star of my lone life,

Enid, my early and my only love,

Enid, the loss of whom hath turn'd me

wild -
What chance is this ? how is it I see you

here ?

Ye are in my power at last, are in my

power.

Yet fear mc not : I call mine own self

wild,

I'jut keep a touch of sweet civility

Here in the heart of waste and wilderness.

I thought, but that your father came

between.

In former days you saw me favourably.

And if it were so do not keep it back :

Make me a little happier : let me know it :

Owe you me nothing for a life half-lost ?

Yea, yea, the whole dear debt of all you

are.

And, Enid, you and he, I see with joy.

Ye sit apart, you do not speak to him.

You come with no attendance, page or

maid,

To serve you—doth he love you as of old ?

For, call it lovers' quarrels, yet I know

Tho' men may bicker with the things they

love,

They would not make them laughable in

all eyes,

I

.t:
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Not while they loved them ; m,l your
wrcichcd dress,

A wretched insult on you, du-iibly speaks
\our story, that this man loves you no

more,

your beauty is no beauty to him now •

A common chance- right well I know it

-pall'd-
I'-or I know men : nor will ye win him

back.

For the man's love once gone never
returns.

IJut here is one who loves you as of old
;AV uh more exceeding passion than of old •

Oood, speak the word : my followers rin-^
him round :

''

He sits unarm'd
; I hold a finger up •

They understand: nay; I do not mean
blood :

Nor need ye look so scared at what I say •

My mahce is no deeper than a moat
No stronger than a wall : there is' the

keep
;

He shall not cross us more ; speak but
the word :

Or speak it not ; but then by Him that
made me

The one true lover whom you everown'd
I will make use of all the power I have

'

O pardon me ! the madness of that hour,When first I parted from thee, moves me
yet.

'

That breaks upon them perilously, and
said :

' Earl, if you love me as in former years
An.I do not practise on me, come wiill

morn,

And snatch me from him as by violence •

Leave me to-night : I am weary to the
death.'

Lowat leave-taking, with his brandish 'd

plume
Brushing his instep, bow'd the all-

amorous Earl,

And the stout Prince bad him a lou.l
good-night.

He moving homeward babbled to his menHow Enid ver loved a man but him '

xN or cared a broken egg-shell for her lord

At this the tender sound of his own
voice

And sweet self-pity, or the fancy of it,

Made his eye moist ; but Enid fear'd his
eyes.

Moist a. they were, wine-heated from the
feast

;

And answer'd with such craft as women
use,

Guilty or guiltless, to stave off a chance

But Enid left alone with Prince Gerainl
Debafng his command of silence given

'

Ana .hat she now perforce must violate i't

Held commune with herself, and while
she held

He fell asleep, and Enid had no heart
To wake him, but hung o'er him, wholly

pleased

To find him yet unwounded after fight
And hear him breathing low and equally
Anon she rose, and stepping lightly,

heap'd

The pieces of his armour in one place.
All to be there against a sudden need:
Then dozed awhile herself, but overtoil'dBy that day^-griefand travel, evermore
beem d catchmg at a rootless thorn, and

then

Went slipping down horrible precipices,And strongly striking out her limbs
awoke

;

Then thought she heard the wild Earl at
the door.
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r'ith all his rout of random followers, , Suddenly honest, answer'd in amaze,

ound on a dreadful trumpet, sununoning ' My lord, I scarce have spent the worth

her

;

j

of one !

'

[Vhich was the red cock shouting to the ' Yc will be all the wealthier,' said the

light,
I

Prince,

"A^ tlic gray dawn stole o'er the dewy And then to Enid, 'Forward ! and to-

world,
I

(lay

Ami glimmer'd on his armour in the room. I charge you, Enid, more especially,

, And once again she rose to look at it,
;

What tiling soever ye may hear, or see,

|(l>ut touch'd it unawares : jangling, the Or fancy (iho' 1 count it of small use

casque

iFell, and he started up and stared at her.

"Then breaking his command of silence

given, And Y.\\\A answer'd, 'Yea, my lord,

vShe told him all that Earl Limours had

'

I know
said,

I

Your wish, and would obey; but riding

Except the passage ihat he loved her not
;

|

first,

j' Kor left untold the craft herself had used ; I bear the violent threats you do not hear,

j5ul ended with apology so sweet,
1
1 see the danger which you cannot see ;

Low-spoken, and of so few words, and Then not to give you warning, that seems

To charge you) that ^e speak not but

obey.

'

seem'd
'• So justified by that necessity,

That tho' he thought ' was it for him she

wept

In Devon ?
' he but gave a wrathful groan.

Saying, ' Your sweet faces make good Seeing that yc are wedded to a man.

hard

;

Almost beyond me : yet I would obey.'

' Yea so,' said he, ' do it ; be not too

wise ;

fellows fools

And traitors. Call the host and bid him

bring

Charger and palfrey.' So she glided out

Among the heavy breathings of the house.

And like a household Spirit at the walls

Beat, till she woke the sleepers, and

rcturn'd :

Then tending her rough lord, tho' all

unask'd,

In silence, did him service as a squire
;

1 ill issuing arm'd he found the host and

cried,

\
' Thy reckoning, friend ?

' and ere he

learnt it, ' Take

Five horses and their armours ; ' and the

host,

Not all mismated with a yawning clown.

But one with arms to guard his head and

yours.

With eyes to find you out however far,

And ears to hear you even in his dreams.'

With that he turn'd and look'd as

keenly at her

As careful robins eye the delvcr's toil

;

And that within her, which a wanton fool.

Or hasty judger would have call'd her

guilt.

Made hercheek burn and either eyelid fall.

And Geraint look'd and was not satisfied.

Then forward by a way which, beaten

broad,

i

i

1
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Led from the territory of false Limours
To the waste earWorn of another carl,

Doorni, whom his shaking vassals call'd
the Ihill,

Went Enid with her sullen follower on.
Once she look'd back, and when she saw

him ride

More near by many a rood than ycster-
morn,

It wellnigh made her cheerful; im
Geraint

Waving an angry hand as who sliould
say

'Ye watch me,' sadden'd all l-.er heart
again.

But while the sun yet beat a dewy l,Iade
The sound of many a heavily-galloping

hoof

Smote on her ear, and turning round she
saw

PMSt, and the points of lances bicker in it.

Then not to disobey her lord's behest,
And yet to give him warning, for he rode
As if he heard not, moving back sJie held
IIv.. finger up, and pointed to the dust.
At which the warrior in his obstinacy,

'

Because she kept the letter of his word.
Was in a manner pleased, and turning,

stood.

And in the moment after, wild Limours,
Borne on a black horse, like a thunder-

cloud

Whose skirts are loosen'd by the breaking
storm,

I lalf ridden off with by the thing he rode,
And all in passion uttering a dry shriek,'
Dash'd on Geraint, who closed with him,

and bore

Down by the length of lance and arm
beyond

The CrUDner. nnH en lef* l^Jm -f, l'i
• •- "—^ mm 3tu:;n u cr
dead

And overthrew the next that follow'd him.

And blindly rush'd on all the rout behind.
But at the flash and motion of the man
They vanishM panic-stricken, likcasho.l
Of darting fish, that on a summer morn
Adown the crystal dykes at Camelot
Come slipping o'er their shadows on th

sand.

But if a man who stands upon the brink
But lift a shining hand against the sun.
There is not left the twinkle of a fin

Betwixt the cressy islets wliitc in flower •

So, scared but at the motion of the m,
Fled all the l)oon companions of the Ka, 1

And left him lying in the pulilic w.iy

;

So vanish friendships only made in wine.

Then like a stormy sunlight smiled
Geraint,

Who saw the chargers of the two that
fell

Start from their fallen lords, and wildly fly i

Mixt with the flyers. < Horse and man,' i

he said, '

' All of one mind and all right-honest
'

frii i;:|s !

Not a hoof left
: and I mcthinks till now

Was h .nest-paid with hces and with
arms

;

|

I ca. not steal or plunder, no nor beg •
I

And so what say ye, shall we strip him
'

there
I

Your lover ? has your palfrey heart enough !

To bear his armour? shall we fast, or
dine?

No?-thendothou, being right honest,
j

pray I

That we may meet the horsemen of Earl
|

Doorm,
I too would still be honest.' Thus he

said :

And sadly gazing on her bridle-reins,

j

And answering not one word, she led the '

I
way.
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But as a man to whom a dreadful loss

' Falls in a far land and he knows it not,

lUit coming back he learns it, and the loss

Si pains him that he sickens nigh to

death ;

So fared it with Clcraint, w ho being prick'd

In combat with the follower of Limours,

llk'd underneath his armour secretly,

And so rode on, nor told his gentle wife

Wliat ail'd him, hardly knowing it himself,

Till his eye darken'd and his helmet

wngg'd ;

And at a sudden swerving of the road,

Tho' happily down on a bank of grass,

The Prince, without a word, from his

horse fell.

And Enid heard ihe clashing of his fall.

Suddenly came, and at his side all pale

Dismounting, loosed the fastenings of his

arms.

Nor let her true hand falter nor blue eye

Moisten, till she had lightrd on his wound,

And tearing off her veil < 1 fadeil silk

Had bared her forehead to the blistering

sun.

And swathed the hurt that drain'd her

dear lord's life.

Then after all was done that hand could do.

She rested, and her desolation came

Upon her, and she wept beside the way.

And many past, but none regarded her,

For in that realm of lawless turbulence,

A woman weeping for her murder'd mate

Was cared asmuch for as a summer shower:

One took him for a victim of Earl Doorm,

Nor dared to waste a perilous pity on him :

Another hurrying past, a man-at-arms.

Rode on a mission to the bandit Earl

;

Ilaif whistling and half singing a coarse

song,

He drove the dust against her veilless eyes :

Another, flying from the wrath of Doorm
Before an cvor-fancicd arrow, made

The long way smoke beneath him in his

fear

;

At which her palfrey whinnying lifted heel.

And scour'd into the coppices and was lost,

While the great charger stood, grieved

like a man.

But at the point of noon the huge Earl

Doorm,

Broad-faced with under-fringe of russet

beard,

Bound on a foray, rolling eyes of prey,

Came riding with a hundred lances up;

But ere he came, like one that hails a ship,

Cried out with a big voice, ' What, is he

dead?'
' No, no, not dead !

' she answer'd in all

haste.

• Would some of your kind people take

him up,

And bear him hence out of this cruel sun ?

Most sure am I, quite sure, he is not dead.

'

Then said Earl Doorm :
' Well, if he be

not dead,

Why wail ye for him thus ? ye seem a child.

And be he dead, I count you for a fool

;

Your wailing will not quicken him : dead

or not.

Ye mar a comely face with idiot tears.

Yet, since the face wcon\ely—some ofyou,

Here, take him up, and bear him to our

hall:

An if he live, we will have him of our

band

;

And if he die, why earth has earth enough

To hide him. See ye take the charger too,

A noble one.'

He spake, and past away,

But left two brawny spearmen, who
advanced,

E E

i
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Each growling like a dog, when his good
bone

Seems to be pluck'd at by the village boys
\\ ho love to vex him eating, and he fears
1 o lose his bone, and lays his foot upon it,Gnawing and growling

: so the ruffians
growl'd,

Fearing to lose, and all for a dead man
Ineir chanrp of 1-,/A^f,. r_ .1
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That he might prove her to the utter
most,

And say to his own heart,
« She ween,

for me,

'

'

Their cTiance of booty from th^mlS's Th^'H/" 'I ^f^^
'ifternoon returu'd

raid.
"°™'"S ^ ^^«

'^"f
E«l Doorm with plunder to th,

Yet raised and laid him on a litter-bier IT!« i .

Suchastheybroughtupontheirlays
'ut l.T'"''''

^°"°-'^^ ^"- vvi„,

Forthose^th^mi,,
.^ wounded

! laid Kaeh h^lmVdown . heap of things th.

'^^^^^^!^:^^h^ -e.ent, east his lance
(His gentle charger following him unled] And doff'd IV i, ,And cast him and the bier in which he lay ID^- ^'^"^

'
''>"^' '^'^' 'here

Down on an oaken settle in the hall H.in ,
,'!

'"'

And then departed, hot in histe to join ftitt
'''''''"^\'^'' with dilated eyes,

Their luckier mates, but growling as t^rT'"'/''''^^''^ '" "^^">''^»es

before. ^ ^ ^' M^''^' '"'"gi^d with the spearmen •

and
And cursing their lost time, and the dead Struck wkll f1°"^ . .man, "'\''^''\'^ '^"'^^s haft hard against the
And their own Earl, and their own soul. And call'dtfl , ^ •and her. ' "" '^'^^ ^ f"r "esh and wine to feed his
They might as well have blest her • ci,«L ,

'^^^'^•

was deaf
''''' ^''

' '^'\^^^ ^^n brought in whole hogs .nd
To blessing or to cursing save from one. And airtheln''"' r

„ ^'f
'^^^ W'ls dim with steam of

So for long hours sat Enid by her lord An^
•

LT "''' ''"' P^ip'i ^s^^ T^^^^^^ ""'' but all sat down

And chafinghispale hands, and calling to Fe"edl' jtt"'''
'" ^'^ ""'^^^ J^^".

him. ^

"It
^""'''^ when you hear them

Till at the last hewaken'd from his swoon T;n rr , '

And found his own dear bride proZJ^ f'' ^r^^
^^ back into herself,

his head.
propping To shun the wild ways of the lawlcs
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Then he remcmber'd her, and how she
wept J

And out of her there came a power upon
him

;

And rising on the sudden he said, ' Eat

!

I never yet beheld a thing so pale.

God's curse, it makes me mad to see you
weep.

Eat! Look yourself. Good ^ k had
your good man,

For were I dead who is it would weep
for me ?

Sweet lady, never since I first drew breath
Have I beheld a lily like yourself.

And so there lived some colour in your
cheek,

There is not one among my gentlewomen
Were fit to wear your slipper for a glove.

But listen to me, and by me be ruled,

And I will do the thing I have not done,
For ye shall share my earldom with me, girl,

And we will live like two birds in one
nest,

And I will fetch you forage from all fields,

For I compel all creatures to my will.

'

419

They hated her, who took no thought of
them.

But answer'd in low voice, her meek head
yet

Drooping, 'I pray you of your courtesy,
He being as he is, to let me be.'

She spal'f) so low he hardly heard her
speak.

But like a mighty patron, satisfied

With what himselfhad done so graciously,
Assumed that she had thank'd him, add-

ing, 'Yea,

Eat and be glad, for I account you mine.'

She answer'd meekly, < How should I
be glad

Henceforth in all the world at anything.
Until my lord arise and look upon me ?

'

He spoke ; the brawny spearman let

his cheek

Bulge with the unswallow'd piece, and
turning stared

;

While some, whose souls the old serpent
long had drawn

Down, as the worm draws in the wither'd

leaf

And makes it earth, hiss'd each at other's

ear

What shall not be recorded—women they,
Women, or what had been those gracious

things,

But now desired the humbling of their

best,

Yea, would have help'd him to it : and
all at once

Here the huge Earl cried out upon her
talk.

As all but empty heart and weariness
And sickly nothing

; suddenly seized on
her.

And bare her by main violence to the
board.

And thrust the dish before her, crvine
'Eat.'

^'

' No, no,' said Enid, vext, ' I will not
cat

Till yonder man upon the bier arise,

And eat with me.' 'Drink, then,' he
answer'd. 'Here!'

(And fill'd a horn with wine and held it

to her,)

' Lo
! I, myself, when flush'd with fight,

or hot,

God's curse, with anger— often I my-
self,

Before I well have drunken, scarce can
eat

:

\
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Drink therefore and the wine will change
your will.'

^^
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hiir'"''
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''''''/ ^ '^^^'^ gneft enough

:

\Z
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Dame, to be gentle than ungentle with
you;

Take my salute,' unknightly with flat

hand,

However lightly, smote her on the cheek.

Then Enid, in her utter helplessness,
And since she thought, ' He had not dared

to do it,

Except he surely knew my lord was
dead,'

Sent forth a sudden sharp and bitter cry,
As of a wild tiling taken in the trap.
Which s -

^

)• c trapper coming thro' the

421

You thought me sleeping, but I heard you
say,

I heard you say, that you were no true
wife

:

I swear I will not ask your meaning in it

:

I do believe yourself against yourself,
And will henceforward rather die than

doubt.'

This heard Geraint, and grasping at his
sword,

(It lay beside him in the hollow shield),
Made but a single bound, and with 'a

sweep of it

Shore thro' the swarthy neck, and like a
ball

The russet-bearded head roU'd on the
floor.

So died Earl Doorm by him he counted
dead.

And all the men and women in the hall
'

Rose \\hen they saw the dead man rise
and fled

'

Yelling as from a spectre, and the two
Were left alone together, and he said :

' Enid, I have used you worse than that
dead man

;

Done you more wrong : we both have
undergone

That trouble which has left me thrice
your own

:

Henceforward I will rather die than doubt.And here I lay this penance on myself.
-ot, tho mme own ears heard you yester-

morn

—

And Enid could not say one tender word.
She felt so blunt and stupid at the heart •

She only pray'd him, 'Fly, they will return
And slay you

; fly, your charger is without,
My palfrey lost. ' .' Then, Enid, shall you

ride

Behindme.' 'Yea, 'said Enid, 'ietusgo.'
And moving out they found the stately

horse.

Who now no more a vassal to the thief
But free to stretch his limbs in lawful fitjht
Neigh'd with all gladness as they came,'

and stoop'd

With a low whinny toward the pair : and
she

Kiss'd the white star upon his noble f ont,
Glad also

; then Geraint upon the horse
Mounted, and reach'd a hand, and on his

foot

She set her own and climb'd; he turn'd
his face

And kiss'd her climbing, and she cast her
arms

About him, and at once they rode away.

And never yet, since high in ParadiseO er the four rivers the first roses blew
Came purer pleasure unto mortal kind
Than lived thro' her, who in that perilous

hour

Put hand to hand beneath her husband's
heart

And felt him hers again : she did not weep.
But o er her meek eyes came a happy mist

I.:!
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Like that which kept the heart of Eden
green

Before the useful trouble of the rain :

Yet not so misty were her meek bU:e eyes

As not to see before them on the path,

Right in the gateway of the bandit hold,

A knight of Arthur's court, who laid his

lance

In rest, and made as if to fall upon him.

Then, fearing for his hurt and loss ofblood,

Sh», with her mind all full of what had
chanced,

Shriek'd to the stranger ' Slay not a dead

man !

'

* The voice of Enid,' said the knight ; but

she,

""holding it was Edyrn son of Nudd,
Was moved so much the more, and

shriek'd again,

' O cousin, slay not him who gave you life.

'

And Edyrn moving frankly forward spake :

' My lord Geraint, I greet you with all

!ove

;

I took yon for a bandit knight of Doorm

;

And fear not, Enid, I should fall upon him.

Who love you, Prince, with something of

ihe love

Wherewith we love the Heaven that

chastens us.

For once, when I was up so high in pride

That I was halfway down the slope to

Hell,

By overthrowii-,g me you threw me higher.

Now, made a knight of Arthurs Table

Round,

And since I knew this Earl, when I myself
Was half a bandit in my lawless hour,

I come the mouthpiece of our King to

Doorm
(The King is close behind me) bidding him
Disband himself, and scatter all hispowers.

Submit, and hear the judgment of the

King.'

'He hears the judgment of the King of

kings,'

Cried the wan Prince; 'and lo, the

powers of Doorm
Are scatter'd,' and he pointed to the field,

Where, huddled here and there on mound
and knoll.

Were men and women staring and aghast,

While some yet fled ; and then he piainlier

told

How the huge Earl lay slain within his

hall.

But when the knight liesought him,
' Follow me.

Prince, to the camp, and in the King's

own ear

Speak what has chanced ; ye surely have
endured

Strange chances here alone ;
' that other

flush'd,

And hung his head, and halted in reply.

Fearing the mild face of the blameless

King,

And after madness acted question ask'd :

Till Edyrn crying, ' If ye will not go
To Arthur, 'hen will Arthur come to you,'

'Enough,' he said, 'I follow,' and they

went.

But Enid in their going had two fears.

One from the bandit scatter'd in the field,

And one from Edyrn. Every now and

then,

When Edyrn rein'd his charger at her side,

She shrank a little. In a hollow land.

From which old fires have broken, men
may fear

Fresh fire and ruin. He, perceiving, said

;

' Fair and dear cousin, you that most

had cause

To fear me, fear no longer, I am changed.

Yourself were first the blameless cause to

. make
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My nature's prideful sparkle in the blood

Break into furious flame ; being repulsed

By Yniol and yourself, I schemed and

wrought

Until I overturn'd him ; then set up

(With one main purpose ever at my heart)

My haughty jousts, and took a paramour

;

Did her mock-honour as the fairest fair.

And, toppling over all antagonism.

So wax'd in pride, that I believed myself

Unconquerable, for I was wellnigh mad :

And. but for my main purpose in these

jousts,

I should have slain your father, seized

yourself.

I lived in hope that sometime you would

come

To these my lists with him whom best you

loved ;

And there, poor cousin, with your meek

blue eyes,

The truest eyes that ever answer'd I leaven,

Behold me o\erturn and trample on him.

Then, had you cried, or knelt, or pr.iy'd

to me,

I should not less have kill'd him. And

you came,—
But once you came,—and with yom- own

true eyes

Beheld the man you loved (I speak as one

Speaks of a service done him) overthrow

My proud self, and my purpose three

}Tars old,

And sei his foot upon me, and give me

life.

There was I broken down ; there was I

saved :

Tho' thence I rode all-shamed, hating the

life

He gave me, meaning to be rid of it.

And all the penance the Queen laid upon

me
Was but to rest awhile within her court

;

Where first as sullen as a beast new-caged,

And waiting to be treated like a wolf,

Because I knew my deeds were known, I

found.

Instead of scornful pity or pure scorn,

Such fine reserve and noble reticence,

Maniprs so kind, yet stately, such a grace

Of tenderest courtesy, that I began

To glance behind me at my former life,

And find that it had been the wolf's

indeed :

And oft I talk'd with Dubric, the high

saint,

Who, with mild heat of holy oratoiy,

Subdued me somcvhat to that gentlenesss

Which, when it weds with manhood,

makes a man.

And you were often thereabout the Queen,

But saw me not, or mark'd not if you

saw

;

Nor did I care or dare to speak with you.

But kept myself aloof till I was changed

;

And fear not, cousin ; I am changed

indeed.

'

He spoke, and Enid easily believed,

Like simple noble natures, credulous

Of what they long for, good in friend or

foe,

There most in those who most have done

them ill.

And when they reach'd the camp the

King himself

Advanced to greet them, and beholding

her

Tho' pale, yet happy, ask'd her not a

word.

But went apart with Edyrn, whom he held

In converse for a little, and return'd,

And, gravely smiling, lifted her from

horse.

And kiss'd her with all pureness, brother-

like,

\
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Or guilty, which for bribe had wink'd at

wrong,

And in their chairs set up a stronger race

With hearts and hands, and sent a thou-

sand men
To till the wastes, and moving everywhere

Clear'd the dark places and let in the law.

And broke the bandit holds and cleansed

the land.

Then, when Geraint was whole again,

they past

With Arthur to Caerleon upon Usk.
There tlie great Queen once more em-

braced her friend,

And clothed her in appartl like the day.

And tho' Geraint could never take again

That comfort from their converse which
he took

Before the Queen's fair name was breathed

upon,

He rested well content that all was well.

Thence after tarryingfor a space they rode.

And fifty knights rode with them to the

shores

Of Severn, and they past to their own
land.

And there he kept the justice of the King
So vigorously yet mildly, that all hearts

Applauded, and the spiteful whisper died:

And being ever foremost in the chase.

And victor at the tilt and tournament,

They call'd him the great Prince and man
of men.

But Enid, whom the ladies loved to call

Enid the Fair, a grateful people named
Enid the Good ; and in their halls arose

The cry of cliildren, Enids and Geraints

Of times to be ; nor did he doubt her more.
But rested in her fealty, till he crown'd
A happy life with a fair death, and fell

Against the heathen of the Northern Sea
In battle, fighting for the blameless King.

MERLIN AND VIVIEN

A STORM was coming, but the winds
were still.

And in the wild woods of Broceiiande,

Before an oak, so hollow, huge and old

It look'd a tower of ruin'd masonwork,
At Merlin's feet the wily Vivien lay.

Whence came she ? One that bare in

bitter grudge

The scorn of Arthur and his Table, Mark
The Cornish King, had heard a wandering

voice,

A minstrel of Caerleon by strong storm
Blown into shelter at Tintagil, say

That out of naked knightlike purity

Sir Lancelot worshipt no unmarried girl

But the great Queen herself, fought in her

name,

Sware by her—vows like theirs, that high
in heaven

Love most, but neither marry, nor are

given

In marriage, angels of our Lord's report.

lie ceased, and then—for Vivien
sweetly said

(She sat beside the banquet nearest Mark),
' And is the fair example follow'd. Sir,

In Arthur's household?'—answer'd inno-
cently ;

'Ay, by some few—ay, truly—youtlis
that hold

It more beseems the perfect virgin knight
To worship woman as true wife beyond
All hopes of gaining, than as maiden girl.

They place their pride in Lancelot and
the Queen.

Sc passionate for an utter purity
Beyond the limit of their bond, are these,
For Arthur bound them not to singleness.

k\
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Brave hearts and clean I and yet—God
guide them—young.

'

Then Mark was half in heart to luirl

his cii])

Straight at tlie speaker, but forbore : he
rose

To leave the hall, and, Vivien following

him,

Turn'd to her : 'Here are snakes within
the grass

;

And you methinks, O Vivien, save ye fear
The monkish manhood, and the mask of

pure

Worn by this court, can stir them till they
sting.

'

If I were Arthur, I would have thy blood.
Thy blessing, stainless King ! I bring

thee back,

When I have ferreted out their burrow-
ings,

The hearts of all this Order in mine
hand

—

Ay—so that fate and craft and folly close,

Perchance, one curl of Arthur's golden
beard.

To me this narrow grizzled fork of thine
IscIeaner-fashion'd-Well, I loved thee

first,

That warps the wit.'

And Vivien answer'd, smiling scorn-

fully,

Why fear? because that foster'd at thy
court

I savour of tliy—virtues ? fear tlicm ? no.
As Love, if Love be perfect, casts out fear,

So Hate, if Hate be perfect, casts out fear.

My fatlier died in battle against tlie King,
My mother on his corpse in open field

;

She bore me there, for born from death
was I

Loud laugh'd the graceless Mark, :

But Vivien, into Camelot stealing, lodged
'

Low in the city, and on a festal day
When Guinevere was crossing the great I

hall
I

Cast herself down, knelt to the Queen,
and wail'd.

|

I

' Why kneel ye there ? What evil have '

ye wrought ?

Rise !' and the damsel bidden rise arose '

And stood with folded hands and down-
ward eyes

Among the dead and sown upon the Of glancing corner, and all meekly said
wind—

And then on thee ! and shown the truth

betimes,

That old true filtli, and bottom of the well,
Where Truth is hidden. Gracious lessons

thine

And maxims of the mud ! " This Arthur
pure !

Great Nature thro' the flesh herself hath
made

Gives him the lie ! There is no being

pure.

My cher\ib; saith not Holy Writ the

same?"

—

'None wrought, but suffer'd much, .nn
!

orphan maid ! 1

My father died in battle for thy King, 1

My mother on his corpse—in open field,
I

The sad sea-sounding wastes ofLyonesse— i

\Poor wretch—no friend !—and now by
Mark the King

For that small charm of feature mine,
pursued

—

If any such be mine-1 fly to thee.

Save, saveme thou—Woman ofwomen-
thine

The wreath of beauty, thine the crown of
power.
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Be thine the balm of pity, O Heaven's

own white

Earth-angel, stainless bride of stainless

King-
Help, for he follows ! take me to thyself

!

yield me shelter for mine innocency

Among thy maidens !

'

Here her slow sweet eyes

Fear-tremulous, but humbly hopeful, rose

Fixt on her hearer's, while tlie Queen

who stood

All glittering like May sunshine on May
leaves

In green and gold, and plumed with green

replied,

'Peace, child ! of overpraise and over-

blame

We choose the last. Our noble Arthur,

him

Ye scarce can overpraise, will hear .md

know.

N.ay—we believe all evil of thy Mark

—

Well, we shall test thee farther ; but this

hour

We ride a-hawking with Sir Lancelot.

He hath given us a fair falcon which he

train'd
;

We go to prove it. Bide ye here the

v/hile.

'

She past ; and Vivien murmur'd after

'Go !

1 bide the while.' Then thro' the portal-

arch

Peering askance, and muttering broken-

wise,

As one that labours with an evil dream.
Beheld the Queen and Lancelot get to

horse.

• Is that the Lancelot ? goodly —ay, but

gaunt

:

Courteous—amends for gauntness—takes

her hand

—

That glance of theirs, but for the street,

had been

A clinging kiss—how hand lingers in

hand !

Ix-'t go at last !—they ride away—to hawk
For waterfowl. Royaller game is mine.

For such a supersensual sensual bond

As that gray cricket chirpt of at our

hearth

—

Touch flax with flame—a glance will serve

—the liars !

Ah little rat that borest in the dyke

Thy hole by night to let the boundless deep

Down upon far-off cities while they

dance

—

Or dream—of thee they dream'd not

—

nor of me
These— ay, but each of either : ride, and

dream

The mortal dream that never yet was
mine

—

Ride, ride and dream until ye wake—to

me !

Then, narrow court and lubber King,

farewell

!

For Lancelot will be gracious to the rat,

And our wise Queen, if knowing that I

know,

Will hate, loathe, fear—but honour me
the more.'

Yet while they rode together down the

plain,

Their talk was all of train ing. terms of art.

Diet and seeling, jesses, leash and lure.

' She is too noble ' ht. said ' to check at

pies.

Nor will she rake : there is no baseness

in her.

'

Here when the Queen demanded as by

chance

il
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' Know ye the stranger woman ? ' « Let
her be,'

Said Lancelot and unliooded casting off
The goodly falcon free; she ZverM JW n ^ v'

^''''"' '^'^'"^

hcrbelLs,
^°'''' '^ 'p^""'^' f«'" ^'^ve wrought upon his cloud;her bells,

Tone under tone, shrill'd
; and they lifted

up
Their eager faces, wondering; at the

strength,

Of some corruption crept among his
knights.

Had met her, \ivien, being greeted fair,

mood
With reverent eyes mock-loyal, sliaken

voice,

And flutter'd adoration, and at last
NVilh dark sweet hints of some whoBoldness and royal knighthood ofthe bird I nri, ^ u-Who poanced her quarry and slew it TH

''"'^"','^"" '""''=

Many a time "T^""
''^^ ^''""''' Pri'^e him most; at

' which the KingAs once-of old-among the flowers-
they rode.

Had gazed upon her blankly and gone by •

But one had watch'd, and had not held

watch'd ^
'

"'^' ^^''' ^ '!'^" should attempt the blameless

And whisper.
=
thro' the peace.l court And .^^., ^he set herself to gain

And vd,isper'd
:
then as Arthur in the

''

ifmer^
^'"'°"' ""'" °^ "" '''"''

Leaven'/ the world, so Vivien in ^.e ''"''" art"'
^"''' ''" ""^' °^ "" *^^''

lowest, iff . . '

Arriving at a time of golden rest.
"

''!\ ^'' ^^'"S: his havens, ships,
|

And sowing one ill hint from ear to ear \Vn, oi n ,'

While all the heathen lay at Art;;;':S te^av?' ' "' '""^ ^'^ ^''^"^

And no^que. came, but all was Joust and The peopieSIl'd him Wizard
; whom at

Leave^v^^his hall. They heard and let She p,a;:;about with slight and sprightly i

talk.

Thereafter as an enemy that has left

^""^ '''"'•' ""'^''' ^""^ f^intly-venom'd
i

Bcath i„^,H„ „.„, „„.„, .„, ,,J„, .„Sr.„„.„, ,„. ,„, ^,,„^
Thewi„VW.„s.o,e.o„A„h».3c„„„.
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'n crept among his

n, being greeted fair,

>iight upon his cloudy

mock-loyal, shaken

on, and at last
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idlier moods, the

r petulance, and

unloveable, and

kitten ; thus he

Tolerant of what he half disdain'd, and
she,

Perceiving that she was but half disdain'd,

Began to break her sports with graver fits.

Turn rc'l or pale, would often when they

met

Sit;h fully, or all-silent gaze upon him
With such a fixt devotion, that the old

man,

Tho' doubtful, felt the flatteiy, and at

times

Would flatter his own wish in age for love,

And half believe her true : for thus at

times

He waver'd ; but that other clung to him,

Fixt in her will, and so the seasons went.

Then fell on Merlin a great melancholy

;

He walk'd with dreams and darkness, and

he found

A doom that ever poised itself to fall.

An ever-moaning battle in the mist,

World-war of dying flesh against the life,

Death in all life and lying in all love,

The meanest having power upon the

highest,

And the high purpijse broken by the

worm.

So leaving Arthur's court he gain'd the

beach
;

There found a little boat, and slept into

it;

And Vivien foUow'd, but he mark'd her

not.

She took the helm and he the sail ; the

boat

Drave with a sudden wind across the
deeps.

And touching Breton sands, they dis-

cmbark'd,

And then she follow'd Merlin all the way,
Ev'n to the wild woods of Broceliande.

For Merlin once had told her of a charm.
The which if any wrought on anyone
With woven paces and with waving arms,

The man so \t. rought on ever seem'd to lie

Closed in the four walls of a hollow tower.

From which was no escape for evermore

;

And none could find that man for ever-

more,

Xor could he see but him who wrought
the charm

Coming and going, and he lay as dead
And lost to life and use and name and

fame.

And Vivien ever sought to work the

charm

Upon the great Enchanter of the Time,
As fancying that her glory would be great

According to his greatness whom she

quench'd.

There lay she all her length and kiss'd

his feet,

As if in deepest reverence and in love,

A twist of gold was roUhd her hair ; a
robe

Ofsamite without price, that more exprest
Than hid her, clung about her lissome

limbs,

In colour like the satin-shining palm
On sallows in the windy gleams of March :

And while she kiss'd them, crying,
' Trample me,

Dear feet, that I have follow'd thro' the
world,

And I will pay you worship ; tread me
down

And I will kiss you for it
;

' he was mute :

So dark a forethought roU'd about his

brain.

As on a dull day in an Ocean cave
The blind -.vave feeling round his long

sea-hall

In silence : wherefore, when she lifted up
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A face of sad aj peal, and spake and said,

' O Merlin, do ye love me ?
' and again,

' O Merlin, do ye love me ?
' and once

more,

'Great Master, do ye love me?' he was

mule.

And lissome Vivien, holding by his heel.

Writhed toward him, slided up his knee

and sat.

Behind his ankle twined her hollow feet

Together, curved an arm about his neck.

Clung like a snake ; and letting her left

hand

Droop from his mighty shoulder, as a leaf,

Made with her right a comb of pearl to

part

The lists of such a beard as youth gone out

Had left in ashes : then he spoke and said.

Not looking at her, ' Who are wise in love

Love most, say least,' and Vivien answer'd

quick,

' I saw the little elf-god eyeless once

In Arthur's arras hall at Camelot :

But neither eyes nor tongue—O stupid

child !

Yet you are wise who say it ; let me think

Silence is wisdom : I am silent then,

And ask no kiss ; ' then adding all at once,

'And lo, I clothe myself with wisdom,'

drew

The vast and shaggy mantle of his beard

Across her neck and bosom to her knee.

And call'd herself a gilded summer fly

Caught in a great old tyrant spider's web.

Who meant to eat her up in that wild

wood
Without one word. So Vivien call'd

herself.

But rather seem'd a lovely baleful star

Veil'd in gray vapour ; till he sadly

smiled :

' To what request for what strange boon,'

he said,

' Are these your pretty tricks and fooleries,

Vivien, the preamble ? yet my thanks,

For these have broken up my melancholy.

'

And Vi\ ien answer'd smiling saucily,

' What, O my Master, have ye found

your voice ?

1 bid the stranger welcome. Thanks at

last !

But yesterday you never opcn'd lip,

Except in ed to drink : no cup had we ;

In mine ^jww lady \ alms I cull'd the

spring

That gather'd trickling dropwise from the

cleft.

And made a pretty cup of both my hands

And offer'd you it kneeling : then you

drank

And knew no more, nor gave me one

l)Oor word
;

O no more thanks than might a goat have

given

With no more sign of reverence than a

beard.

And when we halted at that other well,

And I was faint to swooning, and you lay

Foot-gilt with all the blossom-dust nf

those

Deei) meadows w-e had traversed, did you 1

know \

'

That Vivien bathed your feet before her

own ?

And yet no thanks : and all thro' this wild
\

wood
And all this morning when I fondled you :

Boon, ay, there was a boon, one not so

strange

—

How had I wrong'd you ? surely ye are

wise.

But such a silence is more wise than kind,'

And Merlin lock'd his hand in hers and

said :

i
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'0 did ye never lie upon the shore,

And watch the curl'd white of the coming

wave

Glass'd in the slippery sand before it

brc.iks ?

Ev'n such a wave, but not so pleasurable,

Darkinlheglassof some presagcful mood,

Had I for three d.iys seen, ready to fall.

And then I rose and fled fron^ vrthm';;

court

And sec, yourself have own'd ye did nu

wrong.

The people call you prophet : let it be :

But not of those that can expound them-

selves.

Take Vivien for expounder ; she will call

That tliree-daysdong prcsageful gloom of

yours

No presage, but the same mistrustful mood

^That makes you seem less noble than

To break the mood. You f 11<
'

' d mc yourself,

imask'd ;
1

' Vhenever I have nsk'd this very boon.

And when I look'd, and saw yov. 'Ml-- Now ask'd pgain : fur see you not, dear

ing still.

My mind involved yourself the nearest

thing

In that mind-mist : for shall I tell you

truth ?

You seem'd that wave about to break upon

me
And sweep me from my hold upon the

world.

My use and name and fame. Your pardon,

child.

Your pretty sports have brighten'd all

again.

And ask your boon, for boon I owe you

thrice.

Once for wrong done you by confusion,next

For thanks it seems till now neglected, last

love,

That such a mood as that, which lately

gloom 'd

Your fancy when ye sawme following you,

Must make me fear still more you are not

mine.

Must make me yearn still mure to prove

you mine.

And make me wiiih still more to learn

this charm

Of woven paces and of waving hands,

As proof of trust. O Merlin, teach it me.

The charm so taught will charm us both

to rest.

For, grant me some slight power upon

your fate,

I, feeling that you felt me worthy trust.

For these your dainty gambols : wherefore Should rest and let you rest, knowing ycu

ask ;

And take this boon so stiange and not so

strange.'

And Vivien answer'd smiling mourn-

fully :

' O not so strange as my long asking it.

Not yet so strange as you yourself are

strange.

Nor half so strange as that dark mood of

yours.

I ever fear'd ye were not wholly mine ;

mme.

And therefore be as great as ye are named.

Not muffled round with selfish reticence.

How hard you look and how denyingly !

O, if you think this wickedness in me.

That I should prove it on you unawares.

That makes me passing wrathful ; then

our bond

Had best be loosed for ever : but think

or not.

By Heaven that hears I tell you the clean

truth,
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As clean as blood of babes, as white as

n-.:ik :

O Merlin, may this earth, if ever I,

If these unwitty wandering wits of mine,
Ev'n in the jumbled rubbish of a dream,
Have tript on such conjectural treachery-
May this hard earth cleave to the Nadir

hell

Down, down, and close again, and nip
me flat.

If I be such a traitress. Yield my boon.
Till which I scarce can yield you all I am

;

And grant my re-reiterated wish.

The great proof of your love : because 1

1

think,
j

Hcvvcver wise, ye hardly know me yet.'

And Merlin loosed his hand from hers
and said,

' I never was less wise, however wise,

Too curious Vivien, tho' you talk of trust.

Than when I told you first of such a
charm.

Yea, if ye talk of trust I tell you this.

Too much I trusted when I told you that,

And stirr'd this vice in you which ruin'd

man
Thro' woman the first hour ; for howsoe'er
In children a great curiousness be well.

Who have to learn themselves and all the

world,

In you, that are no child, for still I find

Your face is practised wh-;n I spell the
lines,

I call it,— well, I will -ot call it vice :

But since you name yourself the summer
fly,

I well could wish a cobweb for the gnat,
ThatseHles, beaten back, and beaten back
Settles, till one could yield for weariness

:

But since I will not yield to give you power
Upon ;y life and use and name and fame,
Why will ye never ask some other boon ?

And Merlin look'd and half believed
her true.

So tender was her voice, so fair her face,

So sweetly gleam'd her eyes behind her
tears

Like sunlight on the plain behind a
shower :

And yet heanswer'd half indignantly :

Yea, by God's rood, I trusted you. too
much.

'

And Vivien, like the tendcrest-heartcd

maid

That ever bided tryst at village stile,

Made answer, either eyelid wet with tears :

'Nay, Master, be not wrathful with your
maid

;

Caress her : let her feel herself forgiven
Who feels no heart to ask another boon.
I think ye hardly know the tender rhyme

I

Of " trust me not at all or all in all."

I heard the great Sir Lancelot sing it once,
And it shall answer for me. Listen to it.'

" In Love, if Love be Love, if Love
be ours,

Faith and unfaith can ne'er be equal
powers :

Unfaith in aught is want of faith in all.

"It is the little rift within the lute,

That by and by will make the music mute.
And ever widening slowly silence all.

"The little rift within the lover's lute
Or little pitted speck in garner'd fruit,

That rotting inward slowly moulders all.

" It is not worth the keeping : let it go :

But shall it ? answer, darling, answer, no.
And trust me not at all or all in all."

O Master, do ye love my tender rhyme ?'

i

I
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'Far other was the song that once I

heard

By this huge oak, sung nearly where we sit

:

For here we met, some ten or twelve of us,

To chase a creature that was current then

In these wild v^foods, the hart with golden

horns.

It was the time when first the question

rose

About the founding of a Table Round,

That was to be, for love of God and men
And noble deeds, the flower of all the

world.

And each incited each to noble deeds.

And while we waited, one, the youngest

of us,

We could not keep him silent, out he

flash'd,

And into such a song, such fire for fame,

Such trumpet-blowings in it, coming down
To such a stern and iron-clashing close.

That when he stopt we long'd to hurl

together.

And should have done it ; but the beau-

teous beast

Scared by the noise upstarted at our feet,

And like a silver shadow slipt away

Thro' the dim land ; and all day long we

rode

Thro' the dim land against a rushing wind,

That glorious roundel echoing in our ears,

And chased the flashes of his golden horns

Until they vanish'd by the fairy well

That laughs at iron—as our warriors did

—

Where children cast their pins and nails,

and cry,

"Laugh, little well 1 " but touch it with

a sword.

It buzzes fiercely round the point ; and

there

We lost him : such a noble song was that,

liut, Vivien, when you sang me that sweet

rhyme,

I felt as tho' you knew this cursed charm.

Were proving it on me, and that I lay

And felt them slowly ebbing, name and

fame,

'

And Vivien answer'd smiling mourn'

fully :

' O mine have eW 'd away for evermore,

And all thro' foiiowing you to this wild

wood,

Because I saw you sad, to comfort you.

Lo now, what hearts have men ! they

never mount

As high as u nan in her selfless mood.

And touching fame, howe'er ye scorn my
song,

Take one verse more—the lady speaks it

— this .

' " My name, once mine, now thine, is

closelier mine,

For fame, could fame be mine, that fame

were thine,

And shame, could shame be thine, that

shame were mine.

So trust me not at all or all in all."

' Says she not well ? and there is more

—this rhyme

Is like the fair pearl-necklace of the

Queen,

That burst in dancing, and the pearls

were spilt

;

Some lost, some stolen, some as relics

kept.

But nevermore the same two sister pearls

Ran down the silken thread to kiss each

other

On her white neck—so is it with this

rhyme ;

It lives dispersedly in many hands.

And every minstrel sings it difierently :

Yet is there one true line, the pearl of

pearls :

F F
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"Man dreams of Fame while woman
wakes to love."

Yea ! Love, tho' Love were of the gross-

est, carves

A portion from the solid present, eats
And uses, careless of the rest ; but Fame,
The Fame that follows death is nothing to

us ;

And what is Fame in life but half-disfame.
And counterchanged with darkness? ye

yourself

Know well that Envy calls you Devil's

son,

/;'": since ye seem the Master of all Art,
They fain would make you Master of all

vice.

'

And Merlin lock'd hishc.nd in hers and
said,

' I once was looking for a magic weed,
And found a fair young squire who sat

alone.

Had carved himself a knightly shield of
wood,

And then was painting on it fancied arms.
Azure, an Eagle rising or, the Sun
In dexter chief; the scroll "I follow

fame.

"

And speaking not, but leaning over him,
I took his brush and blotted out the bird.
And made a Gardener putting in a graff.
With this for motto, "Rather use than

fair "

You should have seen him blush; but
afterwards

He made a stalwart knight. O Vivien,

Too prurient for a proof against the grain
Of him ye say ye love : but Fame with men,
Beirg but ampler means to serve man-

kind,

Should have small rest or pleasure in

herself.

But work as vassal to the larger love.
That dwarfs the petty love of one to one.
Use gave me Fame at first, and Fame

again

Increasing gave me use. Lo, there my
boon !

What other? for men sought to prove me
vile.

Because I fain ha-l given them greater
i

wits

:

i

And then did Envy call me Devil's son : !

The sick weak beast seeking to help !

herself
i

By striking at her better, miss'd, and !

brought
I

Her own claw back, and wounded her
!

own heart.
i

Sweet were the days when I was all un-
\

known,
!

But when my name was lifted up, the
storm I

Brake on the mountain and I cared net
'

for it.
I

Right well know I that Fame is half-
\

disfamc.

Yet needs must work my work. That
other fame.

To one at least, who hath not childrcp,
vague.

The cackle of the unborn about the graveFo,,™^..,M„.s,„„ .Hin. ,ou ,„,.„., c^^T^VL'"^''r.^rr^Twell

;

For me, I love you somewhat ; rest : and
Love

Should have some rest and pleasure in

himself,

Not ever be too curious for a boon,

^\hlch is the second in a line of stars
That seem a sword beneath a belt of three,
I never gazed upon it but I dreamt
Of some vast charm concluded in that star
To make fame nothing. Wherefore, if I

fear,
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Giving you i)ower upon me thro' this

charm.

That you might play me falsely, having

power,

However well ye think ye love me now
(As sons of kings loving in pupilage

Have turn'd lo tyrants when they came
to power)

I rather dread the loss of use than fame
;

Ifyou—andnot so much from wickedness,
As some wild turn of anger, or a mood
Of overslrain'd aflection, it m.ay be,

To keep me all to your own self,—or else

A sudden spurt of wonan's jealousy,

—

Should try this charm on whom ye say ye
love.'

43S

And Vivien answer'd smiling as in

wrath ;

'Have I not sworn? I am not trusted.

Good !

Well, hide it, hide it ; I shall find it out;

And being found take heed of Vivien.

A woman and not trusted, doubtless I

Might feel some sudden turn of anger born
Of your mibfaith ; and your fine epilhei.

Is accurate too, for this full love of mine
Without the full heart back may merit well

Vour term of overslrain'd. So used as I,

My daily wonder is, I love at all.

And as lo woman's jealousy, O why not ?

to what end, except a jealous one.

And one to make me jealous if I love.

Was this fair charm invented by yourself?

1 well believe that all about this world
Ye cage a buxom captive here and there,

Closed in the four walls of a hollow tower
From which is no escape for evermore.'

Then the great Master merrily answer'd
her :

' Full many a love in loving youth was
mine

;

I needed then no charm to keep them mine
But youth and love ; and that full heart

of yours

Whereof ye prattle, may now assure you
mine

;

So live uncharm'd. For those who
wrought It first,

The wrist is parted from the hand that

waved.

The feel unmortised from their ankle-

bones

Who paced it, ages back : but will ye hear
The legend as in guerdon for your rhyme?

' There lived a king in the most East'^rn

East,

Less old than I, yet older, for my blood
Hath earnest in it of far springs to be,

A tawny pirate anchor'd in his port,

Whose bark had plunder'd twenty name-
less isles

;

And passing one, at the high peep of
dawn.

He saw two cities in a thousand boats
All fighting for a woman on the sea.

And pushing his black craft among them
all,

He lightly scatter'd theirs and brought
her off,

With loss of half his people arrow-slain
;

A maid so smooth, so white, so wonderful.
They said a light came from her when she

moved :

And since the pirate would not yield her

^up,

The King impaled him for his piracy

;

Then made her Queen : but those isle-

nurtured eyes

Waged such unwilling tho' successful war
On all the youth, they sicken'd ; councils

thinn'd,

And armies waned, for magnet-like she

drew
F F a
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The rustiest iron of old fighters' hearts
;

And beasts themselves would worship
;

camels knelt

Unbidden, and the brutes of mountain
back

That carry kings in castles, bow'd black
knees

Of homage, ringing with their serjjent

hands,

To make her smile, her golden ankle-bells.

What wonder, being jealous, that he sent
His horns of proclamation out thro' all

The hundred under-kingdoms that he
sway'd

To find a wizard who might teach the King
Some charm, which being wrought upon

the Queen
Might keep her all his o ,vn : to such a one
He promised more than ever king has

given,

A league ofmountain full ofgolden mines,
A province with a hundred miles of coa.-Jt,

A palace and a princess, all for him :

But on all those who tried and fail'd, the
King

Pronounced a dismal sentence, meaninji
by It

To keep the list low and pretenders back.
Or like a king, not to be trifled with—
Their heads should moulder on the city

gates.

And many tried and I'ail'd, because the
charm

Of nature in her overbore their own :

And many a wizard brow bleach'd on the
walls :

And many weeks a troop c»fcarrion crows
Hung like a cloud above the gateway

lowers.

'

The lady never made unwilling war
With those fine eyes : she had her pleasure

in it,

And made her good man jealous w'th
good cause.

And lived there neither dame nor damsel
then

Wroth at a lover's loss ? were all as tame,
I mean, as nc ble, as their Queen was fair ?
Not one to flirt a venom at her eyes,
Or pinch a murderous dust into her drink,
Or make her paler with a poison'd rose ?

Well, those were not our days : but did
they find

\

A wizard ? Tell me, was he like to thee ?

'

She ceased, and made her lithe arm
round his neck

Tighten, and then drew back, and let her
'1 .^S

Speak t ner, glowing on him, like a
I .ae's

On hernewlord, her own, the first of men.

And Vivien breaking in upon him, said :

'I sit and gather honey ; yet, mcthinks,

He answer'd laughing, ' Nay, not like

to me.

At last they found—his foragers for

charms

—

A little glassy-headed hairless man,
Who lived alone in a great wild on grass;
Read but one book, and ever reading

grew
So grated down and filed away with

thought.

So lean his eyes were monstrous ; while
the .''

Clung but .0 ru -nd basket, ribs and
spiiie.

And since he Kept his mind on one sole

aim,

Nor r^v^r tcach'd fierce wine, nor tasted

flesh,
Thy tongue has tript a little : ask thyself,

j
Nor own'd a sensual wish, to him the wall
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That sunders ghosts and shadow-casting
men

Became a crystal, and he saw them thro' it,

And heard their voices talk behind the
wall,

And learnt their elemental secrets, powers
And forces ; often o'er the sun's bright eye
Drew the vast eyelid of an inky cloud.
And lash'd it at the base with slanting

storm
;

Or in the noon of mist and driving rain,

Wlicn the lake whiten'd and the pincwood
roar'd.

And the cairnM mountain was a shadow,
sunn'd

Tlie world to peace again : here was the
man.

And so by force they dragg'd him to the
King.

And then he taught the King to charm
the Queen

In such-wise, that no man could see her
more.

Nor saw she save the King, who wrought
the charm,

Coming and going, and she lay as dead.
And lost all use of life : but when the King
Made proffer ofthc league of golden minest
The province with a hundred miles ofcoast,
The palace and the princess, that old man
Went back to his olci wild, and lived on

grass,

And vanish'd, and his book came down
to me.

'

And whelm all this beneath as vast a
mound

As after furious battle turfs the slain

On some wild down above the windy deep,
I yet should strike upon a sudden means
To dig, pick, open, find and read the

charm :

Then, if I tried it, who should blame me
then ?

'

And smiling as a master smiles at one
That is not of his scu.cl, nor any school
But that where blind and naked Ignorance
Delivers brawling judgments, unashamed,
On all things all day long, heanswcr'd her :

And Vivien answer'd smiling saucily :

' Ve have the book : the charm is written
in it :

Good : take my counsel : let me know it

at once :

For keep it like a puzzle chest m chest.
With each chest lock'd and padlock'd

thirty-fold,
j

' Thou read the book, my pretty Vivien !

O ay, it is but twenty pages long.

But every j- h-.ving an ample marge.
And every marge enclosing in the midst
A square of text that looks a little blot.
The text no larger than the limbs of fleas

;

And every square of text an awful charm'
Writ in a language that has long gone by.
So long, that mountains have arisen since
With cities on their flanks—thou read the

book !

And every margin bi,r;bbled, crost, and
cramm'd

With comment, densest condensation, hard
To mind and eye ; but the long sleepless

nights

Of my long life have maae it easy to me.
And none can read the text, not even I

;

And none can read the comment l>iu

myself;

And in the comment did I find the charm.
O, the results are simple ; a mere child
Might use it to the harm of anyone.
And never could undo it : ask no more :

For tho' ynu should not prove it upon mc.
But keep that oath ye sware, ye might,

perchance.

K •

J
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Assay it on some one ofthe Table Roiinfl I tk,,, ~T7T
~

'

Anaallboc,„sc,-cd,.,,„ thcy b^S i,"Sc
"' ''"'^' ' '""'»'

And^Vivta,, frowning :„ ,„,e „„,,,-„„„ ,;;.;";„,
,„,,, ^.__ ^^___^,^^,^ ^^_^^^_

His kinsman travelling on his own affair

.'rongs !

They si- '.vish knife in meat and wine in
urn !

They 1;.M.n(l to Loly vows of chastity '

Wero I not won;an, I could tell a tale.
But you are man, you well can understand
Ihe shame that cannot be explain'd for

shame.

Not one of all the drove should touch me
swine !

'

^^as charged by Valence to bring home
the child.

He br-ught, not found it therefore
: take

the truth.'

O ay, said Vivien, « overtrue a tale.
What say ye then to sweet Sir Sagramore,
Ihat ardei.i man? <'to pluck the flower

in st;i;;on,"

Then answer'd Merlin careless of herlo^Mastl^ritwe'^SV-
'^"°*"^^^^

words : Z,
'*^'*^''^*^' ^'^=1^^ we call hnn overquick

,

'You breathe but accusation vast and "I.It r
°''" ""'"'' '°'' ^'^'''' '^'

vague,

Spleen-born, I think, and proofless If An.i at ,•^
^' ^"^ -^^crlm answer'd, 'Overquick artye know,

Set up the chargeye know, to stand or fall
!'

And Vivien answer'd frowning wrath-
fully

:

'O ay, what say yc to Sir Valence, him
Whose kinsman left him watcher o'er his

wife

And two fair babes, and went to distant
lands

;

Was one year gone, and on returning
found

Not two but three? there lay the reckhng, lAndTrk"- fel'thefVl' '"'J"''
'°"'

one ^'
I

f;,
'^^ ^^^' '"'^ sculptured ornament

Ai^^ I
,

. n round it made it seem his
O-iVu;

And At rn-d out made for the couch and

thou

To catch a loathly plume fall'n from the
wing

Of that foul bird of rapine whose whole
prey

Is man's good name : he never wrong'd
his bride.

I know the tale. An angry gust of wind
luffdout his torch among the myriad-

room 'd

And many
^ idor'd complexities

Of Arthur :e: then he found a door,

Butonehou. ,: 1 What said the happy
sire i^

'
^^

A seven-months' babe had been a truer gift
Those twelve sweet moons confused his

fatherhood.

'

•
j*

'T
A stainieb£...noeside a stainless maid;

J

And either..,:.;, .r, nor knew of other there;
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Till the high dawn piercing the royal rose

In Arthur's casement glimmer'd chastely

down,

Blushing upon them blushing, and at once

He rose without a word and parted from
her:

But when the thing was blazed about the

court,

The brute world howling forced them into

bonds.

And as it chanced they are happy, being

pure,'

'O ay,' said Vivien, 'that were likely

too.

What say ye then to fair Sir Percivale

And of the horrid foulness that he wrought.
The saintly youth, the spotless lamb of

Christ,

Or some black wether of St. Satan's fold.

What, in the precincts of the chapel-yard.

Among the knightly brasses of the graves,

And by the cold Hie Jacets of the dead !

'

And Merlin answer'd careless of her

charge,

' A sober man is Percivale and pure

;

But once in life was fluster'd with new
wine.

Then paced for coolness in the chapel-

yard;

Where one of Satan's shepherdesses caught
And meant to stamp him with her master's

mark;

And that he sinn'd is not believable
;

For, look upon his face !—but ifhe sinn'd,

The sin that practice burns into the blood.

And not the one dark hour which brings

remorse.

Will brand us, after, of whose fold we be :

Or else were he, the holy king, whose
hymns

Are chanted in the minster, worse than all.

'

But is your spleen froth'd out, or have ye
more ?

'

And Vivien answer'd frowning yet in

wrath

:

' O ay ; what say ye to Sir Lancelot, friend

Traitor or true? that commerce with the

Queen,

I ask you, is it clamour'd by the child.

Or whisper'd in the corner? do ye know
it?'

To which he answer'd sadly, ' Vea, I

know it.

Sir Lancelot went ambassador, at first.

To fetch her, and she watch'd him from
her walls.

A rumour runs, she took him for the King,
So fixt her fancy on him : let them be.

But have ye no one word of loyal praise

For Arthur, blameless King and stainless

man ?

'

She answer'd with a low and chuckling
laugh

:

' Man ! is he man at all, who knows and
winks ?

Sees what his fair bride is and does, and
winks ?

By which the good King means to blind

himself.

And blindshimselfand all theTable Round
To all the foulness that they work. Myself
Could call him (were it not forwomanhood)
The pretty, popular name such manhood

earns.

Could call him the main cause of all their

crime

;

Yea, were he not crown'd King, coward,
and fool.'

Then Merlin to his own heart, loathing,

said

:
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'O true nnd tender! O my lietre arnlUiTT""!
',

~

King

!

^ ^ """''
I

^^^ ^'^^"^^ 'he scar of some repulse with
O selfless man and stainless gentlemat. T «,.ii /'r

'
,

Who wouklst against thineown eylri ness BeTni r"
^^e tempted them and failVl.

fain
>^>^'tness. Being so b.tter: for fine plots may fail,

Have all men true and leal, all women Wn, 'I ''^'r'u
'.^''"'"''^ '''^^^"^^ '"^'^^

pure;
'

''"jl'^°'°"'-softhe heart that are not theirs

How, in the mouths of base interpreters T ^^' ^" ^""^"^
' "'"'^ ^"'^'^^ of

From over-fineness not intcllicible
' v n™^^

I
o things with every sense as false and foul ' ZTtT'"'"'

'""^ ^'''^^'''' ""'' '^' «^'»^-
As the poach'd filth that floods the middle

I

^' '""'" '°"'' '^"' "^°«' ™PU'e a
street,

|

crime

^l^r:l'!.'''^?^-P"'^^'^-selves,
Is thy white blamelessness accounted

blame !

'

But Vivien, deeming Merlin overborne
liy instance, recommenced, and let her

tongue

VVn„.' .1
""fuic inemseives,W.g the mental range; or low desir^Not to feel lowest makes them level all •

^ ea, they would pare the mountain to the
plam,

To leave an equal baseness; and in this
Are harlots like the crowd, that if they find

Rage l.ke a fire among the noblest names W A 'i

' "°'"^' '^""^ '^ '^ey find
Polluting, and imjnuing her whole self Lv

'

" "^ ^^'"'''^ '" ^ "^'"'^ °f "ote,
Defaming and dof..cing, till she left

'
gr'eving that their greatest are so

Not even Lancelot brave, nor Galahad Inflate ''Ilf'' ,

clean.
-'"Mnllate themselves with some

delight,

"«-o., H.. ,s.e „*„ ..„ *e r,i*:':-i,;™:tt::::i^'2
He dragg'd^his eyebrow bushes down,

|

* ^'''^ crown'd with spiritual

insane

and made
A snowy penthouse for his hollow eyes
And mutter'd in himself, 'Tell /u-r the

charm

!

So, if she had it, would she rail on me

And touching other worlds. I am weary
of her.' '

He spoke in words part heard, in
whispers part.To snare the next, and if she have it not rt.If
T'P'\'P^''>

So will she rail. What did thewa^n sav^ il "''''.''" '^^

"Notmountashigh;" wescarcecansink ' '"-y--ter'd fleece of throat and
as low: L .""•

For men at most difl-eras Heaven and earth
^'^'^n- gathering somewhat of his

..now,He xa.. Ko„H „, «»,3 or U„n^1, ...„„ o„ „. .„ ,„„
All brave, and many generous, and some Stiff as aTiner fro..n t .»,

chaste. „ 7 ^ ^'Per Irozen
; loathsome sight,

I How from the rosy lips of life and love

All-
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Flash'd the bare-grinning skeleton of
death 1

White was her cheek ; sharp breaths of
anger pufT'd

Her fairy nostril out; her hand half-

clench'd

Went faltering sideways downward to her
i belt,

And feeling ; had she found a dagger there
(For in a wink the false love turns to

hate)

She would have slabb'd him; but she
found it not :

His eye was calm, and suddenly she took
To bitter wcei)ing like a beaten child,

A long, long \veei)lng, not consolable.

Then her false voice made way, broken
with sobs :

' O crueller than was ever told in tale,

Or sung in song ! O vainly lavish'd love !

O cruel, there was nothing wild or strange,

Or seeming shameful—for what shame in

love,

So love be true, and not as yours is—
nothing

Poor Vivien had not done to win his trust

Who call'd her what he call'd her—all

her crime,

All—all—the wish to prove him wholly
hers.'

I should have found in him a greater
heart.

O, I, that flattering my true passion, saw
The knights, the court, the King, dark

in your light,

Who loved to make men darker than they
are,

Because of that high pleasure which I

had

To seat you sole upon my pedestal

Of worship—I am answer'd, and hence-
forth

The course of life that seem'd so flowery
to me

With you for guide and master, only you,
Becomes the sea-cliff pathway broken

short.

And ending in a ruin—nothing \A,
But into some low cave to crawl, and

there.

If the wolf spare me, weep my life awuy,
Kill'd with inutterable unkindliness.'

^.%

She mused a little, and then clapt her
hands

Together with a wailing shriek, and said:
' Stabb'd through the heart's affections to

the heart !

Seethed lile the kid in its own mother's
nil I'- I

Kill'd ^
:,''. u word worse than a life of

blows !

I thought that he was gentle, being great

:

O God, that I had loved a smaller man !

She paused, she turn'd away, she hung
her head,

The snake of gold slid from her hair, the
braid

Slipt and uncoil'd itself, she wept afresh,

And the dark wood grew darker toward
the storm

In silence, while his anger sloiiy died
Within him, till he let his wiscl,.;ii go
For ease of heart, and half believed her

true :

Call'd her to shelter in the hollow oak,
'Come from the storm,' and having no

reply.

Gazed at the heaving shoulder, and the

face

Hand-hidden, as for utmost grief or
shame

;

Then thrice essay'd, by tenderest-touching

terms,

J' f

.'f
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T. sicek^ho, „,o,oc, .-e-^7~;;;~|^r;;;::„„K,,
„,,,,, ,.,,„;n^;;^

At last she let herself be conquer'cl bv him,
And as the cageling new!- '

,, , _, ^^.p-'

The seemhig-injiired simple-hearted thini^
Came to her old perch back, and settled

there.

There while she sat, half-falling from his
knees,

Ilalf-nestled at his heart, and since he saw
The slow tear creep from her closed eyelid

j

yet, I

About her, more in kindness than in love,
The gentle wizard cast a shielding arm.

'

l^ut shedislink'd hoi-sclf at once and rose,
Her arms upon her breast -.cross, and

stood,

A virtuous gentlewoman deeply wrong'd
Upright and flush'd before him : then she

said :

' There must be now no passages of love

But ere I leave thee let me swear once
more

Tli-t if T schemed against thy pe.ace in
this,

May yon just heaven, that darkc.. o'er
me, send

One flash, that, missing all things else
may make

My scheming brain a cinder, if I lie.'

Scarce had she ceased, when out (;,

heaven a bolt

(For now the storm was close above them)
struck,

Furrowing a giant oak, and javelinin <

NNuh darted s..,., and splinters of i!,,
wood

The dark earth round. He raised In.
eyes and saw

The tree that shone white-listed thro' the
gloom.

Betwixt us twain henceforward evermore- 7i„, A" r •

Since, if I be what I am ,rossly caU'd
, I 'oS

"^ ^''''" ^''^ ^'^^^'^ ^^'^'

What should be granted wiiich your own i And dazzled Iw fl.. r •

t
« , •

gross heart
;

.
'^^"'^l by the hvid-flickering fork,

Would re
.

,.an worM, the tak, ^ ? I will I and'cln^^f
'^' ''''"'"^'

'"S -^^acks

In trutO^t one thing now-better have 'ol^:ih!":t:r^^:^^
Thrice than have .ask'd it on.e-could

"'^
TirndL'-""^

'""""' '"^^'^'

make me stay— ,*„ i „, , ,
'

That proofof trust-so often ^
: \l in\ "r!gL "

'''"' ^^^"'''^°' '" ^''

•

vain !

How justly, after that vi' m of yours P^ ^
,

''"' ^''^'"'' '" ^'' '""g''^

I find with grief
! I mi I '^^ "' "'^

l.^^"
''^ ""^^' ^^^ ^^4'^

Who l^^s ? once more. Lo 1 what wasfc^jl^^^^'iifj^;^-^ ^^ ^^ ^onch

once to me c^
"'vj,ayer ...tours, like an opal warm d,

Mere matter of the fancy, no- had. grown tl^^'
'""'''" '^""« '^^^'•'^^

S^Z:; ^'^y °^!^-^ -'^ ^^-
I
She shook from fear, and for her fault s,

Nor yet forgot hei jn-actice in her fright,
'

,

•L>Ut wrOUr'lf lli>r.n hU ,. 1 ... , , .. I

My fate or follj-, passing

gently of me, for I fear

gayer youlli

wept

j

Ofpetulancy; shecall'd him lord and liV^(
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Iler seer, her bard, her silver star of eve.

Her God, her Merlin, the one passionate

love

Of her whole life ; and ever overhead

IJellow'd the tempest, and the rotten

branch

Snapt in the rushing of the river-rain

Above them ; and in change of (jlare and
gloom

Her eyes and neck glittering went and
came

;

Till now the storm, its burst of passion

spent,

^^oa^ing and calling out of other lands.

Had left the ravaged woodland yet once
more

To peace ; and what should not have been

had been.

For Merlin, overtalk'd and overworn.

Had yielded, told her all the charm, and
slept.

1, in one moment, she put forth

the 'harm

Of woven paces and of waving hands.

And in the hollow oak he lay as dead.

And lost to life and use and name and
fame.

Then crying ' I have made his gli iry

mine,'

And ;'irieking out 'O fool !
' the harlot

leapt

Adown the forest, and the thicket closed

Behind her, and the forest echo'd ' fool.

'

LANCELOT AND ELALNE.

Elaine the fair, Elaine th( loveable,

Elaine, the lily maid c ': Asi .>lat.

Which first she placed where morning's

earliest ray

Mij^ht strike it, and awake her with the

gleam
;

Then fearing rust or smlure fashion'd for it

A case of silk, and braided thereupon
All the devices blazon'd on the shield

In their own tinct, and added of her wit,

A border fantasy of branch and flower,

And yellow-throated nestling in the nest.

Nor rested thus content, but day by day,

Leaving her household and good father,

climb'd

That eastern tower, and entering barr'd

her door,

Stript off the case, and read the naked
sliield.

Now guess'd a hidden meaning in his

arms.

Now made a pretty history to herself

Of every dint a sword Lad beaten in if,

And eveiy scratch a lance had made
upon it.

Conjecturing when and where : this cut

is fresh
;

That ten years back ; this dealt him at

Caerlyle
;

That at Caerlc"'- ; ihi-i at Camelot :

And ah God's luercy, wjipt a stroke was
there

!

And here a thmst that might have kill'd,

but God
Broke the strong lance, and roll'd his

enemy down,
And saved him so she lived in fantasy.

How came the lily maid by that good
shield

Of Lancelot, she that knew not ev'n his!name ?

He left it with her, when he rode to tilt

For the great diamond in the diamond
jousts,

aiamona

'm
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Which Arthur had ordain'... ar,d by .hat Pluckd fro. .hecrown;^;;^^;;;;:;;;;:;name
Had named them, since a diamond was

the pri^c.

Tor Arthur, long before they crown'd
him King,

Roving the trackless realms of Lyonnesse,
Had found ."i glen, gray boulder and black

tarn.

A horror lived about the tarn, and clave
I.ike its own mists to all the mountain

side :

For here two brothers, one a king, had
met

And fought together; but their names
were lost

;

And each had slain his brother at a blow
;And down they fell and made the glen

abhorr'd
:

And there they lay till all their bones
were blcachV!,

And lichen'd into colour with the crags :

And he, that once was king, had on a
crown

Of diamonds, one in front, and four aside.
And Arthur came, and labouring up the

pas?;,

All in a misty moonshine, unawares
ilad trodden that crown'd skeleton, and

the skull

Brake from the nape, and from the skull
the crown

Roird into light, and turning on its rims
I'"led like a glittering rivulet to the tarn :

And down the shingly scaur he plunged,
and caught,

And set it on his head, and in his heart
Heard murmurs, 'Lo, thou likewise shall

be King.' I

to his knights.

Saying, 'These jewels, whereupon I
chanced

Divinely, are ilie kingdom's, not the
King's

—

I

For public use
: henceforward let there be

Once every year, a joust for one of these' '

I' or so by nine years' proof wc needs
must learn

Which is our mightiest, and ourselves
shall grow

In use of arms and manhood, till we drive1 """v-uiive
Ihe heathen, who, some say, shall rule

the land

Hereafter, which God hinder.' Thus he
spoke :

And eight years past, eight jousts had
been, and still

Had Lancelot won the diamond of the
year.

With purpose to present them to the
Queen,

;

When all were won ; but meaning all at
once

To snare her royal fancy with a boon '

Worth half her realm, had never spoken
word.

i

Now for the central diamond and the
last

And largest, Arthur, holding then his
court

Hard on the river nigh the place which
now

Is this world's hugest, let proclaim a joust
At Camclot, and when the time drew nif?h
'Spake (for she had been sick) to

Guinevere,

'Are you so sick, my Queen, you cannot

Thereafter, when a Kine. he had tl— 'Tr. fk- r • •

gems
^ ^^

i

^°
*^'-"''

f^"' J'^"->1«
?

' * Yea, lord, ' she
said, 'ye know it.'
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'Then will ye miss,' he answer'd, 'the

great deeds

Of LancL'iot, and his prowjss in the lists,

A sight ye love to look on.' And the

Queen
Lifted her eyes, and they dwelt languidly

On Lancelot, where he stood beside the

King.

He thinking that he read her meaning
there,

'Stay •with me, I am sick; my love is

more

Than many diamonds,' yielded ; and a

heart

Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen
(However much he yearn'd to make

complete

The tale of diamonds for his destined

boon)

Urged him to speak against the truth,

and say,

' Sir King, mme ancient wound is hardly

whole,

And lets me from the saddle ; ' and the

King

Glanced first at him, then her, and went
his way.

No sooner gone than suddenly she began :

•To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot,

much to blame !

Why go ye not to these fair jousts ? the

knights

Are half of them ouv enemies, and the

crowd

Will murmur, "Lo the sh-mieless ones,

who take

Their pastime now the trustful King is

gone !
"

'

Then Lancelot vext at having lied in vain :

' Are ye so wise ? ye were not once so wise,

My Queen, that summer, when ye loved

me first.

Then of the crowd ye took no more
account

Than of the myriad cricket of the meal.
When its own voice clings to each LLidc

of grass.

And every voice is nothing. As to

knights,

'I'hcm surely can I silence with all ease.

Hut now my loyal worship is allow'd

Of all men : many a bard, without

offence,

Has link'd our names together in his lay,

Lancelot, the flower of bravery, Guine-

vere,

The pearl of beauty : and our knights at

feast

Have pledged us in this union, while the

King

Would listen smiling. How then? is

there more ?

Has Arthur spoken aught ? or would
yourself,

Now weary of my service and devoir,

Henceforth be truer to your faultless lord?'

She broke into a little scornful laugh :

' Arthur, my lord, Arthur, the faultless

King,

That passionate perfection, my good
lord--

But who can gaze upon the Sun in heaven?
He never spake word of reproach to me,
He never had a glimpse of mine untruth,

He cares not for me : only here to-day

There gleam'd a vague suspicion in his

eyes :

Some meddling rogue has tamper'd with
him—else

Rapt in this fancy of his Table Round,
And swearing men to vows impossible.

To make them like himself ; but, friend,

to me
He is all fault who hath no fault at all :
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For who loves me must have a touch of

earth

;

The low sun makes the colour : I am yours,

Not Arthur's, as ye know, save by the

bond.

And therefore hear my words : go to tlie

jousts :

The tiny-trumpelinfr gnat can break our
dream

When sweetest
; and the vermin voices here

May buzz so loud—we scorn them, but
they sting.'

Then answer'd Lancelot, the chief of
knights :

'And with what face, after my pretext

made,

Shall I appear, O Queen, at Camelot, I

Before a King who honours his own word,
As if it were his God's ?

'

' Yea,' said the Queen,
' A moral child without the craft to rule,

Else had he not lost me : but listen to me,
If I must find you wit : we hear it said

That men go down before your s-^ear at

a touch.

But knowing you are Lancelot
; )'ourgrcat

name.

This conquers : hide it therefore
; go

unknown :

Win ! by this kiss you will : and our true

King
Will then allow your pretext, O my

knight,

As all for glory ; for to speak him true.

Ye know right well, how meek soe'cr he
seem,

No keener hunter after glory breathes.

He loves it in his knights more than

himself:

They prove to him his work ; win and
return,'

Then J Sir Lancelot suddenly to horse,
Wroth at himself. Not willing to In

known,
lie left the barren-beaten thoroughfare.
Chose the green path that show'd the rarer

foot,

And there among the solitary downs,
Full often lost in fancy, lost his way

;

Till as he traced a faintly-shadow'd track,

That all in loops and links among the

dales

Ran to the Castle of Astolat, he saw
Fired from the west, far on a hill, the

towers.

Thither he made, and blew the gateway
horn.

Then came an old, dumb, myriad-wrinkled
man,

Wlio let him into lodging and disarm'd.
And Lancelot marvell'd at the wordless

man
;

And issuing found the Lord of Astolat
With two strong sons. Sir Torre and Sir

Lavaine,

Moving to meet him in the castle cour
;

And close behind them stept the lily maid
Elaine, his daughter : mother oitiie house
There was not : some light jest .tiDi ig

them rose

With laughter dying down as the great

knight

Approach'd them: then the Lord of

Astolat

:

' Whence comest thou, my guest, and by
what name

Livest between the lips ? for by thy state

And presence I might guess thee chief of

those,

After the King, who eat in Arthur's halls.

Ilim have I seen : the rest, his Table
Round,

Known as they are, to mc they are

unknown.

'
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Then answer'd Lancelot, the chief of

knights :

• Known am I, and of Arthur's hall, and

known.

What I by mere mischance have brought,

my shield.

But since I go to joust c^s one unknown
At Camclnt for the diamond, ask me not,

Hereafter ye shall know me—and the

shield

—

I pray you lend me one, if such you have.

Blank, or at least with some device not

mine.'

Then said the Lord of Astolat, ' Here
is Torre's :

Hurt in his first tilt was my son, Sir Torre.

And so, God wot, his shield is blank

enough.

Mis ye can have.' Then added plain Sir

Torre,

' Yea, since I cannot use it, ye may have

it.'

Here laugh'd the father saying, ' Fie, Sir

Churl,

Is that an answer for ; noble knight ?

Allow him I but Lavaine, my younger

here.

He is so full of lustihood, he will ride.

Joust for it, and win, and bring it in an

hour,

And set it in this damsel's golden hair.

To make her thrice as wilful as before.'

' Nay, father, nay good father, shame
me not

Before this noble knighi,' said young
Lavaine,

' For nothing. Surely I but play'd on
Torre :

I-te seem'd so sullen, vext he could not go :

A jest, no more I for, knight, the maiden
dreamt

That some one put this diamond in her

hand.

And that it was too slippery to be held.

And sliptand fell intosome poolorstrcam,

The castle-well, belike ; and then I said

That if I went and if I fought and won it

(But all was jest and joke among ourselves)

Then must she keep it safelier. All wasjest.

But, father, give me leave, an if he will.

To ride to Camelot with this noble kniglU :

Win shall I not, but do my best to win :

Young as I am, yet would T do my best.'

'So ye will grace mc,' answer'd

Lancelot,

Smiling a moment, ' with your fellowship

O'er these waste downs whereon I lost

myself.

Then were I glad of you as guide and
friend :

And you shall win this diamond—as I hear.

It is a fair large diamond,—if ye m.ay.

And yield it to this maiden, if ye will.'

'A fair large diamond,' added plain Sir

Torre,

' Such be for queens, and not for simple

maids,'

Then she, who held her eyes upon the

ground,

Elaine, and heard her name so lost about,

Flush'd slightlyat the slight disparagement
Before the stranger knight, who, looking

at her,

Full courtly, yet not falsely, thus return'd

:

' If what is fair be but for what is fair.

And only queens are to be counted .so,

Rash were my judgment then, who deem
this maid

Might wear as fair a jewel as is on earth,

Not violating the bond of like to like.'

He spoke and ceased : the lily maid
Elaine,



i,f

In: *i III I

448 LANCELOT AND ELAINE.

Won by the mellow voice before she look'd,
|

Lifted her eyes, and read his lineaments.
The great and guilty love he bare the

Queen,

In battle with the love 'i'? bare his lord.

Had marr'd his face, and mark'd it ere
his time.

Another sinning on such heights with one.
The flower of all the west and all the

world.

Had been the sleeker for it : but in him
His inood was often like a fiend, and rose
And drove him into wastes and solitudes
For agony, who was yet a living soul.

Marr'd as he was, he seem'd the goodliest
man

That ever among ladies ate in hall.

And noblest, whr^n she lifted up her eyes.
However marr'd, of more than twice her

years,

Seam'd with an ancient swordcut on the
cheek,

And bruised and bronzed, she lifted up
her eyes

And loved him, with that love which was
her doom.

Then the great knight, the darling of
the court.

Loved of the loveliest, into that rude hall
Stept with all grace, and not with half

disdain

Hid under grace, as in a smaller time.
But kindly man moving among his kind .

Whom they with meats and vintage of
their best

And talk and minstrel melody entertain'd
And much they ask'd of court and Table

Round,

And ever well and readily answer'd he :

But Lancelot, when they glanced at
Guinevere,

Suddi-'y speaking of the wordless man,

' O there, great lord, doubtless, ' Lavaine
said, rapt

By all the sweet and sudden passion of

youth

Toward greatness in its elder, « you have
fought.

O tell us—for we live apart—you know
OfArthur's glorious wars. ' And Lancelot

spoke

And answer'd him at full, as having been
With Arthur in the fight which all day long
Rang by the white mouth of the violent

Glem
;

And in the four loud battles by the shore
Of Duglas

; that on Bassa ; then the war
That thunder'd in and out the gloomy

skirts

Of Cclidon the forest ; and again
By castle Gurnion, where the glorious

King
Had on his cuirass worn our Lady's Head,
Carved of one emerald center'd in a sun
Of silver rays, that lightened as he

breathed

;

And at Caerleon had he help'd his lord,
...len the strong neighings of the wild

white Horse

Heard from the Baron that, ten years
|

before.

The heathen caught and reft him of his

tongue,

' He learnt and warn'd me of their fierce

design

Against my house, and him they caught
and niaim'd

;
)

But I, my sons, and little daughter fled '

From bonds or death, and dwelt among
the woods

By the great river in a boatman's hut.
Dull days were those, till our good Arthur

broke

The Pagan yet once more on Badonhill.'
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Set every gilded parapet shuddering
;

And up in Agned-Cathregonion too,

And down the waste sand-she 'es of Trath

Treroit,

Where many a heathen fell ; ' and on the

mount

Of Badon I myself beheld the King

Charge at the head ofall his Table Round,

And all his leg ons crying Christ and him,

And break them ; and I saw him, after,

stand

High on a heap of slain, from spur to

plume

Red as the rising sun with heathen blood.

And seeing me, with a great voice he cried,

"They are broken, they are broken!"

for the King,

However mild he seems at home, nor

cares

For triumph in our mimic wars, the

jousts—
For if his own knight cast him down, he

laughs

Saying, his knights are better men than

he-
Yet in this heathen war the fire of God
Fills him : I never saw his like : there lives

No greater leader.'

While he utter'd this.

Low to her own heart said the lily maid,

'.Save your great self, fair lord;' and

when he fell

From talk of war to traits of pleasantry—

Being mirthful he, but in a stately kind

—

She still took note that when the living

smile

Died from his lips, across him came a cloud

Of melancholy severe, from which again,

Whenever in her hovering to and fro

The lily rv^id had striven to make him
cheer.

There brake a sudden-beaming tenderness

Of manners and of natufe : and she

thought

That all was nature, all, perchance, for

her.

And all night long his face before her lived.

As when a painter, poring on a face,

Divinely thro' all hindrance finds the man
Behind it, and so paints him that his face.

The shape and colour of a mind and life,

Lives for his children, ever at its best

And fullest ; so the face before her lived.

Dark-splendid, speaking in the silence,

full

Of noble things, and held her from her

sleep.

Till rathe she rose, half-cheated in the

thought

She needs must bid farewell to sweet

Lavaine.

First as in fear, step after step, she stole

Down the long tower-stairs, hesitating :

Anon, she heard jir Lancelot cry in the

court,

' This shield, my friend, where is it ?

'

and Lavaine

Past inward, as she came from out the

tower.

There to his proud horse Lancelot turn'd,

and smooth 'd

The glossy shoulder, humming to himself

Half-envious of the flattering hand, she

drew

Nearer and stood. He look'd, and more
amazed

Than if seven men had set upon him, saw
The maiden standing in the dewy light.

He had not dream'd she was so beautiful.

Then came on him a sort of sacred fear,

For silent, tho' he greeted her, she stood

Rapt on his face as if it were a God's.

Suddenly flash'd on her a wild desir!*,

That he should wear her favour at the tilt.

She braved a riotous heart in asking for it.

G G

'
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SeTfr ""' ' '""^ -HS^^^^ hi. own»„,,., hand,

he,

' Fair lady, since I never yet have worn
Favour of any lady in the lists.

Such is my wont, as those, who know me,
know.'

' Yea, ..o, • she answercl
;

< then in wearing P^ ^d bv the. T""
'" '™,^'"'^ ''"-

mine ^
i X ^^ S'^fe^^-

-
standing near tli

Then made a sudden step to the gate,
and there—

Her bright hair blown about the serious
face

Yet rosy-kindied with her brother's kiss-

Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble lord,
That those who know should know you.'

And he turn'd

Her counsel up and down within his mind,
And found it true, and answer'd, ' True,

my child.

Well, I will wear it : fetch it out to me :

What is it?' and she told him 'A redi
slejve I

Broider'd with pearls,' and brought it

then he bound
Her token on his helmet, with .a smile
Saying, ' I never yet have done so much
For any maiden living,' and the blood
Sprang to her face and fill'd her with

delight

;

But left her all the paler, when Lavaine
Returning brought the yet-unblazon'd

shield.

His brother's
; which he gave to Lancelot,

^^ho parted with his own to fair Elaine :

shield

In silence, while she watch'd their amis
far-off

Sparkle, until they dipt below the downs.
Then to her tower she climb'd, and took

tlie shield,

There kept it, and so lived in fantasy.

new companions past
Meanwhile the

away
Far o'er the long backs of the bushless

downs,

To where Sir Lancelot knew there liverl

a knight

Not far from Camelot, now for forty yearsA hermit, who had pray'd, labour'd and
'

pray'd,

And ever labouring had scoop'd himself
In the white rock a chapel and a hall
On massive columns, like a shorecliffcave,
And cells and chambers : all were fair

and dry

;

.... 1^ .ciii j:,iiinie : and dry •

Do™ ^« g-ce, my chiKI, ,o havo ,„y The peen lieh.V™ ,l,c „,end„ws ,,„<!„.

Where.. Lavaine said, ,a„ghi„,, .l.i,J'"" To™.'""" " ""'" "' ''"•"'

maid,

For fear our people call you lily maid
In earnest, let me bring your colour back

;

Once, twice, and thrice : nov/ get yoii
hence to bed :

'

And thither wending there that night they
bode.

But when the next day broke from un-

derground,
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the meadows under-

there that night they

day broke from un-
j

And shot red fire and sliadows thro' the
cave,

They rose, heard mass, broke fast, and
rode away

:

Then Lancelot saying, ' Hear, but hold
my name

Hidden, you ride with Lancelot of ihe
Lake,'

Abash'd Lavaine, ^^hose instant rever-

ence,

Dearer to true young hearts than their

own praise,

But left him leave to stammer, 'Is it

indeed ?

'

And after muttering 'The great Lancelot,'
At last he got his breath and answer'd,

' One,

One have I seen—that other, our liege
lord,

The dread Pendragon, Britain's King of
kings.

Of whom the people talk mysteriously.
He will be tiiere—then were I stricken

blind

That minute, i might say that I had seen.'

Arms for his chair, while all the rest of
them

Thro' knots and loops and folds innu-

merable

Fled ever thro' the woodwork, till they
found

The new design wherein they lost them-
selves,

Vet with all ease, so tender was the work:
And, in the costly canopy o'er him set,

lilazed the last diamond of the nameless
king.

So spake Lavaine, and when they
reach'd the lists

By Camelot in the meadow, let his eyes
Run thro' the peopled gallery which half

round

Lay like a rainbow fall'n upon the grass,
Until they found the clear-faced King,

who sat

Robed in red samite, easily to be known,
Snice to his crown the golden dragon

clung.

And down his robe the dragon writhed
in gold,

And from the carven-work behind him
crept

Two dragons gilded, sloping down to
make

Then Lancelot answer'd young Lavaine
and said,

' ^le you call great : mine is the firmer
seat.

The truer lance: but there is many a youth
Now crescent, who will come to all I am
And over-ome it ; and in me there dwells
No greatness, save it be some far-off touch
Of greatness to know well I am not great

:

There is the man.' And Lavaine gaped
ujion him

As on a thing miraculous, and anon
The trumpets blew ; and then did either

side,

They that assail'd, and they that held the
lists,

Set lance in rest, strike spur, suddenly
move.

Meet in the midst, and there so furiously
Shock, that a man far-off might well

perceive.

If any man that day were left afield,
The hard earth shake, and a low thunder

of arms.

And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw
Which were the weaker ; then he hurl'd

into it

-.^.....-, .,.^^ _...^...„j^j..
mjj^j need to speak

Of Lancelot in his glory I King, duke,
earl,
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Count, baron—whom he smote, he over-

threw.

But in the field were Lancelot's kith

and kin,

Ranged with the Table Round that held

the lists,

Strong men, and wrathful that a stranger

knight

Should do and almost overdo the deeds
Of Lancelot ; and one said to the other,

«Lo!
What is he ? I do not mean the force

nlone

—

The grace and versatility of the man !

Is it not Lancelot ?
' ' When has Lance-

lot worn

Favour of any lady in the lists ?

Not such his wont, as we, that know him,

know.'

• How then ? who then ?
' a fury seized

them all,

A fiery family passion for the name
Of Lancelot, and a glory one with theirs.

Theycouch'd their spears and prick'd their

steeds, and thus,

Their plumes driv'n backward by the wind
they mado

In moving, all together down upon him
Bare, as a wild wave in the wide North-sea,

Green-glimmering toward the summit,
bears, with all

Its stormy crests that smoke against tlic

skies,

Down on a bark, and overliears the bark.

And him that helms it, so they overbore
Sir Lancelot and hi^- charger, and a spear

Down-glancing lamed the charger, and a

spear

Prick'd sharply his own cuirass, and the

head

Pierced thro' his side, and there snapt,

and remain'd.

Then Sir Lavaine did well and wor-
shipfully

;

He bore a knight of old repute to the
earth.

And brought his horse to Lancelot where
he lay.

He up the side, sweating with agony, got,
Dat thought to do while he might yet

endure,

And being lustily holpen by the rest.

His part3-,-tho' it seem'd half-miracle
To those he fought with,—drave his kith

and kin.

And all the Table Round that held the
lists.

Back to the barrier ; then the trumpets
blew

Proclaiming his the prize, who wore the
sleeve

Of scarlet, and the pearls ; and all the
knights,

His party, cried 'Advance and take thy
prize

Thediamond;' butheanswer'd, 'Diamond
me

No diamonds ! for God's love, a little air!

Prize me no prizes, for my prize is death !

Hence will I, and I charge you, follow nic

not.'

He sjioke, and vanish'd suddenly from
the (ield

With young Lavaine into the poplar grove.
There from his charger down he slid, ar.,1

sat.

Gasping to Sir Lavaine, 'Draw the lancc-

head :

'

'Ah my sweet lord Sir Lancelot,' said

Lavaine,

' I dread me, if I draw it, you will die.'
But he, ' I die already with it : draw -
Draw,'—and Lavaine drew, and Sir

Lancelot gave



le did well and woi--

of old repute to the

rse to Lancelot where
i

iting with agony, got,
'

while he might yet

)lpen by the rest,

seem'd half-miracle

with,— drave his kith

Round that held the

; then the trumpets

prize, who wore the

pearls ; and all the

Ivance and take thy

answer'd, 'Diamond

)d's love, a little air!

)r my prize is death 1

liarge you, follow nic

ish'd suddenly from

ito the poplar grove,

r down he slid, and

e, 'Draw the lance-

Sir Lancelot,' said

V it, you will die,'

with it : draw -

; drew, and Sir

•
I

LANCELOT AND ELAINE. 453

A marvellous great shriek and ghastly

groan.

And half his blood burst forth, and down
he sank

For the pure pain, and wholly swoon'd

away.

Then came the hermit out and bare him
in,

There stanch'd his wound ; and there, in

daily doubt

\Yhether to live or die, for many a week

Hid from the wide world's rumour by the

grove

Of poplars with their noise of falling

showers,

And ever-tremnlons aspen-trees, he lay.

But on that day when Lancelot fled the

lists,

His party, knights of utmost North and

West,

Lords of waste marches, kings of desolate

isles.

Came round theirgreat Pendragon, saying

to him,

And, knights and kings, there breathes

not one of you

Will deem this prize of ours is rashly

given :

His prowess was too wondrous. We will

do him

No customary honour ; since the knight

Came not to us, of us to claim the prize,

Ourselves will send it after. Rise and take

This diamond, and deliver it, and return,

A'.kI bring us where he is, and how he

fares,

And cease not from your quest until ye

find.'

So saying, from the carven flower above.

To which it made a restless heart, he took.

And gave, the diamond : then from where
he sat

At Arthur's right, with smiling face arose,

With smiling face and frowning heart, a

Prince

In the mid might and flourish of his May,
Gawain, suniamed The Courteous, fair

and strong.

' Lo, Sjw, our knight, thro' whom we ! And after Lancelot, Tristram, and
won the day,

j

Geraint

Hath gone sore wounded, and hath left I And Gareth, a good knight, but there-

hi.j prize

I ntaken, crj-ing that his prize is death.'

' Heaven hinder, ' said the King, ' that

such an one.

So great a knight as we have seen to-day

—

He seem'd to me another Lancelot

—

Yea, twenty times I thought him Lance-

lot-

He must not pass uncared for. Where-

fore, rise,

Gawain, and ride forth and find the

knight

Wounded ~nd wearied needs must he be

near.

1 charge you that you get at once to horse.

withal

Sir Modred's brother, and the child of

Lot,

Nor often loyal to his word, and now
Wroth that the King's command to sally

forth

In quest of whom he knew not, made him
leave

The banquet, and concourse of knights

and kings.

So all in wrath he got to horse and

went i

While Arthur to the banquet, dark in

mood,
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Past, thinking 'Is it Lancelot who hath 'Far lovelier in our LancTbt had it been,

i^„„;.„.i, , , ,

•'^ '"^^^ of idly dallyinff with the truth

s. A c indeed,
And, after two days' tarriance there,

|
Albeit I know my knights fantastical,

return'd.

Then when he saw the Queen, embrac-
ing ask'd,

'Love, are you yet so sick?' 'Nay,
lord,' she said.

So fine a fear in our large Lancelot
Must needs have moved my laughter

:

now remains

But little cause for laughter : his own
kin—

'^"'
Su::i;:r"' ^'"' "•»—,.nyQu«„,f„ral,w..ol„vehi„,
Queen amazed,

' Was he not with you? won he not your
prize ?

'

' Nay, but one like him, ' ' Why that like

was he.'

And when the King demanded how she
knew.

Said, 'Lord, no sooner had ye parted
from us,

Than Lancelot told me of a common talk
That men went down before his spear at

I a touch,

But knowing he was Lancelot ; his great
name

Conquer'd
; and therefore would he hide

his name
From all men, ev'n the King, and to this

end

Had made the pretext of a hindering
w-ound.

That he might joust unknown of all, and
learn

If his old prowess were in aught decay'd
;

And added, " Our true Arthur, when he
lesms,

Will w«ll allow my pretext, as for gain
Of purer glory.'"

this !-

His kith and kin, not knowing, set upon
him

;

So that he went sore wounded from the
field :

Vet good news too : for goodly hopes are
mine

That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart.
He wore, against his wont, upon his helm
A sleeve of scarlet, broidcr'd with great

pearls.

Some gentle maiden's gift.'

Then replied the King

,^, ,

'Vca, lord,' she said,
lliy hopes are mine,' and saying that,

she choked.

And sharply turn'd about to hide her face.
Past to her chamber, and there flung

herself

Down on the great King's couch, and
writhed upon it,

And clench'd her fingers till they bit the
palm,

And shriek'd out ' Traitor ' to the un-
hearing wall.

Then flash'd into wild tears, and rose
again,

And moved about her palace, proud and
pale.

I

I
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Gawain the while thro' all the region

round

Rode with his diamond, wearied of the

quest,

Touch'd at all points, except the poplar

grove,

And came at last, tho' late, to Astolat

:

Whom glittering in enamell'd arms the

maid

Glanced at, and cried, ' What news from

Camelot, lord?

What of the knight with the red sleeve ?

'

' lie won.'

' I knew it,' she said. ' But parted from

the jousts

Hurt in the side,' whereat she caught her

breath
;

Thro' her own side she felt the sharp

lance go

;

Thereon she smote her hand : wellnigh

she swoon'd :

And, while he gazed wonderingly at her,

came

The Lord of Astolat out, to whom the

I'rince

Reported who he was, and on what quest

Sent, that he bore the prize and could not

fnul

The victor, but had ridd'n a random

roimd

To seek him, and had wearied of the

search.

To whom the Lord of Astolat, ' Bide with

us.

And ride no more at random, noble

Prince !

Here was the knight, and herehe left a

shield
;

This will he send or come for : furthermore

Our son is with him ; we shall hear anon.

Needs must we hear. ' To this the cour-

teous Prince

Accorded with his wonted couriesv.

Courtesy with a touch of traitor in it.

And stay'd ; and cast his eyes on fair

Elaine

:

Where could be found face daintier ? then

her shape

From forehead down to foot, perfect

—

again

From foot to forehead exquisitely turn'd :

' Well—if I bide, lo ! this wild flower for

me I
>

And oft they met among the garden yews,

And there he set- himself to play upon her

With sallying wit, free flashes from a

height

Above her, graces of the court, and songs,

Sighs, and slow smiles, and golden elo-

quence

And amorous adulation, till the maid

Rebull'd against it, saying to him, ' Prince,

O loyal nephew of our noble King,

Why ask you not to see the shield he left.

Whence you might learn his name? Why
slight your King,

And lose the quest he sent you on, and

p.ove

No surer than our falcon yesterday,

Wlio lost the hern we slipt him at, and

went

To all the winds?' 'Nay, by mine

head,' said he,

' I lose it, as we lose the lark in heaven,

O damsel, in the light of your blue eyes

;

But an ye will it let me see the shield.'

Ana v.'hen the shield was brought, and

Gawain saw

Sir Lancelot's azure lions, crown'd with

gold.

Ramp in the field, he smote his thigh,

and mock'd ;

' Right was the King ! our Lancelot

!

that true man !

'

' And right was I, ' she answer'd merrily,

•I,

I

.

5--
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Who dream'cl my knight the greatest
knight of all.'

'And if/ dream 'd,' said Gawain, <that
you love

""
Tir;;f' -' -"''°- " Ar=r;;tx"f,H„tr,r

And if he love, it will be sweet to have it
I-rom your own hand j and whether he

love or not,

A diamond is a diamond. Fare you well

ye know it !

Speak therefore
: shall I waste myself in

vain ?

'

Full simple was her answer, 'What know
I?

farewell !

Vet, if he luvc, and his love hold, we twoMay meet at court hereafter : there I
think,

'

So ye will learn the courtesies of the court

And I, when often tney have talk'd of love,
Wish'd it had been my mother, for they

talk'd, A J ,. t. . ,

Then he gave,

Meseem'd, of what they knew not; so

''^"^
'^'e^''^ ^^'^^'^ '^c hand to which he

myself -
'

I know not if I know what trne love is Lt.fr 1"^''
V'"'' '" ^'"'"'^ °^ "^= ^"«^'

.

B.t if I know, then, if I love not him;
'^^

Z^'
^°"^' ^"^^ '^^-"'"g ^^ he

t'

Jf ':n,ow there is none other I can love
' A f,,... t u „ , ..

I • Ve., by God's death,' said he, 'ye ]"ove
" ''""'' ^'s'^^'y ^ode away,

him well, ~,
r.<» would not, knew ye what all others Z K

'°"''' ^' P"'' '
^"^^'^ ^"'"^

know, ,,,, ,,r'"^
And whom he loves.

' ' So be it, ' cried ]!„! h"^
''"''^' ' ^'' ^^""'°'

'' ''^'^

Elaine, a , m T
'

And lifted her fair face an.l moved away :
""tarnt •

^'"'' '"^ '''^'' '° """'^ ^

But he pursued her, calling, ' Stavalittle ' Rut f,;!-
1'

. c , ,

One golden minute's grace he wore you; ^t ^^ ^™ '^"^ ^ ''"^'^ ^" '°""

^

sleeve-
"'" ^°"'

Fjl^ --^g'^"
=
^ut I lighted ou the maid

Would he break faith with one I may not andTht
""'

'
"^" '"'' ^™

'

name? Ir> •

Must our true man change like a leaf at ' I
!?""!? °

r '°"''f'^
'' '^'^ '"'"' '"^'

last ? I

^ '^ '^'^ tl'amond
: she will render it

•

' For by mine head she knows his hidinc-
place.'

*"

The seldom-frowning King frown'd, and
replied.

Nay—like enow : why then, far be it from
me

To cross our mighty Lancelot in his loves !

And, damsel, for I deem you know full

well

'4-

leave

My quest with you ; the diamond also
here !

For if you love, it will be sweet to give it

;

Obedience is the courtesy due to kings.'

He spake and parted. Wroth, but all

in awe,



"1
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|
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'

Then he gave,

i hand to which he
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'Sir Lancelot is the

liege, so much I

o' I rode all round
ted Oil the maid
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> the truest law,

le will render it

;

nows hishiding-

Cing frown'd, and

: shall go no more
:
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Mue to kings.'

Wroth, but all
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For twenty strokes of the blootl, without

a word,

Linger'd that other, staring after him ;

Then shook his hair, strode off, and buzz'd

abroad

About the maid of Astolat, and her love.

All ears were prick'd at once, all tongues

were loosed ;

'The maid of Astolat loves Sir Lancelot,

Sir Lancelot loves the maid of Astolat.'

Some read the King's face, some the

Queen's, and all

Had marvel what the maid might be, but

most

Predoom'd her as unworthy. One old

daine

Came suddenly rm the Queen with the

sharp news.

She, that had heard the noise of it

before,

But sorrowing Lancelot should have

sioop'd so low,

Marr'd her friend's aim with pale tran-

quillity.

So ran the tale like fire about the court,

Fire in dry stubble a nine-days' wondci

flared :

Till ev'n the knights at banque! twice or

thrice

Forgot to drink to Lancelot and the

Queen,

And pledging Lancelot and the lily maid

Smiled at each other, while the Queen,

who sat

With lips severely placid, felt the knot

Climb in her throat, and with her feet

unseen

Crush'd the wild passion out against the

floor

Beneath the banquet, where the meats

became

As wormwood, and she hated all who
pledged.

I

• il

But far away the maid in Astolat,

Her guiltless rival, she that ever kept

The one-day-seen Sir Lancelot in her

heart,

(' to her father, while he mused alone,

1 his knee, stroked his gray face and

said,

' Father, you cab me wilful, and the fault

Is yours who let me have my will, and

nuw,

Sweet father, will you let me lose my
wits?'

' Nay, ' said he, ' surely, ' ' Wherefore, let

mc hence,'

She answer'd, 'and find out our dear

Lavainc.'

' Ye will not lose your wits for dear

Lavaine :

Bide,' answer'd he :
' we needs must hear

anon

Of him, and of that other.' 'Ay,' she

said,

' And of that other, for I needs must hence

And find that other, wheresoe'er he be.

And willi mine own hand give his diamond

to him.

Lest I be found as faithless in the quest

As yon proud Prince who left the quest

to me.

Sweet father, I behold him in my dreams
Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself,

Death-pale, for lack of gentle maiden's

aid.

The gentler-born the maiden, the more
boi nd.

My father, to be sweet and serviceable

To noble knights in sickness, as ye know
When these have worn their tokens ; let

me hence

I pray you.' Then her father nodding
said,

'Ay, ay, the diamond : wit ye well, my
child,
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Right fain were I to learn this knightwe whole,
Being our greatest : yea, and you must

g've it

—

And sure I think this fruit is hung too high
For any mouth to gape for save a

queen's

—

Nay, I mean nothing
: so then, get you

gone,

Being so very wilful you must go.'

Lightly, her suit allow'd,she slipt away,
And while she made her ready for her ride
Her father's latest word humm'd in her ear'
' Bemg so very wilful you must go,

'

And changed itselfand echo'd in her heart
' Bemg so very wilful you must die. ' '

But she was happy enough and shook it off,
A^ we shake off the bee that buzzes at us •

And m her heart she answer'd it and said'
• What matter, so I help him back to life?'
Then far away with good Sir Torre for

guide

Rode o'er the long backs of the bushless
downs

To Camelot, and before the city-gates
Came on her brother with a happy face
Makmg a roan horse caper and curvet
for pleasure all about a field of flowers •

I

Whom when she saw, 'Lavaine,' she
cried, 'Lavaine,

How fares my lord Sir x^ancelot ?' He
amazed,

'Torre and Elaine! why here? Sir
Lancelot

!

How know ye my lord's name is Lance-
lot?'

But when the maid had told him all her
tale,

Then turn'd Sir Torre, and being in his
moods

Left them, and under the strange-statued
gate,

Where Arthur's wars were render-d
mystically,

Past up the still rich city to his kin.
His own far blood, which dwelt at

Camelot

;

And her, Lavaine across the poplar grove
Led to the caves : there first she saw the

^

casque

Of Lancelot on the wall : her scarlet
sleeve,

Tho' carved and cut, and half the pearls
away,

Stream'd from it still; and in her heart
she laugh'd.

Because he had not loosed it from his
helm.

But meant once more perchance to
tourney in it.

And when they gain'd the cell wherein
he slept,

His battle-writhen arms and mighty handsLay naked on the wolfskin, and a dream
Of dragging down his enemy made them

move.

Then she that saw him lying unsleek,
unshorn,

Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself.
Utter d a httlc tender dolorous cry.
The sound not wonted in a place so .tillWoke the sick knight, and while heroli'd

his e)'es

Yet blank from sleep, she started to him,
saying,

' Your prize the diamond sent you by the
-King :

'

'

His eyes glisten'd: she fancied* Is it for
me ?

'

And when the maid had told him all the
tale

Of King and Prince, the diamond sent,
the quest

Assign'd,oHcr,otworthyof
it, she knelt

Full lowly by the corners of his bed,

.
1

S
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And laid the diamond in his open hand.

Her face was near, and as we kiss the

child

That does the task assign'd, he kiss'd her

face.

At once she slipt like water to the floor.

'Alas,' he said, 'your ride hath wearied

you.

Rest must you have.' ' No rest for me,'

she said j

' Nay, for near you, fair lord, I ".m at rest.

'

What might she mean by that ? his large

black eyes,

Yet larger thro' his leanness, dwelt upon

hei,

Till all her heart's sad secret blazed itself

In the heart's, colours on her simple face

;

And Lancelot iook'd and was perplext in

mind.

And being weak in body said no more
;

But did not love the colour ; woman's love.

Save one, he not regarded, and so turn'd

Sighing, and feign'd a sleep until he slept.

Then rose Elaine and glided thro' the

fields,

And past beneath the weirdly-sculptured

gates

Far up the dim rich city to her kin ;

There bode the night : but woke with

dawn, and past

Down thro' the dim rich city to the fields.

Thence to the cave ; so day by day she

past

In either twilight ghost-like to and fro

Gliding, and every day she tended him.

And likewise many a night : and Lancelot

Would, tho' he call'd his wound a little

hurt

Whereof he should be quickly whole, at

times

brain-feverous in his heat and agony,

seem

Uncourteous, even he ; but the meek
maid

Sweetly forbore him ever, being to him
Meeker thi.n any child to a rough nurse,

Milder than any mother to a sick child,

And never woman yet, since man's first

fall.

Did kindlier unto man, but her deep love

Upbore her ; till the hermit, skill'd in all

The simples and the science of that time,

Told him that her fine care had saved his

life.

And the sick man forgot her simple blush,

Would call her friend and sister, sweet

Elaine,

W^ould listen for her coming and regret

Her parting step, and held her tenderly,

And loved her with all love except the lov-'

Of man and woman when they love their

best.

Closest and sweetest, and had died the

death

In any knightly fashion for her sake.

And peradventure had he seen her first

She might have made this and that other

world

Another world for the sick man ; but now
The shackles of an old love straiten'd him.

His honour rooted in dishonour stood.

And faith unfp.'thfal kept him falsely true.

Yet the great knight in his mid-sick-

ness made
Full many a holy vow and pure resolve.

These, as but born of sickness, could not

live :

For when the 'ulood ran lustier in him
again.

Full often the bright image of one face,

Making a treacherous quiet in his heart.

Dispersed his resolution like a cloud.

Then if the maiden, while that ghostly

grace

1^1

!
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Beam'd^on his fancy, spoke, he answer'd ^J^^T^li^^a ,3k some goodly gift of

Or short and coldly, and she knew right
well

What the rough sickness meant, but what
this meant

She knew not, and the sorrow dimm'd
her sight.

And drave her e:. her time across the
fields

Far into the rich city, where alone
She murmur'd, * Vain, in vain : it cannot

be.

He will not love me : how then ? must
I die?'

Then as a little helpless innocent bird,
That has but one plain passage of few

notes.

him
For her own self or hers ; ' and do not

shun

To speak the wish most near to your true
heart

;

Such service have ye done me, that I make
My will of yours, and Prince and Lord

am I

In mine own land, and what I will I can.'
Then like a ghost she lifted up her face,"
But like a ghost without the power to

speak.

And Lancelot saw that she withheld her
wish.

And bode among them yet a little space
Till he should learn it ; and one morn it

chancedcninccci

Jwln"^ 'a'
'-7^' P'"'"^' "'"' ""'' °'^'^ "^ '°""'^''^^'-

'

' '-^-"""g the garden yewsPor all an Aprd morninjr, till the e.-ir Anrl «l,l « n„, ,__^ ^ " ^^'^''P'or all an April morning, till the ear
Wearies to hear it, so the simple maid

And said, ' Delay no longer, speak your
wish,

Went half^the night repeating, -Must I Seeing I go to-day : ' then out she brake-

And nowt; right she turn'd, and now to
^

^^:^^^^^^:^X^^Z^
And found no ease in turning or in

'''^"
J^^t

I live to hear,' he said, 'is

rest

;

And 'Him or death,' she mutter'd,
'death or him,'

Again and like a burthen, ' Him or death.'

Then suddenlyand passionately she spoke

:

' I linvA crr\r^a. .«-J r 1 .I have gone mad. 1 love you ; let me
die.

'

Ah, sister,' answer'd Lancelot, 'what is

""' *:«', '"^""'°'' "'""""""
:^"^;"fr''r"'"'''"^'''-'>"-™'.

To Astok. re.«,„i„5 rode the cbroe. Zl Jit""'
' ^°" '°™-"' "'

There morn by „„,„,„„y,„j,,„,„„U„J Lnncelo, ;„,„er'd, -IW Ichosen

In ..,a.__*,ei„ .he docmM she -kM
1 1 had br:!;^^^, e„,icr, sweo, Elaine :her best,

She came before Sir Lancelot, for she
thought

'If I be loved, these are my festal n bes,
If not, the victim's flowers before he fall.'
And Lancelot ever prest upon the maid

But now there never will be wife of mine.
'No, no,' she cried, «I care not to be

wife.

But to be with you still, to see your face,
To serve you, and to foljow you thro' tht;

world.'
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And Lancelot answer'd, ' Nay, the world,

the world.

All ear and eye, with such .1 stupid heart

To interpret ear and eye, and such a

tongue

To blr.re its own interpretation—nay,

Full ill then should I quit your brother's

love,

And your good father's kindness.' And
she said,

• Not to be with you, not to see your face

—

Alas for r.ie then, my good days are done.'

'Nay, noble maid,' ho answer'd, 'ten

times nay !

This is not love ; but love's first flash m
youth,

Most common ; yea, I know it of mii;e

own self

:

And you yourself will smile at your own
self

Hereafter, when you yield your flower of

life

To one more fitly yours, not thrice your

age :

And then will I, ^or true you are and

swoct

Beyond mine old belief in womanhood,
More specially should your good knight

be poor.

Endow you with broad land and territory

Even to the half my realm beyond the

!',eas.

So that vould make you happy : further-

more,

Ev'n to the death, as tho' ye were my
blood.

In all your quarrels will I be your knight.

This will I do, dear damsel, for your sake.

And more than this I cannot.'

While he spoke

She neither blushd nor shook, but

deathly-pale

Stood grasping what Was nearest, then

replied :

' Of all this will I nothing ; ' and so <"ell.

And thus they bora her swooning to her

tower.

Then spake, to whom thro' thoie black

walls of yew
Their talk had pierced, her father :

' Ay,

a flash,

I fear me, that will strike my blossom

dead.

Too courteous are ye, fair Lord Lancelot.

I pray you, use some rough discourtesy

To blunt or break her passion.'

Lancelot said,

' That were against me ; what I can I

will;'-

And there that day remain'd, and toward

even

Sent for his shield ; full meekly rose the

maid,

Strlpt off the case, and gave the naked
shield ;

Then, when she heard his horse upon the

stones,

Unclasping flung the casement back, and

look'd

Down on his helm, from which her sleeve

had gone.

And Lancelot knew the little clinking

sound
;

And she by tact of love was Well aware

That Lancelot knew that she was looking

at him.

And yet he glanced not up, nor wavec
his hand.

Nor bad farewell, but sadly rode away.

This was the one discourtesy that he used.

So in her tower alone the maiden sat :

His very shield was gone ; only the case, M'
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Her own^ poor work, her empty labour,
|

Sweet ck^JiiTui^t seems to make us lo^

But still she heard him, still his picture
form'd

And grew between her and the pictured
wall.

Then came her father, saying in low tones,
'Have comfort,' whom she greeted

quietly.

Then came her brethren saying, ' Teace
to thee,

Sweet sister,' whom she answer'd with all

calm.

But when they left her to herself again.
Death, like a friend's voice from a distant

field

Approaching thro' the darkness, call'd
;

the owls

Wailing had power upon her, and she

less clay,

I know not which is sweeter, no, not I.

' I fain would follow love, if that could
be

;

I needs must follow death, who calls for
me

;

Call and I follow, I follow! let me die.'

Pligh with the last line scaled her voice,
and this.

All in a fiery dawning wild with wind
Tliat shook her tower, the brothers heard,

and thought

With shuddering, ' Hark the Phantom of
the house

That ever shrieks before a death,' and
call'd

Her "','!'
,. -.u .1, I, .r ,

^^^ i^'Csxtx, and all three in hurry and fearHer ..,e. w, h the sallow-nfted glooms Ran to her, and lo ! the blood red li^hOfevenmg, and the moanings of the wind.
|

of dawn
^

Flared on her face, she shrilling, 'LetAnd in those days she made a little

song,

And call'd her song ' The Song of Love
and Death,'

And sang it
: sweetly could, she make

and sing.

' Sweet is true love tho' given in vain,
in vain

;

And sweet is death who puts an end to
pain

I know not which is sweeter, no, not L

'Love, art thou sweet? then bitter
death must be :

Love, thou art bitter j sweet is death to me.
O Love, if death be sweeter, let me die.

• Sweet love, that seems not made to
fade away,

mc die !

'

As when we dwell upon a word we
know.

Repeating, till thewc 1 we know so well
Becomes a wonder, an- . e know not Why,
So dwelt the father on her face, ancl

thouglit

' Is this Elaine?
' till back the maiden fell,

Then gave a languid hand to each, and
lay,

Speaking a still good-morrow with her
eyes.

At last she said, « Sweet brothers, yester-
night

I seem'd a curious little maid again.
As happy as when we dwelt among the

woods.

And when yc used lo take mc with the
flood

*
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Up the great river in the boatman's boat.

Only ye wox'ld not pass beyond the cape

That has the poplar on it : there ye fixt

Your limit, oft returning with the tide.

And yet I cried because ye would not pass

Beyond it, and far up the shining flood

Until we found the palace of the King.

And yet ye would not ; but this night I

dream'd

That I was all alone upon the flood,

And then I said, " Now shall I have my
will

:

"

And there I woke, but still the wish

remain'd.

fjo let me hence that I may pass at last

Beyond the poplar and far up the flood,

Until I find the palace of the King.

There will I enter in among them all.

And no man there will dare to mock at

me;
But there the fine Gawain will wonder at

me.

And there the great Sir Lancelot muse

at me
;

Gawain, who bad a thousand farewells to

me,

Lancelot, who coldly went, nor bad me
one :

And there the King will know me and

my love,

And there the Queen herself will pity me,

And all the gentle court will welcome

me.

And after my long voyage I shall rest !

'

' Peace,' said her father, ' O my child,

ye seem

Light-headedj for what force is yours to

go

So far, being sick ? and wherefore would

ye look

On this proud fellow again, who scorns

us all?'

Then the rough Torre began to heave

and move,

And bluster into stormy sobs and say,

' I never loved him : an I meet with him,

I care not howsoever great he be,

Then will I strike at him and strike him
down.

Give me good fortune, I will strike him
dead,

For this discomfort he hath done the

house.'

To whom the gentle sister made reply,

' Fret not yourself, dear brother, nor be

wroth.

Seeing it is no more Sir Lancelot's fault

Not to love me, than it is mine to love

Him of all men who seems to me the

highest,'

' Highest ?' the father answer'd, echoing
' highest ?

'

(He meant to break the passion in her)

'nay.

Daughter, I know not what you call the

highest

;

But this I know, for all the people know it.

He loves the Queen, and in an open shame ;

And she returns his love in open shame

;

If this be high, what is it to be low?'

Then spake the lily maid of Astolat

;

' Sweet father, all too faint and sick am I

For anger : these are slanders : never yet

Was noble man but made ignoble talk.

He makes no friend who never made a foe.

But now it is my glory to have loved

One peerless, without stain : so let me
pass,

My father, howsoe'er I seem to you,

Not all unhappy, having loved God's best

And greatest, tho' my love had no return :

Yet, seeing you desire your child to live,
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Thanks, but you work against your own
desire

;

For if I could believe the things you say
I should but die the sooner; wherefore

cease,

Sweet father, and bid call the ghostly man
Hither, and let me shrive me clean, and

die.'

So when the ghostly man had come and
gone,

She with a face, bright as for sin forgiven,

Besought Lavaine to write as she devised

A letter, word for word; and when he
ask'd,

' Is it for Lancelot, is it for my dear lord ?

Then will I bear it gladly ;
' she replied,

• For Lancelot and the Queen and all the

world.

But I myselfmust bear it. ' Then he wrote
The letter she devised ; which being writ

And folded, ' O sweet father, tender and
true,

Deny me not,' she said— 'ye never yet

Denied my fancies —this, however stranj^

My latest : lay the letter in my hand
A little ere I die, and close the hand
Upon it ; I shall guard it even in death.

And when the heat is gone from out my
heart.

Then take the little bed on which I died
For Lancelot's love, and deck it like the

Queen's

For richness, and me also like the Queen
In all I have of rich, and lay me on it.

And let there be prepared a chariot-bier
To take me to the river, and a barge
Be ready on the river, clothed in black.
I go in state to court, to meet the Queen.
There surely I shall speak for mine own

self.

And none of you can speak for me so well.

And therefore let our dumb old man alone

Go with me, he can steer and row, and he
Will guide me to that palace, to the doors.'

She ceased: herfatherpromised; where-
upon

She grew so cheerful that they deem'd her
death

Was rather in the fantasy than the'.lood.
But ten slow mornings past, and ca the

eleventh

Her father laid the letter in her hand.
And closed the hand upon it, and she died.
So that day there was dole in Astolat.

But when the next sun brake from
underground.

Then, those two brethren slowly with bent
brows

Accompanying, the sad chariot-bier

Past like a shadow thro' the field, that

shone

Full-summer, to fhat stream whereon the
barge,

Pall'd all its length in blackest samite, lay.

There sat the lifelong creature of the house,
Loyal, the dumb old servitor, on deck.
Winking his eyes, and twisted all his face.

So those two brethren from the chariot took
And on the black decks laid her in her bed.
Set in her hand a lily, o'er her hung
The silken case with braided blazonings.
And kiss'd her quiet brows, and saying to

her

' Sister, farewell for ever,' and again
' Farewell, sweet sister,' parted all in tears.

Then rose the dumb old servitor, and the

dead,

Oar'd by the dumb, went upward with

the flood

—

In her right hand the lily, in her left

The letter—all her bright hair streaming
down—

And all the coverlid was cloth of gold
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Drawn to her waist, and she herself in

white

All but her face, and that clear-featured

face

AVas lovely, for she did not seem as dead,

IJut fast asleep, and lay as tho' she smiled.

That day Sir Lancelot at the palace

craved

Audience of Guinevere, to give at last

The price of hnlf a realm, his cosily gift.

Hard-won and hardly won with bruise and

blow,

AVith dcatli.i of others, and almost his own.

The ninc-ycars-fought-for diamonds : for

he saw

Is tawnier than her cygnet's : these arc

words

:

Your beauty is your beauty, and I sin

In speaking, yet O grant my worship of it

Words, as we grant grief tears. Such sin

in words

Perchance, we both can pardon : but, my
Queen,

I hear of rumours flying thro' your court.

Our bond, as not the bond of man and

wife,

Should have in it an absolutcr trust

To make up that defect : let rumours be :

When did not rumours fly ? these, as I

trust

That you trust me in your own nobleness,

One of her house, and sent him to thej I mny not well believe that you believe.'

Queen

Bearing his wish, whereto the Queen

agreed

With such and so unmoved a majesty

She might have seem'd her statue, but

that he.

Low-drooping till he wcllnigh kiss'd her

feet

For loyal awe, saw with a sidelong eye

The shadow of some piece of pointed lace,

While thus he spoke, half turn'd away,

the Queen

Brake from the vast oriel-embowering vine

Leaf after leaf, and tore, and cast them

o(f.

Till all the place whereon she stood was

green ;

Then, when he ce"S':;<l, in one cold passive

hand

In the Queen's sliadow, vibrate on the Received at once anr laid aside the gems

walls, I There on a table near her, and replied ;

And parted, laughing inliis courtly heart,
i

' It may be, I am quicker of belief

All in an oriel on the summer side, Than you believe me, Lancelot of the

Vine-clad, of Arthur's palace toward the ; Lake.

stream, ' Our bond is not the bond of man and wife.

They met, and Lancelot kneeling uttcr'd, jThis good is in it, whatsoe'er of ill.

' Queen,

Lady, my liege, in whom I have my joy,

Talvc, ^^ hat I had not won except for you,

Thcsejewels, and make me happy, making

them

An armlet for the roundest arm on earth,

Or necklace for a neck to which the

swan's

It can be broken easier. I for you

This many a year have done despite and

wrong

To one whom ever in my heart of hearts

I did acknowledge nobler. What are

thes-?

Diamonds for me ! they had been thrice

their worth
H H

^5 i
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Being your gift, had you not lost your

own.

To loyal hearts the value of all gifts

Must vary as the giver's. Not for me !

For her ! for your new fancy. Only this

Grant me, I pray you : have your joys

ajiart.

I doubt not that however clKingcd, you
keep

So much of what is graceful : and myself
Would shun to break those bounds of

courtesy

In which as Arthur's Queen I move and
rule :

So cannot speak my mind. An end to

this!

A strange one ! yet I take it v/ilh Amen.
So pray you, add my diamonds to her

pearls

;

Deck her with these ; tell her, she shines

me down

:

An armlet for an arm to which tlic

Queen's

Is haggard, or a necklace for a neck

O as much fairer—as a faith once fair

Was richer than these diamonds— hers

not mine

—

Nay, by the mother of our Lord himself.

Or hers or mine, mine now to work my
will—

She shall not have them.'

Saying which she seized.

And, thro' the casement standing wide
for heat.

Flung them, and down they flash'd, and
smote the stream.

Then from the smitten surface flash'd, as

it were.

Diamonds to meet them, and they past

away.

Then while Sir Lancelot leant, in half

disdain

At love, life, all things, on the window
ledge,

Close underneath his eyes, and right across

Where these had fallen, slowly past the

barge

W]icrcr>n tlic lily maid of Astolat

Lay smiling, like a star in blackest night.

But the wild (Jucen, who s:nv not, burst

away
To weep and wail in secret ; and the

barge,

On to the palace-doorway sliding, paused.
There two stood arm'd, and kejit the

door ; to whom.
All up the marble stair, tier over tier,

Were added mouths that gajicd, and eyes

that ask'd

' What is it ?
' but that oarsman's haggard

face.

As hard and still as is the face that men
Shajie to their fancy's eye from broken

rocks

On some cliff-side, appall'd them, and they

said,

' He is 'mchanted, cannot speak— and she.

Look how she sleeps—the Fairy Queen,
so fair

!

Yea, but how pale ! what are they? flesh

and blood .'

Or come to take the King to fairyland ?

For some do hold our Arthur cannot die,

But that he passes into fairyland.'

While thus they babbled of the King,
the King

Came girt with knights : then turn'd the

tongueless man
From the half-face to the full eye, and

rose

And pointed to the damsel, and tho doors.

So Arthur bad the meek Sir Percivale

And pure Sir Galahad to uplift the maid

;
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And reverently they bore her into hall.

Then came the fine Gawain and wonder'd

at her,

And Lancelot latercame and mused at her,

And last the Queen herself, and pitied her :

But Arthur spied the letter in her hand,

Stoopt, took, b'ake seal, and read it

;

this was all

:

' Most noble lord, Sir Lancelot of the

Lake,

I, sometime call'd the maid of Astolat,

Come, for you left me taking no farewell.

Hither, to take my last farewell of you.

I loved you, and my love had no return.

And therefore my true love has been my
death.

And therefore to our Lady Guinevere,

And to all other ladies, I make moan.

Tray for my soul, and yield me burial.

Pray for my soul thou too, Sir Lancelot,

As thou art a knight peerless.'

Thus he read

;

And ever in the reading, lords and dames

Wept, looking often from his face who read

To hers which lay so si'^ni, and at times.

So touch'd were they, ;;i t.-thinking that

her lips.

Who had devised the letter, moved again.

Then freely spoke Sir Lancelot to them

all;

* My lord liege Arthur, and all ye that

hear,

Know that for this most gentle maiden's

death

Right heavy am I ; for good she was and

true,

But loved me with a love beyond all love

In women, whomsoever I have known.

Yet to be loved makes not to love again

;

Not at my years, however it hold in youth.

I swear by truth and knighthood that I

gave

No cause, not willingly, for such a love

:

To this I call my friends in testimony,

Her brethren, and her father, who himself

Besought me to be plain and blunt, and use,

To break her passion, some discourtesy

Against my nature : what I could, I did.

I left her and I bad her no farewell

;

Tho', had I dreamt the damsel would

have died,

I might have put my wits to some rough use,

And help'd her from herself.'

Then said the Queen

(Sea was her wrath, yet working after

storm)

'Ye might at least have done her so

much grace,

Fair lord, as would have help'd her from

her death.'

He raised his head, their eyes met and

hers fell.

He adding,

' Queen, she would not be content

Save that I wedded her, which could not be.

Then might she follow me thro' the world,

she ask'd
;

It could not be. I told her that her love

Was but the flash of youth, would darken

down
To rise hereafter in a stiller flame

Toward one more worthy of her—then

would I,

More specially were he, she wedded, poor.

Estate them with large land and territory

In mine own realm beyond the narrow seas,

Tokeeptheminalljoyance : more than this

I could not ; this she would not, and she

died.'

He pausing, Arthur answcr'd, *0 my
knight,

H H 2
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It will be to thy worship, as ny knight,

And mine, as head of all our Table Round,
To see that she be buried worshipfully.'

So toward that shrine which then in all

the realm

Was richest, Arthur leading, slowly went
The iTHirshall'd Order of their Tabic

Round,

And Lancelot sad beyond his wont, to

see

The maiden buried, not as one unknown,
Nor meanly, but with gorgeous obsequies.

And mass, and rolling music, like a queen.

And when the knights had laid her comely
head

Low in the dust of half-forgotten kings,

Then Arthur spake among them, 'Let

her tomb

Be costly, and her image thereupon.

And let the shield of Lancelot at her feet

Be carven, and her hly in her hand.

And let the story of her dolorous voyage
For all true hearts be blazon'd on her tomb
In letters gold and azure !

' which was
wrought

Thereafter ; but when now the lords and
dames

And people, from the high door streaming,

brake

Disorderly, as homeward each, the Queen,
Who mark'd Sir Lancelot where he

moved apart,

Drew near, and sigh'd in passing,
' Lancelot,

Forgive me ; mine was jealousy in love.'

He answer'd with his eyes upon the

ground,

' That is love's curse
;
pass on, my Queen,

forgiven.

'

Bui Arthur, who beheld his cloudy brows,
Approach'd him, and with full affection

said,

' Lancelot, my Lancelot, thou in whom
I have

Most joy and most aflTiance, for I know
What thou hast been in battle by my side,

And many a time have watch'd thee at

the tilt

Strike down the lusty and long practised

knight.

And let the younger and unskill'd go by
To win his honour and to make his name.
Ami loved thy courtesies and thee, a man
Made to be loved ; but now I would to

God,

Seeing the homeless trouble in thine eyes.
Thou couldst have loved this maiden,

shaped, it seems.

By Go<l for thee alone, and from her face,

If one may judge the living by the dead,
Delicately pure and marvellously fair.

Who might have brought thee, now a
lonely man

Wifeless and heirless, noble issue, sons
Born to the glory of thy name and fame,
My knight, the great Sir Lancelot of the

Lake.'

Then answer'd Lancelot, ' Fair she was,
my King,

Pure, as you ever wish your knights to be.
To doubt her fairness were to want an eye,
To doubt her pureness were to want a

heart

—

Vea, to be loved, if what is worthy love
Could bind him, but free love will not be

bound.'

' Free love, so bound, were freest,' said
the King.

' Let love be free ; free love is for the best

:

And, after heaven, on our dull side of

death.

What should be best, if not so pure a love
Clothed in so pure a loveliness ? yet thee

E 1
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Siie fail'd to bind, tho' being, as I think,

L'nbound as yet, and gentle, as I know.'

And Lancelot answer'd nothing, but

he went.

And at the innmning of a little brook

Sat liy the river in a cove, and watch'd

The high reed wave, and lifted up his eyes

And saw the barge that brought her

moving df'.vn.

Far-off, a blot upon the stream, and said

Low in himself, ' Ah simple heart and

sweet,

Vc loved me, dams'.'l, surely with a love

Far tenderer than my Queen's. I'ray for

thy soul ?

Ay, that will L Farewell too—now at

last-

Farewell, fair lily. "Jealousy in love?"

Not rather dead love's harsh heir, jealous

pride ?

Queen, if I grant the jealousy as of love,

ALiy not your crescent fear for name and
fame

Speak, as it waxes, of a love that wanes ?

^Vhy did the King dwell on my name to

me ?

Mine own name shames me, seeming a

reproach,

Lancelot, whom the Lady of the Lake
Caught from his mother's arms— the

wondrous one
Who passes thro' the vision of the night-
She chanted snatches of mysterious hymns
Heard on the wmding waters, eve and

morn

She kiss'd me saying, "Thou art fair,

my child.

As a king's son," and often in her arms
She bare me, pacing on the dusky mere.

Would she had drown'd me in it, where'er

it be !

For what am 1 ? what profits me my name

Of greatest knight? I fought for it, and

have it :

Pleasure to have it, none ; to lose it, pain ;

Now grown a part of me : but what use in

it?

To make men worse by making my sin

known ?

Or sin seem less, the sinner seeming great ?

Alas for Arthur's greatest knight, a man
Not after Artluir's heart ! I needs must

break

These l)onds that so defame me ; not

without

She wills it : would L if *be will'd it ? nay.

Who knows? but if I would not, then

may God,

I pray him, send a sudden Angel down
To seize me by the hair and bear me far,

And fling me deep in that forgotten mere.

Among the tumbled fragments of the

hills.'

So groan'd Sir Lancelot in remorseful

pain,

Not knowing he should die a holy man.

THE HOLY GRAIL.

From noiseful arms, and acts of prowess

done

In tournament or tilt, Sir Percivale,

Whom Arthur and his knighthood call'd

The Pure,

Had pass'd into the silent life of prayer,

Praise, fast, and alms ; and leaving for

the cowl

The helmet in an abbey far away
From Camelot, there, and not long after,

died.

And onCi a feUow-monk amor."' the x^''-X

Ambiosius, loved him much beyond the

rest,
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And honour'd him, and wrought into his
heart

A way by love that waken'd love within,
To answer that which came : and as they

sat

Beneath a world-old yew-tree, darkening
half

^

The cloisters, on a gustful April morn
That pufiTd the swaying brandies into

smoke
Above them, erethesummerwheuhe died,
The monk Ambrosius question'd Per-

civale

:

'The Holy

' O brother, I have seen this yew-tree
smoke,

Spring after spring, for half a hundred
years :

For never have I known the world without
Nor ever stray'd beyond the pale : but thee'
When first thou camest- such a courtesy'
Spake thro' the limbs and in the voice—

I

knew
For one of those who eat in Arthur's hall

;

For good ye are and bad, and like to coins,'
Some true, some light, but everyone of vou
Stamp'd with the image of the King

; and
now

Tell me, what drove thee from the Table
Round,

My brother? was it earthly passion crost?'

To whom the monk
Cirail !-I trust

We arc green in Heaven's eyes ; but here
too much

We moulder-as to things without I
mean—

•

Yet one of your own kniglUs, a guest of
ours,

Told us of this in our refectory,
But spake with such a sadness and so low
U e heard not half ofwhat he said. What

is it ?

The phantom of a cup that comes and
goes ?

'

'Nay, 'said the knight ; «for no such
passion mine.

But the sweet vision of the Holy Grail
Drove me from all vainglories, rivalries
And earthly heats that spring and sparkle

out

Among us in the jousts, while women
watch

Who wins, who falls; and waste tlie

spiritual strength

Within us, better offer'd up to Heaven.'

'Nay, monk
! what phantom P'answer'd

Percivale.

' The cup, the cup itself, from which our
Lord

Drank at the last sad supper with his
own.

This, from the blessed land of Aromat-
After the day of darkness, when the dead
Went wandering o'er Moriah-the good

saint,

ArimathKan Joseph, journeying brought
To Glastonbury, where the winter thorn
Blossoms at Christmas, mindful of our

Lord.

And there awhile it bode ; and if a man
Could touch or see it, he was heal'd at

once.

By faith, of all his ills. But then the times
Grew to such evil that the holy cup
Was caught away to Heaven, and dis-

appear'd.'

To whom the monk : 'From our old
books I know

That Joseph came of old to Glastonburj',
And there the heathen Prince, Arviragus,
C^ave him an isle of marsh whereon to

build
;



iionk: 'The Holy
St

ven'seyes; but here

' things without I

knights, a guest of

refectory,

I sadness and so low \

'hat he said. What
|

ip that comes and

ihantomP'answer'd

If, from which our

d supper with his

land of Aromat

—

:ss, when the dead

^loriah—the good

iirneying brought

the winter thorn

, mnidful of our

2 J and if a man
he was heal'd at

3ut then the times

tie holy cup
Leaven, and dis-

'From our old

to Glastonbury,

ince, Arviragus,

rsh wheieon to

TJ/£ HOLY GRAIL.

And there he built with wattles from the
marsh

A little lonely church in days of yore,

For so they say, these, books of ours, but
seem

Mute of this miracle, far as I have read.

But who first saw the holy thing to-day?'

471

'A woman,' answer'd Porcivale,

nun.

And one no further off in l)lood from me
Than sister; and if ever holy maid
With knees of adoration woi .; stone
A holy maid ; tho' never maiuen glow'd,
But that was in her earlier maidenhood,
With such a fervent flame of human love.

Which being rudely blunted, glanced and
shot

Only to holy things ; to prayer and praise
She gave herself, to fast and alms. And

yet,

^'un as she was, the scandal of the Court,
Sin against Arthur and the Table Round,
And the strange sound of an adulterous

race.

Across the iron grating of her cell

Beat, and she pray'd and fasted all the

more

'And he to whom she told her sins, or
what

Her all but utter whiteness held for sin,

A man wellnigh a hundred winters old,
Spake often with her of the Holy Grail,
A legend handed down thro' five c six,

And each of these a hundred winters old,

From our Lord's time. And when King
Arthur made

His Table Round, and all men's hearts
became

Clean for a season, surely he had thought
That now the Holy Grail would come

again

;

But sin broke out. Ah, Christ, that it

would come.
And heal the world ofall their wickedness

!

"O Father
! "ask'd the maiden, "might

It come
To me by prayer and fasting? » «< Nay,"

said he,

j

"I know not, for thy heart is pure as
•'^i snow."

And so she pray'd and fasted, till the sun
Shone, and the wind blew, thro' her, and

I thought

She might have risen and floated when I
saw her.

' For on a day she sent to speak with
me.

And when she came to speak, behold her
eyes

Beyond my knowing of them, beautiful,
Beyond all knowing of them, wcnderfd.
Beautiful in the light of holiness.

And "O my brother Percivale," she
said,

" Sweet brother, I have seen the Holy
Grail :

For, waked at dead of night, I heard a
sound

As of a silver horn from o'er the hills

Blown, and I thought, ' It is not Arthur's
use

To hunt by moonlight ; ' and the slender
sound

As from a distance beyond distance grew
Coming upon me—O never harp nor

horn,

Nor aught we blow with breath, or touch
with hand,

Was like that music as it came
; and then

Stream'd thro' my cell a cold and silver
beilil,

And down the long beam stole the Holy
Grail,

'

m

;.'„!*
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Rose-red with beatings in it, as if alive,

Till all the white walls of my cell were
dyed

With rosy colours leaping on the wall
;

And then the music faded, and the Grail
Tast, and the beam decay'd, and from the

walls

The rosy quiverings died into the night.
So now the Holy Thing is here again
Among us, brother, fast liiou too and

pray.

And tell thy brother knights to fast and
pray,

That so perchance the vision may be seen
By thee and those, and all the world be

heal'd."

Call'd him a son of Lancelot, and some
said

Begotten by enchantment— chatterers
they,

Like birds of passage piping up and
down.

That gape for flies—we know not whence
they come

;

For when was Lancelot wanderingly
lewd ?

' Then leaving the pale nun, I spake
of tliis

To all men; and myself fasted and
pray'd

Always, and many among us many a week
Fasted and pray'd even to the uttermost,
Expectant of the wonder that would be.

'And one there was among us, ever
moved

Among us in white armour, Galahad.
" God make thee good as thou art beau-

tiful,"

Said Arthur, when he dubb'd him knight

;

and none,

In so young youth, was ever made a
knight

But she, the wan sweet maiden, shore
away

Clean from her forehead all that wealth
of hair

Which made a silken mat-work for her
feet

;

And out of this she plaited broad and long
A strong sword-belt, and wove with silvet-

thread

And crimson in the belt a strange device,
A crimson grail within a silver beam

;

And saw the bright boy-knight, and
bound it on him,

Saying, " My knight, my love, my knight
of heaven,

O thou, my love, whose love is one with
mine,

I, maiden, round thee, maiden, bind mv
belt.

^

Go forth, for thou shalt see what I have
seen.

And break thro' all, till one will crown
thee king

^'"
''t';!;/"''

"^' '^""''"•- »"™ '-m .h-pSual City... .„d « shehe heard

My sister's vision, fill'd me with umaze
;

His eyes became so like her own, they
seem'd

Hers, and himself her brother more than I.

'Sister or brother none had he; but
some

spake

She sent the deathless passion in her eyes
Thro' him, and made him hers, and laid

her mind
On him, and he believed in her belief.

• Then came a year of miracle :

brother,
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In our great hall there stood a vacant

chair,

Fashion'd by Merlin ere he past away,

And carven with strange figures ; and in

and out

The figures, like a serpent, ran a scroll

Of letters in a tongue no man could read.

And Merlin call'd it "The Siege peri-

lous,"

Perilous for good and ill; "for there,"

he said,

"No man could sit but he should lose

himself :

"

And once by misadvertence Merlin sat

In his own chair, and so was lost ; but he,

Galahad, when he heard of Merlin's doom,

Cried, " If I lose myself, I save myself! "

'Then on a summer night it came to

pass.

While the great banquet lay along the

hall.

That Galahad would sit down in Merlin's

chair.

' And all at once, as there we sat, we
heard

A cracking and a riving of the roofs.

And rending, and a blast, and overhead

Thunder, and in the thunder was a cry.

And in the blast there smote along the hall

A beam of light seven times more clear

than day :

And down the long beam stole the Holy
Grail

All over cover'd with a luminous cloud.

And none might see who bare it, and it

past.

But every knight beheld his fellow's face

As in a glory, and all the knights arose,

And starinp each at other like dumb men
Stood, till I found a voice and sware a

vow.

' I sware a vow before them all, that I,

Because I had not seen the Grail, would

ride

A twelvemonth and a day in quest of it,

Until I found and saw it, as the nun

My sister saw it ; and GalaJiad sware the

vow.

And good Sir Bors, our Lancelot's cousin,

sware,

And Lancelot sware, and many among
the knights.

And Ga..ain sware, and louder than the

rest.'

Then spake the monk Ambrosius, ask-

ing him,
' What said the King ? Did Arthur take

the vow ?

'

'Nay, ft)r my lord,' said Percivale,

'the King,

Was not in hall : for early that same day,

Scaped thro' a cavern from a bandit hold,

An outraged maiden spr.mg into the hall

Crying on help : for all her shining hair

Was smear'd with earth, and either milky

arm

Red-rent with hooks of bramble, and all

she wore

Torn as a sail that leaves the rope is torn

In tempest : so the King arose and went
To smoke the scandalous hive of those

wild bees

That made such honey in his realm.

Ilowbcit

Some little of this marvel he too saw,
Keturning o'er the plain that then began
To darken under Camelot ; whence the

King
Look'd up, calling aloud, "Lo, there!

the roofs

Of our great hall are roll'd in thunder-
smoke {
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Pray Heaven, they be not smitten by the
bolt."

For dear to Artluir was that hall of ours,
As having tliere so oft with all lus knights
Feasted, and a-^ the stateliest under

heaven.

' O brother, had youl<no\vn our mighty
hall,

Which Merlin built for Arthur long ago !

For all the sacred mount of Camelot,
And all the dim rich city, roof by roof,
Tower after tower, spire beyond spire,
By grove, and garden-lawn, and rushing

brook,

Climbs to the mighty hall that Merlin
built.

And four great zones of sculpture, set
betwixt

With many a mystic symlwl, gird the hall :

And in the lowest beasts arc slaying men,
!

And in the second men are slaying beasts'
jAnd on the third are warriors, perfect men'

'

And on tlie fourth are men with growing
wings.

And over all one statue in the mould
Of Arthur, made by Merlin, with a crown.
And peak'd wings pointed to the Northern

Star.

And eastward fronts the statue, and the
crown

And both the wings are made of gold,
and flame

At sunrise till the people in far fields,
Wasted so often by the heathen hordes,
Behold it, crying, " Wehavestill a King."

And all the light that falls upon the board
Streams thro' the twelve great battles of

our King.

Nay, one there is, and at the eastern end,
Wealthy with wandering lines of mount

and mere,

Where Arthur finds the brand Excalibur.
And also one to the west, and counter to it,

And blank
: and who shall blazon it ?

when and how ?

—

O there, perchance, when all our wars are
done.

The brand Excalibur will be cast away.

• So to this hall full quickly rode the
Kmg,

In horror lest the work by xMerlin wrought,
Dreamlike, should on the sudden vanish,'

•^^•rapt

In unremorseful folds of rolling fire.

j

And in he rode, and up I glanced, and saw
The golden dragon sparkling over all :

And many of those who burnt the hold,
their arms

Ilack'd, and their foreheads grimed with
smoke, and sear'd,

Follow'd, and in among bright faces, ours,
Full of the vision, prest : and then the

King
Spake to me, being nearest, 'Tercivale "

(Because the hall was all in tumult -some
Vowing, and some protesting), "what is

this ?
"

'And, brother, had you known our hall
within.

Broader and higher than any in all the
lands !

Where twelve great windows blazon
Arthur's wars,

'O brothe-, when I told him what had
chanced,

My sister's vision, and the rest, his face
Darken'd, as I have seen it more than

once,

When some brave deed seem'd to be done
in vain,

Darken
;
and "Woe is me, my knights,"

he cried,

i

ii

h
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" Had I been here, ye had not sworn the

vow."

Bold was mine answer, "Had tliysclf

been here,

My King, thou wouldst have sworn."

'•Yea, yea," said he,

"Art thou so bold and liasl not seen the

Grail ?
"

' "Nay, lord, I heard the sound, I saw
the light.

But since I did not ^ee the Holy Thing,

I sware a vow to follt-w it till I saw,"

'Then when he ask'd us, knight by
knight, if any

Had seen it, all their answers were as one:

"Nay, lord, and therefore have we sworn

our vows.

"

'"Lo now," said Arthur, "have ye

seen a clouil ?

What go ye inlo the wilderness to see ?
"

' Then Galahad on the sudden, and in

a voice

Shrilling along the hall to Arthur, call'd,

" But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy Grail,

I saw the Holy Grail and heard a cry

—

' O Galahad, and O Galahad, follow me.'

"

'"Ah, Galahad, Galahad," said the

King, " for such

As thou art is the vision, not for these.

Thy holy nun and thou have seen a sign

—

Holier is none, my Percivale, than she

—

A sign to maim this Order which I made.
But ye, that follow but the leader's bell

"

(Brother, the King was hard upon his

knights)

"Taliessin is our fullest threat of song,

And one hath sung and all the dumb will

sing.

Lancelot is Lancelot, and hath overborne
Five knights at once, and every younger

knight,

Unproven, holds himself as Lancelot,

Till overborne by one, he learns—and ye.

What are ye ? Galahads ?—no, nor Per-

civales
"

(For thus it pleased the King to range me
close

After Sir Galahad); "nay," said he,

"but men
With strength and will to right the

wrong'd, of power
To lay the sudden heads of violence flat,

Knights that in twelve great battles

splash'd and dyed

The strong White Horse in his own
heathen blood

—

But one hath seen, and all the blind will

see.

Go, since your vows are sacred, being

made :

Yet—for ye know the cries of all my realm

Pass thro' this hall—how often, O my
knights.

Your places being vacant at my side,

This chance of noble deeds will come
and go

Unchallenged, while ye follow wandering

fires

Lost in the quagmire ! Many of you, yea

most.

Return no more : ye think I show myself
Too dark a prophet : come now, let us meet
The morrow morn once more in one full

field

Of gracious pastime, that once more the

King,

Before ye leave him for this Quest, may
count

The yet-unbroken strength of all his

knights,

Rejoicing in that Order which he made."

11
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Would slay me, saw deep lawns, and then I

a brook,
|

With one sharp rapid, where the crisping
'

white

Play'd ever back upon the sloping wave.
And took both ear and eye ; and o'er the

brook

Were apple-trees, and apples by the brook
l-"allen, and on the lawns. "I will rest

here,"

I said, "I am not worthy of the Quest ;"

But even while I drank the brook, and ate

The goodly apples, all these things at once
Fell into dust, and I was left alone.

And thirsting, ina land ofsand and thorns.

' And then behold a woman at a door

Spinning ; and fair the house whereby she

sat.

And kind the woman's eyes and innocent,

And all her bearing gracious ; and she rose

Opening her arms to meet me, as who
should say,

"Rest here ;
" but when I touch'd her, lo

!

she, too.

Fell into dust and nothing, and the house
Became no better than a broken shed.

And in it a dead babe ; and also this

Fell into dust, and I was left alone.

"The sun is rising," tho' the sun had risen.

Then was I ware of one that on me moved
In golden armour with a crown of gold
About a cas(iue all jewels ; and his horse
In golden armour jewell'd everywhere

:

And on the splendour came, flashing me
blind

;

And secm'd to me the Lord of all the
world.

Being so huge. But when I thought he
meant

To crush mc, moving on me, lo ! he, too,
Open'd his anns to embrace me as he

cau.e.

And up I went and touch'd him, and he,
too,

Fell into dust, and I was left alone
And wearying in a land of sand and thorns.

•And on I rode, and greater was my
thirst.

Then flash'd a yellow gleam across the

world.

And where it smote the olowshare in the

field,

The plowman left his plowing, and fell

down
Before it ; where it glitter'd on her pail,

The milkmaid left her milking, and fell

down
Before it, and I knew not why, but

thought

'And I rode on and found a mighty
hill.

And on the top, a city wall'd : the spires
Prick'd v'ith incredible pinnacles into

heaven.

And by the gateway stirr'd a crowd j and
these

Cried to me climbing, "Welcome, Perci-

vale !

Thou mightiest and thou purest among
men !

"

And glad was I and clomb, but found at top
No man, nor any voice. And thence I

past

Far thro' a ruinous city, and I saw
That man had once dwelt there ; but

there I found

Only one man of an exceeding age.
" Where is that goodly company, "said I,
'

'
That so cried out upon me ? " and he had

Scarce any voice to answer, and yet
gasp'd,

"Whence and what art thou ? " and even
as he spoke

\ i

..J.



If"*'"

Blli'

478 r//£ IIuLY GKAIL.

wt l"r^ T' '"^ ^li^-PPear'd. and I [The Holy Grail, descend upon the shrine •Was left alone once more, and cried in I saw the fiery face as of a child

"

grief,

" Lo, if I find the Holy Grail itself

That smote itself intothe bread, and went

;

And hither am I come ; and never yetAnd toiirJi if ;t „m1i II- """'^'' ''^'" ^ come ; and never vetiwvx loucn It, It w II crumble inhi fbn;f " ir„.i 1 . 1 . .
^'ucinio oust. Hath whatthysister taught me first to see,

This Holy Thing, fail'd from my side, nor'And thence I dropt into a lowly vale,
Low as the hill was high, and where the

vale

Was lowest, found a chapel, and thereby
A holy hermit in a hermitage,
To whom I told my phantoms, and he'

'lid

:

' " son, thou iiast not true humility.
The highest virtue, mother of them all

;'

For Mhen the Lord of all thing.- made
Himself

come
Cover'd, but moving with me night and

day.

Fainter by day, but always in the night
Blood-red, and sliding down the blacken'd

marsh
Blood-red, and on the naked mountain

top

Blood -red, and in the sleeping mere below
Blood-red. And in the strength of this I

rode,

Shattering all evil customs everywhere.•vr-i..,! „/• 1 /. TT- .
'^"''ii-'-"'ig au evil customs everywhere

thine,'

And all her form shone forth M'ith sudden
light

So that the angels were amazed, and she
Follow'd Flimdown, and like a flying star
Led on the gray-hair'd wisdom of the east

;

But her thou hast not known : for what
is this

Thou thoughtest of thy prowess and thy
sins?

Thou hast not lost thyself to save thyself
As Galahad." When the hermit made

an end,

In silver armour suddenly Galahad shone
Before us, and against the chapel door
Laid lance, and enter'd, and we knelt in

prayer.

And there the hermit slaked my burning
thirst,

And at the sacring of the mass I saw
The holy elements alone ; but he,
" Saw ye no more ? I, Galahad, saw the

Grail,

And clash'd with Pagan hordes, and bore
them down.

And broke thro' all, and in the strength
of this

Come victor. But my time is hard at
hand.

And hence I go ; and one will crown me
king

Far in the spiritual city ; and come thou,
too.

For thou shalt see the vision when I go."

' While thus he spake, his eye, dwelling
on mine.

Drew me, with poAver upon me, till I grew
One with him, to believe as he believed.
Then, when the day began to wane, we

went.

•There rose a hill that none but man'
could climb,

Scarr'd with a hundred wintry water-
courses

—

k
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Storm at the top, and when we gain'd it,

storm

Round us and death j for every moment
glanced

His silver arms and gloom'd : so quick

and thick
'

The liglitnings hero and there to left and
!

right
I

Struck, till the dry old trunks aliout us,

dead,

Yea, rotten with a hundred years of death.

Sprang into fire : and at the base we found
On either hand, as far as eye could see,

A great black swain [i and of an evil smell.

Part black, part whiten "d with the bones
of men,

Xot to be crost, save that some ancient

king

Had built a way, where, link'd with
many a bridge,

A thousand piers ran into the great Sea.

And Galahad fied along them bridge by
bridge,

And every bridge as quickly as he crost

Sprang into fire and vanish'd, tho' I

jx'arn'd

To follow ; and thrice above him all the

heavens

Open'd and blazed with thunder such as

seem'd

Shoutings of all the sons of God : and first

At once I saw him far on the great Sea,
In silver-shining armour stany-clear

;

And o'er his head the Holy Vessel hung
Clothed in white samite or a luminous

cloud.

And with exceeding swiftness ran the boat.
If boat it were —I saw not whence it came.
And when the heavens open'd and blazed

again

Roaring, I saw him like a silver star—
And had he set the sail, or had the boat
Become a living creature clad wit'- wings?

And o'er his head the Holy Vessel hung
Redder than any rose, a joy to me.
For now I knew the veil had been with-

drawn.

Then in a moment when they blazed again
Opening, I saw the least of little stars

Down on the waste, and straight beyond
the star

I haw tlie spiritual city and all her spires

And gateways in a glory like one pearl-
No larger, tho' the goal of all the saints-
Strike from the sea; and from the star

there shot

A rose-red sparkle to the city, and there
Dwelt, and I knew it was the Holy Grail,

\\'hieh never eyes on earth again shall see.

Then fell the floods of heaven drowning
the deep.

And how my feet recrost the deathful ridge

No memory in me lives ; but that I touch'd
The chapel-doors at dawn I know ; and

thence

Taking my war-horse from the holy man.
Glad that no phantom vcxt me more,

rcturn'd

To whence I came, the gate of Arthur's

wars.

'

'O brother,' ask'd Ambrosius,— 'for

in sooth

These ancient books—and they would win
thee—teem.

Only I find not there this Holy Grail,

With miracles and marvels like to these.
Not all unlike ; which oftentime I read.
Who read but on my breviary with ease.
Till my head swims ; and then go forth

and pass

Down to the little thorpe that lies so close,

And almost plaster'd like a martin's nest
To these old walls—and .-uinglc with our

folk;

And knowing every honest face of theirs

k
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As well as ever shepherd knew his sheep,
And every homely secret in their liearts,

Delight myself with gossip and old wives,

And ills and aches, and teethings, lyings-

in,

And mirthful sayings, cliildrenof the place,
That have no meaning half a league away

;

Or lulling random sijuabbles when they
rise,

ChafTerings and chatterings at the market-
cross.

Rejoice, small man, in this small world
of mine,

Vea, even in their hens and in their eggs -
O brother, saving this Sir Galahad,
Came ye on none but phantoms in your

quest,

No man, no woman ?

'

Then Sir Tercivale

:

* All men, to one so bound by such a vow,
And women vere as phantoms. O, my

brother.

Why wilt thou shame me to confess to thee
How far I falter'd from my quest and vow ?

For after I had lain so many nights,

A bedmate of the snail and eft and snake.
In grass and burdock, I was changed to

wan
I

And meagre, and tlic vision had not come

;

And then I chanced upon a goodly town
With one great dwelling in the middle of

it;

Thither I made, and there was I disarm'd
By maidens each as fair as any flower :

I3ut when they led me into hall, behold.
The Princess of that castle was the one,
Brother, and that one only, who had ever
Made my heart leap ; for when I moved

of old

A slender page about her father's hall.

And she a slender maiden, all my heart
Went after her with longi

Had never kiss'd a kiss, or vow'd a vow.
And now I came upon her once again.
And one had wedded her, and he was dead,
And all his land and f/ealth and state

were hers.

And while I tarried, every day she set
A banquet richer than the day before
Hy me

; for all her longing and her will

Was toward me as of old ; till one fliir

morn,

I walking to and fro beside a stream
That (lash'd across her orchard underneath
Her castle-walls, she stole upon my walk,
And calling me the greatest of all knights,'

Embraced me, and so kiss'd me the^first

time.

And gave herself and all her wealth to me.
Then I rcmember'd Arthur's warning

^\ord,

That most of \is would follow wandering
fires.

And the Quest faded in my heart. Anon,
The heads of all her people drew to me,
With supplication both of knees and

tongue :

" Wc have heard of thee : thou art our
greatest knight.

Our Lady says it, and we well believe :

j

\\'cd ihou our Lady, and rule over us,

And thou shalt be as Arthur in our land.''
O me, my brother ! but one night my vow
Burnt me within, so that I rose and fled,

But wail'd and wept, and hated mine own
self.

And cv'n the Holy Quest, and all but her

;

Then after I w.ns join'd with Galahad
Cared not for her, nor anything upon

earth.'

Jing : yet we twain

Then said the monk, ' Poor men, when
yule is cold,

Must be content to sit by little fires.

1

And this am I, so that ye care for me
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Ever so little
; yea, and blest be Heaven

That brought thee here to this poor house

of ours

Where all the brethren arc so hard, to

warm
My cold heart with a friend : but O the

pity

To find thine own first l"ve once more

—

to hold.

Hold her a wealthy bride within thine

arms.

Or all but hold, and then— cast her aside,

Foregoing all her sweetness, like a weed.
For we that want tht warmth of double

life,

We that arc plagued with dreams of

something sweet

Beyond all sweetness in a life so rich,

—

Ah, blessed Lord, I speak tooearthlywise.

Seeing I never stray'd beyond the cell.

But live like an old badger in his earth.

With earth about him everywhere, despite

All fast and penance. Saw ye none
beside.

None of your knights ?

'

* Vea so,' said Percivale :

'One night my pathway swerving east, I

saw

The pelican on the casque of our Sir Bors
All in the middle of the rising moon :

And toward him spurr'd, and haii'd him,

and he me.

And each made joy of eitlier; then he
ask'd,

"Where is he? hast thou seen him—
Lancelot?— Once,"

Said good Sir Bors, *' he dash'd across me
—mad,

And maddening what he rode : and when
I cried,

' Ridest thou tlien so hotly on a quest

So holy,' Lancelot sh uted, 'Staymenot!

1 1 have been the sluggard, and I ride apace,
For now there is a lion in the way.'
So vanlsh'd."

•Then Sir Bors had ridden on
Softly, and sorrowing for our Lancelot,
Because his former madness, once the talk
And scandal of our tal)Ie, had return 'd ;

For Lancelot's kith and kin so worship
him

That ill to him is ill to them ; to Bors
Beyond the resl : he well had been content
Not to have seen, so Lancelot might have

seen,

The Holy Cup of healing ; an(', indeed,
Being so clouded with his grief and love,

Small heart was his after the Holy Quest

:

IfGod would send the vision, well : if not,

The Quest and he were in the hands of
Heaven.

' And then, with small adventure met,
.Sir Bors

Rode to the lonest tract of all the realm,
And found a people there among their

crags.

Our race and blood, a remnant that were
left

Paynim amid their circles, and the stones
They pitch up straight to heaven : and

their wise men
Were strong in that old magic which can

trace

The wandering of the stars, and scofTd at

him
And this high Quest as at a simple thing :

Told him he follow'd—almost Arthur's
words

—

A mocking fire : "what other fire than he.
Whereby the blood beats, and the blossom

blows.

And the sea rolls, and all the world is

warm'd?"
I I

m

m
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And when hi To whom I rcmcmlwr
answer chafer! them, the

rough crowd,

Hearing he had a difference with their That pelican on the casque: Sir Bors it

priests,
I

^vas

Seized him, and bound and plunged hiin Who spake so low and sadly at ourboar.l;
into a cell And mighty reverent at ourgrar- was tie

•

Ofgreat piled stones; and lying bounden A square-set man and honest; mkI his

I eves
In darkness thro' innumerable hours

\
An out-door sign of al! the warmth within

He heard the hollow-ringing heavens
,

Smiitd with his lips-a smile beneath a
sweep

I

cloud,

Over him till by miracle—what else?— But heaven had meant it for a sunny one
Heavy as it was, a great stone slipt and Ay, ay, Sir Bors, who else? But when

"^"'
I

ye rca' h'd
Such as no wind could move

: and thro' The city, found ye all your knights
tlie gap

I

return'.!,

Glimmer'd the streaming scud : then Or was there sooth in .Arthur's propliecy
came a night

Still as the day was loud ; ,11J thro' thegap
The seven clear stars of Arthur's Table

Round

—

For, brotlier, so one night, Ijccausc they
roll

Thro' such a round In heaven, we named
the stars,

' Rejoicing in ourselves and in our King—
And these, like bright eyes of familiar

friends.

In on him shone : "And then to me, to

me,"

Said good Sir Bors, "beyond all hopes of

mine.

Who scarce had pray'd or ask'd it for

myself—

Across the seven clear stars—O grace to

me

—

In colour like the fi.igers of a hand

[
^>elbre a burning taper, the sweet Grail

1 -ilidej und past, and close upon it peal'd
/ i .arp quick thunder." Afterwards, a

maid,

^Vho kept our holy faith among her kin
In secret, entering, loosed and let him go.'

Tell me, and what said each, am! what
the King?'

Then answer'd Tercivale : 'And that

can I,

Brother, and truly ; since the living words
Ofso great men as Lancelot and our King
Pass not from door to door and out again,

But sit within the house. O, when we
reach'd

The city, our horses stumbling as they

trode

On hen' ' of viln, hornless unicorns,

Crack'd basilisks, and splintei'd cocka-

And bhatter d taioots, which had left the

stones

Raw, that they fell from, brought us to

the hall,

•And. there sat Arthur on the dais-

throne,

And those that had gone out upon the

Quest,

W^asted and worn, and but a tithe of

them,
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And those that had not, stood before the

King,

Who, when he saw mc, rose, and bade

nie hall,

Saying, "A welfare in thine cj'c reproves

Our fear ofsome disastrous chance for thee

On hill, or plain, at sea, or flooding ford.

So fierce a gale made havoc here of late

Among llie strange devices of our kings
;

V'ea, shook this newer, stronger hall nfours,

And from the statue Merlin moulded for us

Ilalf-wreuch'd a golden wing; but now—
the Quest,

Tills vision—hast thou seen the Iluly Cup,

That Joseph brought of old to Glaston-

bury?"

'So when I told him all thyself hast

heard,

Ambrosius, and my fresh but fixt resolve

To pass away into the quiet life.

He answei'd not, but, sharply turning,

ask'd

OfGawain, "Gawain, was this Quest for

thee?^'

"Nay, lord," said Gawain, "not for

such as I.

Thcrefo • I communed with a saintly man,

Who niaile me sure the Quest was not for

me
;

For I was much awearied of the Quest

;

But found a silk pavilion in a field.

And merry maidens in it ; and then this

gale

Tore my pavilion from the tenting-pin,

And blew my merry maidens all about

With all discomfort
; yea, and but for this.

My twelvemonth and a day were pleasant

to me."

*He ceased; and Arihur tum'd to

whoi'^ at first

He saw not, for Sir Bors, on entering,

pusli'd

Athwart the tiirong to Lancelot, caught

his hand,

Held it, and there, half-hidden by him,

stood.

Until the King espied him, saying to him,
" Hail, Hors ! if ever loyal m.an and true

Could see it, thou hast seen the Grail
;"

and Uors,

"Ask me not, for I n ly not speak of it

:

I saw itj" and the tea; were m his eyes.

' Then there rcmain'd but Lancelot, for

the rest

Spake but of sundiy pen in the storm ;

Perhaps, like him of Cana in Holy Writ,

Our Arthur kept his best ui til the last

;

"Thou, too, my Lancelt ," ask'd the

King, "my friend,

Our mightiest, hath this Que ,t avail'd for

thee?"

"Our mightiest !" answer 1 Lancelot,

with a groan

;

"O King!" — and when 1 ; paused,

methought I spied

A dying fire of madness m his i /es

—

'
' O King, my friend, if friend of ine I be,

Happier are those that welter ii. heir sin.

Swine in the mud, that cannt see for

slime.

Slime of the ditch : but in me lived a sin

So strange, ofsuch a kind, that all jf pure.

Noble, and knightly in me twined and

clung

Round that one sin, until the whoi esome

flower

And poisonous grew together, each as

each,

Njt to bepluck'd asunder; and when thy

knights

Sware, I sware with them only in the hope

1

<

I



Ij

m J ''I

I'

c;
f0^

Us,4S4 T//j; HOLY GRAIL.

That could I touch or see the Holy Grail ' And
They might be pluck'd asunder. Then 1

1

with me drove the moon and all the

spake

To one most holy saint, who wept and
said,

That save they could be pluck'd asunder,
all

My quest were but in vain ; to whom I

vow'd

That I would work according as he will'd.

stars

And forth I went, and while

and strove

To tear the twain asunder in my heart,

My madness came upon me as of old,

And the wind fell, and on the seventh
night

I heard the shingle grinding in the surge.

And felt the boat shock earth, and looking
up,

IJehoId, the enchanted towers of Car-
bonck,

A castle like a rock upon a rock,
I yearn'd With chasm-like portals open to the

sea.

And steps that met the breaker ! there

was none
And whipt me into, waste fields for away; Stood near it but a lion on each side
There was I beaten down by little men,'

Mean knights, to whom the moving of
my sword

And shadow of my spear had been enow
To scare them from me once ; and then

I came
All in my folly to the naked shore.

Wide flats, where nothing but coarse
grasses grew

;

But such a blast, my King, began to blow.
So loud a blast along the shore and sea.

Ye could not hear the waters fur the blast,

Tho' heapt in mounds and ridges all the
sea

Drove like a cataract, and all the sand
Swept like a river, and the clouded

heavens

Were shaken with the motion and the
sound.

And blackening in the sea-foam sway'd a
boat,

Half-swallow'd in it, anchor'd with i

chain
;

And in my madness to myself I said,
' I will embark and I will lose myself,
And in the great sea wash away my sin.'
I burst the chain, I sprang ir^o the boat.
Seven days I drove along the dreary deep,

That kept the entry, and the moon was
full.

Then from the boat I leapt, and up the
stairs.

There drew my sword. With sudden-
flaring manes

Those two great beasts rose upright like

a man.

Each gript a shoulder, and I stood
between

;

And, when I ^^oul(l have smitten them,
heard a voice,

' Doubt not, go forward ; if thou doubt,
the beasts

Will tear thee piecemeal.' Then with
violence

The SAvord was dash'd from out my hand,
and fell.

And up into the sounding hall I past
;

But nothing in the sounding hall I saw,
No bench nor table, painting on the wall
Or shield of knight ; only the rounded

niooi!.

Thro' the tall oriel on the rolling sea.
But always in the quiet house I heard.
Clear as a lark, high o'er me as a lark]
A sweet voice singing in the topmost

tower
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To the eastward : up I climb'd a thousand

steps

With pain : as in a dream I seem'd to

climb

For ever : at the last I reach'd a door,

A light was in the crannies, and I heard,
' Glory and joy and honour to our Lord
And to the Holy Vessel of the Grail.'

Then in my madness I essay'd the door
;

It gave ; and thro' a stormy glare, a heat

As from a seventimes-heated furnace, I,

Blasted and burnt, and blinded as I was.

With such a fierceness that I swoon'd

away

—

O, yet methought I saw the Holy Grail,

All pall'd in crimson samite, and around

Great angels, awful shapes, and wings

and eyes.

And but for all my madness and my sin.

And then my swooning, I had sworn I

saw

That which I saw ; but what I saw was
veil'd

And cover'd ; and this Quest was not for

me."

'So speaking, and here ceasing, Lance-

lot left

The hall long silent, till Sir Gawain—nay,

Brother, I need not tell thee foolish

words,—
A reckless and irreverent knight was he.

Now bolden'd by the silence of his

King,—
Well, I will tell thee: "O King, my

liege," he said,

" Hath Gawain fail'd in any quest of

thine ?

When have I stinted stroke in foughten

field ?

But as for thine, my good friend Percivule,

Thy holy nun and thou have driven men
mad,

Yea, made our mightiest madder than
our least.

But by mine eyes and by mine ears I

swear,

I will be deafer than the blue-eyed cat,

And thrice as blind as any noonday owl.
To holy virgins in their ecstasies,

Henceforward."

" Deafer," said the blameless King,
"Gawain, and blinder unto holy things

Hope not to make thyself by idle vows.
Being too blind to have desire to see.

But if indeed there came a sign from
heaven.

Blessed are Bors, Lancelot and Tercivale,
For these have seen according to their

sight.

For every fiery prophet in old times,

And all the sacred madness of the bard,
When God made music thro' them, could

but speak

His music by the framework and the
chord

;

And as yc saw it ye have spoken truth.

" Nay—but thou errest, Lancelot:
never yet

Could all of true and noble in knight and
man

Twine round one sin, whatever it might
be.

With such a closeness, but apart there

grew,

Save that he were the swine thou spakest

of,

Some root of knighthood and pure noble-

ness
;

Whereto see thou, that it may bear its

flower.

"And spake I not too truly, O my
knights ?

iiiii



4S6 PELLEAS AND ETTARRE.

Was I too dark a inophet wlien I said
To those who went upon the Holy Quest,
That most of them would follow wan-

dering (i; s,

Lost in the quaiimire ?~Iost to me and
gone,

And left me gazing at a barren board,
And a lean Order—scarce return'd a

tithe —
And out of those to whom the vision came
^fy greatest hardly will believe he saw

;

Another hath beheld it afixr oPf,

And leaving human wn^ngs toriglu tliem-

selves.

Cares but to pass into tlie silent life.

And one hath had the vision face to face,

Nor the high God a vision, nor that One
Who rose again : ye have seen what ye

have seen."

' So spake the King
he meant.'

I knew not all

PELLEAS AND ETTARRE.
King Arthur made new knights to fdl

the gap
Left by the Holy Quest ; and u- i.c sat
In hall at old Caerleon, the higii doors
Were softly sunder'd, a.id thro' these a

youth,

relleas, and the sweet smell of the fieldsAnd now his chair desires him here in Past, and the sunshine came along with
^''1'". him.

However theymay crown him otherwhere.

„. ,

'
'"^'^-'ike me thy knight, because I know,And some among you held, that if Sir King,

the King All that belongs to knightliood, and I love.

'

Had seen the sight he would nave sworn Such was liis cry; for having heard the
the vow : King

Not easily, seeing that the King must Had let proclaim a tournament-thc prize
guard I A _ - , 1 . . 1

That which he rules, and is but as the hind
To whom a space of land is given to

plough,

Who may not wander from the allotted

field

Before his work be done ; ])ut, being done,
Let visions of the night or of the day
Come, as they will ; and many a time

they come,
Until this earth he walks on seems not

earth.

This light that strikes his eyeball is not
light.

This air that smites his forehead is not air
But vision-yea, his very hand and foot-
In moments when he feels he cannot die.
And knows himself no vision to himself.

A golden circlet and a knightly sword,
Full fain had Pelleas for his lady won
The golden circlet, for himself the sword :

And there were those who knew him near
the King,

And promised for him : and Arthur made
him knight.

And this new knight, Sir Pelleas of the
isles

—

But lately come to his inheritance,

I

And lord of many a barren isle was he-
Riding at noon, a day or twain before.
Across the forest call'd of Dean, to find
Caerleon and the King, had felt the sun
Beat like a strong knight on his helm nnd

reel'd

Almost to falling from his horse j but saw
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Near him a mound of even-sloping side,

Whereon a hundred stately beeehes grew.
And here and there great hollies under

them

;

But for a mile all round was ope.i space,

And fern and heath : and slowly Pelleas

drew

To that dim day, then binding his good
horse

To a tree, cast himself down; and as he
lay

At random looking over the brown earth
Thro' that green-glooming twilight of the

grove,

It seem'd to Pelleas that the fern without
Burnt as a living fire of emeralds,

So that his eyes were dazzled looking at it.

Then o'er it crost the dimness of a cloud

Floating, and once the shadow of a bird

Flying, and then a fawn; and his eyes

closed.

And since he loved all maidens, but no
maid

In special, half-awake he whisper'd,

'Where?
O where? I love thee, tho' I know thee

not.

For fair thou art and pure as Guinevere,
And I will make thee with my spear and

sword

As famous—O my Queen, my Guinevere,
For I will be thine Arthur when we meet.'

Suddenly waken'd with a sound of talk

And laughter at the limit of the wood,
And glancing thro' the hoary boles, he

saw,

Strange as to some old prophet might
have seem'd

A vision hovering on a sea of fire.

Damsels in divers colours like the do'.id

Of sunset and sunrise, and all of them
On horses, and the horses richly trapt

Breast-high in that bright line of bracken
stood

:

And all the damsels talk'd confusedly,

And one was pointing this way, and one
that,

Because the way was lost.

And Pelleas rose,

And loosed his horse, and led him to the

light.

There she that seem'd the chief among
them said,

' In hajipy time behold our pilot-star

!

Youth, we are damsels-errant, and we ride,

Arm'd as ye see, to tilt against the knights
There at Caerleon, but have lost our way

:

To right? to left? straightforward? back
again ?

Which? tell us quickly.'

And Pelleas gazing thought,
'Is Guinevere herself so beautiful?'

For large her violet eyes look'd, and her
bloom

A rosy dawn kindled in stainless heavens,
And round her limbs, mature in woman-

hood;

And slender was her hand and small her
shape

;

And but for those large eyes, the haunts
of scorn,

She might have seem'd a toy to trifle with,
And pass and care no more. But while

he gazed

The beauty of her flesh abash'd the boy,
As tho' it were the beauty of her soul

:

For as the base man, judging of the good,
Puts his own baseness in him by default

Of will and nature, so did Pelleas lend
All the young beauty of his own soul to

hers,

Believing her; and when she spake to

him,
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Stammer'd, and could not make her a
reply.

For out of the waste islands had he come,
Where saving his own sisters he had known

Were all a burthen to her, and in her heart
She mutter'd, ' I have lighted on a fool,
Raw, yet so stale !

' But since her mind
was bentc ° -„c*v.n..iu„„ was oent

,

Scarce any but the women of his isles, On hearing, after trumpet blown her n.me:^ough wwes that laugh'd and scream'd And title, < QueenofLauty,' in t",'agamst tiie gulls, Cricd-and beholding him s^ strong steMakers of nets, and living from the sea.
| thought

^o strong, she

That peradventure he will fight for me,Then with a slow smile turn'd the lady
round

And look'd upon her people ; and as when
A stone is flung into some sleeping tarn,
The circle widens till it lip the marge,
Spread the slow smile thro' all her com-

pany.

Three knights were thereamong ; and they
too smiled,

Scorning him ; for the lady was Ettarre,
And she was a great lady in her land.

And win the circlet : therefore flatter'd

him,

Being so gracious, that he wellnighdeem'd
His wish by hers was echo'd ; and her

knights

And all her damsels too were gracious to
him.

For she was a great lady.

Again she said, ' O wild and of the
woods,

Knowest thou not the fashion of our
speech ?

Or have the Heavens but given thee a fiiir

face,

Lacking a tongue?'

*0 damsel,' answer'd he,
' I woke from dreams ; and ccming out

of gloom
Was dazzled by the sudden light, and

crave

Pardon : but will ye to Caerleon ? I
Go likewise

: shall I lead you to the King ?

'

•Lead then,' she said; and thro' the
woods they went.

And while they rode, the meaning in his
eyes,

And when they reach'd
Caerleon, ere they past to lodging, she.
Taking his hand, 'O the strong hand,'

she said,

'See
! look at mine ! but wilt thou fight
for me,

And win me this fine circlet, Pelleas,
That I may love thee ?

'

Then his helpless heart
Leapt, and he cried, 'Ay ! wilt thou if I

win ?

'

'Ay, that will I,' she answer'd, and she
laugh'd,

And straitly nipt the hand, and flung it

from her
;

Then glanced askew at those three knights
of hers.

Till all her ladies laugh'd along with her.

' O happy world, ' thought Pelleas, 'all,

meseems,
Are happy

; I the happiest of them all.'M;=teH-rnr--'~-.n- 't, .
I
:^'^ "'Wy 5 1 mo happiest of them all.'...te..!.rnc..u:nianncr, ana chaste awe, Nor slept that night for pleasure in hi,His broken utterances and bashfulness, blood

Pleasure m his
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And green wood-ways, and eyes among
the leaves

;

Then being on the morrow knighted,

sware

To love one only. And as he came away.
The men who met him rounded on their

heels

And wonder'd after him, because liis face

Shone like the countenance of a priest of

old

Against the flame .ibout a sacrifice

Kindled by fire from heaven : so glad was
he.

Then Arthur made vast banquets, and
strange knights

From the four winds came in : and each
one sat,

Tho' served with choice from air, land,

stream, and sea,

Oft in mid-banquet measuring will: his

eyes

His neighbour's make and might : and
Pelleas look'd

Noble among the noble, for he dream'd
His lady loved him, and he knew himself

Loved of the King ; and him his new-
made knight

Worshipt, whose lightest whisper moved
him more

Than all the ranged reasons of the world.

Then blush'dand brake the morning of

the jousts.

And this was call'd « The Tournament of

Youth :

'

For Arthur, loving his young knight,

withheld

His older and his mightier from the lists,

That Pelleas might obtain his lady's love,

According to her promise, and remain
Lord of the tourney. And Arthur had the

jousts

Down in the flat field by the shore of Usk
Holden

: the gilded parapets were crown'd
With faces, and the great tower fill'd with

eyes

Up to the summit, and the trumpets blew.
There all day long Sir Pelleas kept the

field

With honour : so by that strong hand of
his

The sword and golden circlet were
achieved.

Then rang the shout his lady loved :

the heat

Of pride and glory fired her face ; her eye
Sparkled

; she caught the circlet from his

lance,

And there before the people crown'd
herself

:

So for the last time she was gracious to

him.

Tuen at Caerleon for a space—her look
Bright for all others, cloudier on her

knight

—

Linger'd Ettarre : and seeing Pelleas

droop.

Said Guinevere, ' We marvel at thee

much,

O damsel, wearing this unsunny face

To him who won thee glory ! ' And she
said,

' Had ye not held your Lancelot in your
bower,

My Queen, he had not won. ' Whereat
the Queen,

As one whose foot is bitten by an ant,

Glanced down upon her, turn'd and went
her way.

But after, when her damsels, and herself,

And those three knights all set their faces

home,
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Sir Pelleas follow'd. She that saw him
cried,

With morning every day, and, moist or
dry,

''^'""'!!!lf";?
^^' ^ "^""'"^ ''^ ^^"""^^^ Full-arm'd'upon his charger all day long

g^j j^y the walls, and no one open'd to him.
to say it

—

I cannot bide Sir Baby. Keep him back
Among yourselves. Would rather that

we had

Some rough old knight who knew the

worldly way,

Albeit grizzlier than a bear, to ride

And jest with : take him to you, keep
him off.

And pamper him with papmeat, ifye will.

Old milky fables of the wolf and sheep.

Such as the wholesome mothers tell their

boys.

Nay, should ye try him with a merry one
To find his mettle, good : and if he fly us,

Small matter ! let him.' This her

damsels heard.

And mindful of her small and cruel hand.
They, closing round him thro' the journey

home,

Acted her best, and always from her side
Restrain'd him with all manner of device.
So that he could not come to speech with

her.

And when she gain'd her castle, upsprang
the bridge,

Down rang the grate of iron thro' the

groove.

And he was left alone in open field.

And this persistence tum'd her scorn to

wrath.

Then calling her three knights, jhe
charged them, « Out

!

And drive him from the walls.' And out
they came.

But Pelleas overthrew them as they dash'd
Against him one by one ; and these

return'd,

But still he kept his watch beneath the
wall.

'These be the ways of ladies,' Pelleas

thought,

' To those who love them, trials of our
faith.

Yea, let her prove me to the uttermost,
For loyal to the uttermost am I.'

So made his moan ; and, darkness falling,

sought

A priory not far off, there lodged, but
rose

Thereon her wrath became a hate ; and
once,

A week beyond, while walking on the
walls

With her three knights, she pointed
down\\'ard, ' Look,

He haunts me—I cannot breathe—
besieges me

;

Down ! strike him ! put my hate into

your strokes.

And drive him from my walls.' And
down they went,

And Pelleas overthrew them one by one
;

And from the tower above him cried

Ettarre,

• Bind him, and bring him in.'

He heard her voice

;

Then let the strong hand, which had
overthrown

Her minion-knights, by those he over-

threw

Be bounden straight, and so they brought
him in.

Then when he came before Ettarre, the

sight

i 4

I
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Of her rich beauty made him at one glance

More bondsman in his heart than in his

bonds.

Yet with good cheer he spake, 'Behold

me, Lady,

A prisoner, and the vassal of thy will

;

And if thou keep me in thy donjon here,

Content am I so that I see thy face

But once a day : for I have sworn my
vows,

And thou hast given thy promise, and 1

know

That all these pains are trials of my faith,

And that thyself, when thou hast seen me
strain'd

And sifted to the utmost, wilt at length

Yield me thy love and know me for thy

knight.'

Then she began to rail so bitterly,

With all her damsels, he was stricken

mute
;

But when she mock'd his vows and the

great King,

Lighted on words :
' For pity of thine

own self.

Peace, Lady, peace : is he not thine and
mine?'

'Thou fool,' she said, 'I nev' heard his

voice

But long'd to break away. Unbind him
now.

And thrust him out of doors ; for save

he be

Fool to the midmost marrow of his bones.

He will return no more.' And those, her

three,

Laugh'd, and unbound, and thrust him
from the gate.

And after this, a v/eek beyond, again

She call'd them, saying, 'There he

watches yet,

There like a dog before his master's door

!

Kick'd, he returns : do ye not hate him,

ye?

Ye know yourselves : how can ye bide at

peace,

Affronted with his fulsome innocence ?

Are ye but creatures of the board and
bed.

No men to strike? Fall on him all at

once,

And if ye slay him I reck not : if ye fail,

Give ye the slave mine order to be bound,
Bind him as heretofore, and bring him in :

It may be ye shall slay him in his bonds.'

She spake ; and at her will they couch'd

their spears.

Three against one : and Gawain passing

by,

Bound upon solitary adventure, saw
Low down beneath the shadow of those

towers

A villainy, three to one : and thro' his

heart

The fire of honour and all noble deeds
Flash'd, and he call'd, ' I strike upon thy

side

—

The caitiffs !
' « Nay,' said Pelleas, ' but

forbear

;

He needs no aid who doth his lady's will.'

So Gawain, looking at the villainy done.
Forbore, but in his heat and eagerness

Trembled and quiver'd, as the dog, with-

held

A moment from the vermin that he sees

Before him, shivers, ere he springs and
kills.

And Pelleas overthrew them, one to

three

;

And they rose up, and bound, and brought
him in.

J
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Then first her anger, leaving Pelleas,

bum'd
Full on her knights in many an evil name
Of craven, weakling, and thrice-beaten

hound :

'Yet, take him, ye that scarce are fit to
touch.

Far less to bind, your victor, and thrust
him out,

And let who will release him from his
bonds.

And if he comes again'—there she brake
short

;

And Pelleas answer'd, ' Lady, for indeed
I loved you and I deem'd you beautiful,
I cannot brook to see your beauty marr'd
Thro' evil spite : and if ye love me not,
I cannot bear to dream you so forsworn :

I had liefer ye were worthy of my love,
Than to be loved again of you -farewell •

And tho- ye kill my hope, not yet my love,'
Vex not yourself: ye will not see me

more.'

Forth sprang Gawain, and loosed him
from his bonds.

And flung them o'er the walls; and after-

Shaking his hands, as from a lazar's rag,
'Faith of my body,' he said, 'and art

mou not

—

Vea thou art he, whom late our Arthur
made

Knight of his table
; yea and lie that won

The circlet? wherefore hast thou -^

defamed
Thy brotherhood in me and all the rest,
As let these caitiffs on thee work their

will?' 1

While thus he spake, she gazed upon
the man

Of princely bearing, tho' in bonds, and
thought,

' Why have I push'd him from me? this
man loves.

If love there be : yet him I loved not
Why ?

I deem'd him fool ? yea, so ? or that in himA something-was it nobler than my-
self?—

^

Seem'd my reproach? He is not of mv
kind.

^

He could not love me, did he know me
well.

Nay, let him go—and quickly.' And her
knights

^^"C-i'd not, but thrust him bounden out
of door.

And Pelleas answer'd, ' O, their wills
are hers

For whom I won the circlet ; and mine,
hers,

Thus to be bounden, so to see her face
Marr'd tho' it be with spite and mockery

now,

Other than when I found her in the
woods

;

And tho' she hath me bounden but in
spite.

And all to flout me, when they bring me
in.

Let me be bounden, I shall see her face •

Else must I die thro' mine unhappiness.''

' f

And Gawain answer'd kindly tho' in
scorn,

'Why, let my lady bind me if she will.
And let my lady beat me if she will

:

But an she send her delegate to thrall
These fighting hands of mine—Christ kill

me then

But I will slice him handless by the wrist
And let my lady sear the stump for him,'
Howl as lie may. But hold me for your

friend

:

I
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Come, ye know nothing : here I pledge
my troth,

Vca, by the honour of ihe Table Round,
I will be Icnl to llicc and work 'by work,
And tame thy jailing i)riiicess to thine

hand.

Lend mc thine horse and arms, and I will

say

That I have slain tboe. She will let me in

To hear the manner of thy fight and fall

;

Then, when I come within her counsels,

then

From prime to vespers will I chant thy
praise

As prowcst knight and truest lover, more
Than any have sung thee living, till she

long

To have thee back in lusty life again,

Not to be bound, save by while bonds
and warm,

Dearer than freedom. Wherefore now
thy horse

And armour : let me go : be comforted

;

Give me three days to melt her fancy,

and hope

The third night hence will bring thee

news of gold.'

Then Pelleas lent hiy horse and all his

arms.

Saving the goodly sword, his prize, and
look

Gawain's, and said, ' Ketray me not, but
help

—

Art thou not he whom men call light-of-

love ?

'

'Ay,' said Gawain, ' for women be so
light.'

Then bounded forward to the castle walls.

And raised a bugle hangii.^ i his neck,
And winded it, and that so musically
That all the old echoes hidden in the wall

Rang out like hollow woods at hunting-

tide.

I'p ran a score of damsels to the tower

;

'A vaunt,' they cried, 'our lady loves thee

not.'

But Gawain lifting up his vizor said,

'Gawain am I, (Jawain of Arthur's court,

And i have slain this Pelleas whom ye
hate

:

J5ehold his horse and armour. Open
gates.

And I will make you meny.

'

And down they ran,
Her damsels, crying to their lady, 'Lo !

Pelleas is dead—he told us—he that hath
His horse and armour : will ye let him in?
He slew him ! Gawain, Gawain of the

court,

Sir Gawain—there he waits below the

wall.

Blowing his bugle as who should say him
nay.

'

i\nd so, leave given, straight on thro'

open door

Rode Gawain, whom she greeted cour-

teously.

'Dead, is it so? 'she ask'd. 'Ay, ay,'

said he,

' And oft in dying cried upon your name.'
'Pity on him,' she answer'd, «a good

knight.

But never let me bide one hour at peace.'
'Ay,' thought Gawain, 'and you be fair

enow

:

But I to your dead man have given my
troth.

That whom ye loathe, him will I make you
love.

'

So those three days, aimless about the
land,

i

rv-l
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Lost in a doubt, Pellcas wanderlnp
Waited, until the third night Ijrji.jht a

moon
With promise of large light on woods and

ways.

Hard by the gates. Wide open were the
gates.

And no watch kept ; and in thro' these

he past,

And heard but his own steps, and his own
. heart

Hot was the night and silent ; but a Beating, for nothing moved but his own
sound

Of Gawain ever coming, and this lay

Which IVllcas had heard sung before the
Queen,

And seen her sadden listening—vext his

heart.

And marr'd his rest—' A worm within the
rose.'

' A rose, but one, none other rose had I,

A rose, one rose, and this was wondrous
fair.

One rose, a rose that gladden'd earth and
sky.

One rose, my rose, that sweeten'd all mine
air

—

I cared not for the thorns j the thorns

were there.

• One rose, a rose to gather by and by,

One rose, one rose, to gather and to

wear,

No rose ' .t one—what other rose had I ?

self.

And his own shadi'-w. Then he crost the

court.

And spied not any light in hall or bower,
But saw the postern portal also wide
Yawning

; and up a slope of garden, all

Of roses white and red, and brambles mixt
And overgrowing them, went on, and

found.

Here too, all hush'd below the mellow
moon.

Save that one rivulet from a tiny cave
Came lightening downward, and so spilt

itself

Among the roses, and was lost again.

Then was he ware of three pavilions
rear'd

Above the bushes, gilden-peakt : in one,
Red after revel, droned her lurdane

knights

Slumbe "ig, and their three squires across

their feet

:

One ros., my rose
; a rose that will not In one, their malice on the placid lip

die,

—

He dies who loves it,—if the worm be
there.'

This tender rhyme, and evermore the

doubt,

'Why lingers Gawain with his golden
news ?

'

So shook him that he could not rest, but

rode

Ere midnight to her walls, and bound his

horse

Froz'n by sweet sleep, four of her damsels
lay :

And in the third, the circlet of the jousts
Bound on her brow, were Gawain and

Ettarre.

Back, as a hand that pushes thro' the

leaf

To find a nest and feels a snake, he drew;
Back, as a coward slinks from what he

fears

To cope with, or a trait, r proven, or hound

I
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Beaten, did Pclleas in an utter shame
Creep with his shadow thro' the court

again,

Fingering at his sword-handJe until he
stood

There on the castle-bridge once more, and
|

thought,

' Would they have risen against me in

their blood

At the last day ? I might have answer'd

them

IJven before high God. O towers so
strong,

Huge, solid, would that even while I gaze
' I will go back, and slay them where they The crack of earthquake shivering to your

lie.'

And so went back, and seeing them yet

in sleep

Said, 'Ye, that so dishallow the holy

sleep,

Your sleep is death,' and drew the sword,

and thought,

'What ! slay a sleeping knight? the King
hath bound

And sworn me to this brotherhood;'

again,

'Alas that ever a knight should be so

false.'

Then turn'd, and so return'd, and groan-

ing laid

The naked sword athwart their naked

throats.

There left it, and them sleeping ; and she

lay,

The circlet of the tourney round her

brows.

And the sword of the tourney across her

throat.

And forth he past, and mounting on

his horse

Stared at her towers that, larger than

themselves

In their own darkness, throng'd into the

moon.

Then crush'd the saddle with his thighs,

and clench'd

His hands, and madden'd with himself

and moan'd :

base

Split you, and Hell burst up your harlot

roofs

Bellowing, and charr'd you thro' and thro'

within,

] Slack ai; the harlot's heart—hollow as a
skull !

Let the fierce east scream thro' your eyelet-

holes,

And whirl the dust of harlots round and
round

In dung and nettles ! hiss, snake— I saw
him there

—

Let the fox bark, let the wolf yell. Who
yells

Here in the still sweet summer night, but

I-
I, the poor Pelleas whom she call'd her

fool?

Fool, beast—he, she, or I ? myself most
fool;

Ikast too, as lacking human wit—dis-

graced,

Dishonour'd all for trial of true love-
Love ?—we be all alike : only the King
Hath made us fools and liars. O noble

voM's !

great and sane and simple race of brutes

That own no lust because they have no
law !

For why should I have loved her to my
shame ?

1 loathe her, as I loved her to my shame.

I never loved her, I but lusted for her

—

Away—

'

%

I ,

pi
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He dash'd the rowcl into his horse,

\ncl bounded forth and vanisn d thro' the

night.

Then she, that felt the cold touch on
her throat,

Awaking knew the sword, and turn'd

herself

To Gawain :
' Liar, for thou hast not slain

This Pelleas ! here he stood, and might

have slain

Me and thyself. ' And he that tells the talc

Says that her ever-veering fancy turn'd

To Pelleas, as the one true knight on
earth.

And only lover ; and thro' her love her

life

Wasted and pined, desiring him in vain.

But he by wild and way, for half the

night,

And over hard and soft, striking the sod
From out the soft, the spark from off the

hard,

Rode till the star above the wakening sun,

Of seasons : hard his eyes ; harder his

heart

Scem'd
; but so weary were hig limbs,

lliat he,

Casping, « Of Arthur's hall am I, but
here.

Here let me rest and die,' cast himself
down,

And gulf'd his griefs in inmost sleep
; so

lay.

Till shaken by a dream, that Gawain fired

The hall of Merlin, and the morning star

Keel'd in the smoke, brake into flame,

and fell.

He woke, and being ware of some one
nigh,

Sent hands upon him, as to tear him,
crying,

' False ! and I held thee pure as Guine-
vere.'

But Percivale stood near him and
replied,

' Am I but false as Guinevere is pure ?
Beside that tower where Percivale was Or art thou mazed with dreams ? orbeinir

cowl'd.

Glanced from the rosy forehead of the

dawn.

For so the words were flash'd into his

heart

He knew not whence or wherefore ;
'

sweet star,

Pure on the virgin forehead of the dawn !

'

And there he would have wept, but felt

his eyes

Harder and drier than a fountain bed
In summer : thither came the village girls

And linger'd talking, and they come no
more

Till the sweet heavens have fiU'd it from
the heights

Again with living waters in the change

one

Of our free-spoken Table hast not heard
That Lancelot '—there he check'd him-

self and paused.

Then fared it with Sir Pelleas as with
one

Who gets a wound in battle, and the sword
That made it plunges thro' the wound

again.

And pricks it deeper : and he shrank and
wail'd,

' Is the Queen false ?
' and Percivale was

mute.

' Have any of our Round Table held their

vows ?

'

And Percivale made answer not a word.

! -^
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'Is the King true?' 'The King!' said

I'ercivale.

' Why then let men couple at once with

wolves.

What ! art thou mad?'

But Pelleas, leaping up,

Ran thro' the doors and vaulted on his

horse

And fled : small pity upon his horse had

l>e,

And marvelling what it was i on whom
the boy.

Across the silent seeded mcadow«grass
Itorne, clash'd : and Lancelot, saying,

' What name hast thou

That ridest here so blindly and so hard ?'

'1 have no name,' he shouted, 'a scourge

am I,

To lash the treasons of the Table Round.'
'Yea, but thy name?' 'I have many

names,' he cried :

Or on himself, or any. and when he met ' I am wrath and shame and hate and evil
A cripple, one that held a hand for alms

llunch'd as he was, and like an old dwarf-

elm

That turns its back on the salt Mast, the

boy

Paused not, but overrode him, shouting,

' False,

And false with Gawain !
' and so left him

bruised

And batter'd, and fled on, and hill and

wood

Went ever streaming by him till the

gloom.

That follows on the turning of the world,

Darken'd the common path : he twitch'd

the reins.

And made his beast that better knew it,

swerve

Now off it and now on ; but when he saw
High up in heaven the hall that Merlin

built,

Blackening against the dead-green stripes

of even,

' Black nest of rats,' he groan 'd, «ye build

too high.'

Not long thereafter from the city gates

Issued Sir Lancelot riding airily,

Warm with .i gracious parting from the

Queen,

Peace at his heart, and gazing at a star

fame,

And like a poisonous wind I pass to

blast

And blaze the crime of Lancelot and the

(.)ueen.'

'First over me,' .said Lancelot, 'shall

thou pass.'

'Fight therefore,' yell'd the other, and
either knight

Drew back a space, and when they closed,

at once

The weary steed of Pelleas floundering

flung

His rider, who call'd out from the dark

field,

'Thou art false as Hell : slay me : I have

no sword.'

Then Lancelot, ' Yea, between thy lips—
and sharp

;

But here will I disedge it by thy death.'
' Slay then,' he shriek'd, ' my will is to be

slain.'

And Lancelot, with his heel upon the

fall'n,

Rolling his eyes, a moment stood, then

spake :

' Rise, weakling ; I am Lancelot; say thy
say.'

And Lancelot slowly rode his warhorse

back
K K
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To Camelot, and Sir Pelleas in brief while

Caught his unbroken limbs from the dark

field,

And follow'd to the city. It chanced that

both

Brake into hall together, worn and pale.

There with her knights and dames was

Guinevere.

Full wonderingly she gazed on Lr.ncclot

So soon return'd, and then on I'elleas,

him

Who had not greeted her, but cast him-

self

Down on a bench, hard-breathing. ' I lave

ye fought ?
"

She ask'd of Lancelot. 'Ay, my Queen,'

he said.

* And thou hast overthrown him ?
' ' Ay,

my Queen.'

Then she, turning to Pelleas, ' O young

knight.

Hath the' great heart of knighthood in

thee fail'd

So far thou canst not bide, unfrowardly,

A fall from him ?
' Then, for he answer'd

not,

' Or hast thou other griefs ? If I, the

Queen,

May help them, loose thy tongue, and let

me know.'

But Pelleas lifted up an eye so fierce

She quail'd ; and he, hissing ' I have no

sword,

'

Sprang from the door into the dark.

The Queen

Look'd hard upon her lover, he on her ;

And each foresaw the dolorous day to

be:

And all talk died, as in a grove all song

Beneath the shadow of some bird of prey

;

Then a long silence came upon the hall.

And Modred thought, ' The time is hard

at hand.'

THE LAST TOURNAMENT.

Dagonet, the fool, whom Gawain in his

mood
Had made mock-knight of Arthur's

Table Round,

At Camelot, high above the yellowing

woods.

Danced like a wither'd leaf before the hall.

And toward him from the hall, with harp

in Iiand,

And from the crown thereof a carcanet

Of ruby swaying to and fro, the prize

Of Tristnam in the jousts of yesterday.

Came Tristram, saying, ' Why skip ye

so. Sir Fool ?

'

For Arthur and Sir Lancelot riding onde

Far down beneath a winding wall of rock

Heard a child wail. A stump of oak

half-de.ad,

From roots like some black coil of carven

snakes,

Clutch'd at the cr.ig, and started thro'

mid air

Bearing an eagle's nest : and thro' the tree

Rush'd ever a rainy wind, and thro' the

wind

Pierced ever a child's cry : and crag and

tree

Scaling, Sir Lancelot from the perilous

nest.

This ruby necklace thrice around her neck,

And all unscarr'd from beak or talon,

brought

A maiden babe ; which Arthur pitying

took.

Then gave it to his Queen to rear : the

Queen

But coldly acquiescing, in her white arms
Received, and after loved it tenderly.

And named it Nestling ; so forgot herself
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A moment, and her cares j till that young
life

Being smitten in mid heaven with mortal

cold

Past from her j and in time the carcanet

Vext her with plaintive memories of the

child :

So she, delivering it to Arthur, said,

' Take thou the jewels of this dead in-

nocence,

And make them, an thou wilt, a tourney-

prize.'

To whom the King, * Peace to thine

eagle-borne

Dead nestling, and this honour after death.

Following thy will ! but, O my Queen,

I muse

Why ye not wear on arm, or neck, or

zone

Those diamonds that I rescued from the

tarn,

And Lancelot won, mcthought, for thee

to wear.'

' Would rather you had let them fall,'

she cried,

'Plunge and be lost— ill-fated as they

were,

A bitterness tome !—ye look amazed,

Js'ot knowing they were lor/ as soon as

given

—

Slid from my liands, when I was leaning

out

Above the river—that unhappy child

Past in her barge : but rosier luck will go

With these rich jewels, seeing that they

came

Not from the skeleton of a brother-slayer.

But the sweet body of a maiden babe.

Perchance—wlio knows?—the purest of

thy knights

May win them for the purest ofmy maids.'

She ended, and the cry of a great jousts

With trumpet-blowings ran on all the

ways

From Camelot in among the faded fields

To furthest towers ; and everywhere the

knights

Arm'd for a day of glory before the King.

But on the hither side of that loud morn
Into the hall stagger'd, his visage ribb'd

From ear to ear with dogwhip-weals, his

nose

Bridge-broken, one eye out, and one hand

off.

And one with shatter'd fingers dangling

lame,

A churl, to whom indignantly the King,

' My churl, for whom Christ died, what
evil beast

Hath drawn his claws athwart thy face ?

or fiend ?

Man was it who marr'd heaven's image

in thee thus ?'

Then, sputtering thro' the hedge of

splinter'd teeth.

Yet strangers to the tongue, and with

blunt stump

Pitch -blackcn'd sawing the air, said the

maim'd churl,

' He took them and he drave them to

his tower

—

Some hold he wasa tablc-knight of thine

—

A hundred goodly ones— the Red Knight,

he-
Lord, I was tending swine, and the Red i

Knight

Brake in upon me and drave them to his

tower

;

And when I call'd upon thy name as one
That doest right by gentle and by churl,

nil,,
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Maim'd me and maul'd, and would out-

right have slain,

Save that he sware me to a message,

saying,

"Tell thou the King and all his liars,

that I

Have founded my Round Table in the

North,

And whatsoever his own knights have

sworn

My knights have sworn the counter to

it—and say

My tower is full of harlots, like his court,

But mine are worthier, seeing they profess

To be none other than themselves—and

say

My knights are all adulterers like his own,

But mine are truer, seeing they profess

To be none other; and say his hour is

come,

The heathen are upon him, his long lance

Broken, and his Excalibur a straw.'"

Then Arthur turn'd to Kay the sene-

schal,

* Take thou my churl, and tend him

curiously

Like a king's heir, till all his hurts be

whole.

The heathen—but that ever-climbing

wave,

Hurl'd back again so often in empty foam.

Hath lain for years at rest—and renegades,

Thieves, bandits, leavings of confusion,

whom
The wholesome realm is purged of other-

where.

Friends, thro' your manhood and your
fealty, —now

Make their last head like Satan in the

North.

My younger knights, new-made, in whom
your flower

Waits to be solid fruit of golden deeds.

Move with me toward their quelling,

which achie-^ed.

The loneliest ways are safe from shore to

shore.

But thou, Sir Lancelot, sitting in my place

Enchair'd to-morrow, arbitrate the field
;

For wherefore shouldst thou care to mingle

with it,

Only to yield my Queen her own again ?

Speak, Lancelot, thou art silent

well ?

'

IS It

Thereto Sir Lancelot answer'd, ' It is

well

:

Yet better if the King abide, and leave

The leading of his younger knights to me.
Else, for the King has will'd it, it is well.'

Then Arthur rose and Lancelot foUow'd

him,

And while they stood without the doors,

the King

Turn'd to him saying, ' Is it then so well ?

Or mine the blame (hat oft I seem as he
Of whom was written, "A sound is in his

ears " ?

The foot that loiters, bidden go,—the

glance

That only seems half-loyal to command,—
A manner somewhat fall'n from rever-

ence

—

Or have I dream'd the bearing of our

knights

Tells of a manhood ever less and lower ?

Or whence the fear lest this my realm,

uprear'd.

By noble deeds at one with noble vows.
From flat confusion and brute violences,

Reel back into the beast, and be no
more ?

'

He spoke, and taking all his younger

knights,

I
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Down the slope city rode, and sharply

turn'd

North by the gate. In her high bower
the Queen.

Working a tapestry, lifted up her head,

Watch'd her lord pass, and knew not that

she sigh'd.

Then ran across her memory the strange

rhyme

Of bygone Merlin, 'Where is he who
knows ?

From the great deep to the great deep he
goes,'

But when the morning of a tournament.

By these in earnest those in mockerj' call'd

The Tournament of tne Dead Innocence,

Brake with a wet wind blowing, Lancelot,

Round whose sick head all night, like

birds of prey,

The words ofArthur flying; shriek'd, arose,

And down a streetway hung with folds of

pure

White samite, and by fountains running
vine,

Where children sat in white with cups of

gold.

Moved to the lists, and there, with slow
sad steps

Ascending, fiU'd his double-dragon'd

chair.

lie glanced and saw the statelygalleries.

Dame, damsel, each thro' worship of their

Queen
White-robed in honour of the stainless

child.

And some with scatter'd jewels, like a
bank

Of maiden snow mmgled with sparks of
fire.

He look'd but once, and vail'd his eyes
again.

The sudden trumpet sounded as in a
dream

To ears but half-awaked, then one low roll

OfAutumn thunder, and the jousts began :

And ever the wind blew, and yellowing
leaf

And gloo;^ and gleam, and shower and
sl'v plume

Went down it. Sighing weariedly, as one
Who sits and gazes on a faded fire.

When all the goodlier guests are past
away.

Sat their great umpire, looking o'er the
lists.

He saw the laws that ruled the tournament
Broken, but spake not; once, a knight

cast down
Before his throne of arbitration cursed
The dead babe and the follies of the King

;

And once the laces of a helmet crack'd,
And show'd him, like a vermin in its hole,
Modred, a narrow face : anon he heard
The voice that billow'd round the barriers

roar

An ocean-sounding welcome to one knight,
But newly-enter'd, taller than the rest,

And armour'd all in forest green, whereon
There tript a hundred tiny silver deer,

And wearing but a holly-spray for crest,

With ever-scattering berries, and on shield
A spear, a harp, a bugle—Tristram—late

From overseas in Brittany return'd,

And marriage with a princess of that realm,
Isolt the White—Sir Tristram of the

Woods

—

Whom Lancelot knew, had held sometime
with pain

His own against him, and nowyearn'd to

shake

The burthen off his heart in one full shock
VVith Tristram cv'n to death: his strong

hands gript

And dinted the gilt dragons right and left,

is
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Until he groan'cl for wrath—so many of

those,

That ware their ladies' colours on the

casque,

Drew from before Sir Tristram to the

bounds,

And there with gibes and flickering

mockeries

Stood, while he mutter'd, * Craven crests

!

O shame

!

What faith have these in whom they sware

to love?

The glory of our Round Table is no more.'

So Tristram won, and Lancelot gave,

the gems,

Not speaking other word than ' Hast thou

won?
Art thou the purest, brother? See, the

hand

Wherewith thou takest this, is red
!

' to

whom
Tristram, half plagued by Lancelot's

languorous mood,

Made answer, 'Ay, but wherefore toss

me this

Like a dry bone cast to s6me hungiy hound ?

Let be thy fair Queen's fantasy. Strength

of heart

And might of limb, but mainly use and

iikill,

Are winners in this pastime of our King.

My hand—belike the lance hath dript

upon it

—

Caracole ; then bow'd his homage, bluntly

saying,

' Fair damsels, each to him who worships

each

Sole Queen of Beauty and of love, behold
This day my Queen of Beauty is not here.'

And most ofthese were mute, some anger'd,

one

Murmuring, 'All courtesy is dead,' and
one,

' The glo'yofour Round Table is no more.'

Then fell thick rain, plume droopt and
mantle clung,

And pettish cries awoke, and the wan day
Went glooming down in wet and weari-

ness :

But under her black brows a swarthy one
Laugh'd shrilly, crying, 'Praise the patient

saints,

Our one white day of Innocence hath past,

Tho' somewhat draggled at the skirt. So
be it.

The snowdrop only, flowering thro' the

year,

Would make the world as blank as

Winter-tide.

Come -let us gladden their sad eyes, our

Queen's

And Lancelot's, at this night's solemnity

With all the kindlier colours of the field.'

So dame and damsel glitter'd at the

feast

No blood of mine, I trow ; but O chief. Variously gay : for he that tells the tale

knight,

Right arm of Arthur in the battlefield,

Great brother, thou nor I have made the

world

;

Be happy in thy fair Queen as I in mine.

'

And Tristram round the gallery made
his horse

Liken'd them, saying, as when an hour of

cold

Falls on the mountain in midsummer
snows,

And all the purple slopes of mountain

Pass under wh.te, till the warm hour

returns

if ;
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With veer of wind, and all arc flowers
again

;

So dame and damsel cast the .simple white
And glowing in all colours, th<; live grass'
Kosc-campion, biucljcll, kingcup, pojipy]

glanced

About the revels, and with mirlh so loud
Beyond all use, that, half-aniazcd, the

Queen,

And wroth at Tristram and the lawless
jousts.

Brake up their sports, then slowly to her
bower

Parted, and in her bosom pain was lord.

And little Dagonet on the morrow
morn,

High over all the yellowing Autumn-tide,
Danced like a wuncr'd leaf before the hall.

Then Tristram saying, ' Why skip ye so.

Sir Fool ?

'

Wheel'd round on either heel, D.agonet
replied,

' Belike for lack of wiser company

;

Or being fool, and seeing too much wit
Makes the world rotten, why, belike I skip
To know myself the wisest knight of all.'

'Ay, fool,' said Tristram, 'but 'tis eating

dry

To dance without a catch, a roundelay
To dance to.' Then he twangled on his

harp.

And while he twangled little Dagonet
stood.

Quiet as any water-.sodden log

Stay'd in the wandering warble of a brook

;

But when the twangling ended, skipt

again

;

And being a?k'd, « Why skipt ye not, Sir

Foo!?'

Made answer, ' I had liefer twenty years
Skip to the broken music of my brains
Than any broken music thou canst make.'

503

Then Tristram, waiting for the quip to
come,

' Good now, what music have I broken
fool?'

And little p.igonet, skipping, 'Arthur,
the King's;

For when thou playest that air with Queen
Isolt,

Thou makest broken music with thy bride,
I ler daintier namesake down in Brittany

—

And so thou breakest Arthur's music
too.'

'Save for that broken music in thy brains,
Sir Fool,' said Tristram, 'I would break

thy head.

Fool, I came late, the heathen wars were
o'er.

The life had flown, we sware but by the
shell -

I am but a fool to reason with a fool-
Come, thou art crabb'd and sour : but

lean me down.
Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses' cars.
And barken if my music be not true.

' "Free love—free field—we love but
whilj we may :

The woods are hush'd, their music is no
moi e :

The leaf is dead, the yearning i)ast away :

New leaf, new life—the days of frost are
o'er :

New life, :.,.w love, to suit the newer d.ay :

New loves are sweet as those that went
before

:

Free love—free field—we love but while
we may.

"

' Ve might have moved slow- measure
to my tune,

Not stood stockstill. I made it in the
woods.

And heard it ring as true as tested gold.'

li!

!'
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But Dagonet with one foot poised in

his hand,

'Friend, did ye mark that fountain

yesterday

Made to run wine?—but this had run

itself

All out like a long life to a sour end

—

And them that round it sat with golden

cups

To hand the wine to whosoever came

—

The twelve small damosels white as

Innocence;

In honour of poor Innocence the babe,

Who left the gems which Innocence the

Queen

Lent to the King, and Innocence the King
Gave for a prize—and one of those white

slips

Handed her cup and piped, the pretty one,

"Drink, drink. Sir Fool, "and thereupon

I drank,

Spat—pish—the cup was gold, the

draught was mud.

'

And Tristram, ' Was it muddier than

thy gibes?

Is all the laughtergone dead out of thee ?

—

Not marking how the knighthood mock
thee, fool

—

"Fear God : honour the King—his one

true knight

—

Sole follower of the vows "—for here be

they

Who knew thee swine enow before I came,

Smuttier than blasted grain : but when
the King

Had made thee fool, thy vanity so shot up
It frighted all free fool from out thy

heart

;

Which left thee less than fool, and less

than swine,

A naked aught—yet swine I hold thee

still,

For I have flung thee pearls and find thee

swine,'

And little Dagonet mincing with his

feet,

' Knight, an ye fling those rubies round

my neck

In lieu of hers, I'll hold thou hast some
touch

Of music, since I care not for thy pearls.

Swine? I have wallow'd, I have wash'd

— the world

In flesh and shadow—I have had my
day.

The dirty nurse. Experience, in her kind

Hath foul'd me—an I wallow'd, then I

\\ash'd

—

I have had my day and my philosophies—

And thank the Lord I am King Arthur's

fool.

Swine, say ye ? swine, goats, asses, rams
and geese

Troop'd round a P.iynim harper once,

who thnnnm'd

On such a wire as musically as thou

Some such fine song—but never a king's

fool.'

And Tristram, 'Then were swine,

goats, asses, geese

The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim bard
Had such a mastery of his mystery
That he could harp his wife up out of hell.'

Then Dagonet, turning on the ball of

his foot,

'And whither harp'st thou thine ? down !

and thyself

Down ! and two more : a helpful harper

thou.

That harpest downward ! Dost thou know
the star

We call the harp of Arthur up in heaven ?

'
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And Tristram, 'Ay, Sir Fool, for when
our King

Was victor wellnigh day by day, the

knights,

Glorying in each new glory, set his name
High on all hills, and in the signs of

heaven.

'

And Dagonet answer'd, 'Ay, and
wlien the land

Was freed, and the Queen false, ye set

yourself

To babble about him, all to show your
wit—

And whether he were King by courtesy.

Or King by right—and so went harping
down

The black king's highway, got so far,

and grew

So witty that ye play'd at ducks and drakes
With Arthur's vows on the great lake of

fire.

Tuwhoo ! do ye see it ? do ye see the star ?

'

'Nay, fool,' said Tristram, 'not in

open day.'

And Dagonet, ' Nay, nor will : I see it

and hear.

It makes a silent music up in heaven.
And I, and Arthur and the angels hear,

And then we skip.' ' Lo, fool,' he said,

'ye talk

j
Fool's treason : is the King thy brother

' fool?'

Then little Dagonet clapt his hands and
shrill'd,

' Ay, ay, my brother fool, the king of fools

!

Conceits himself as God that he can make
Figs out of thistles, silk from bristles, milk
From burning spurge, honey from hornet-

combs.

And men from beasts—Long live the king
of fools !

'

And down the city Dagonet danced
away

;

But thro' the slowly-mellowing avenues
And solitary passes of the wood
Rode Tristram toward Lyonnesse and

the west.

Before him fled the face of Queen Isolt
Wit'-> ruby-circled neck, but evermore
Past, as a rustle or twitter in the wood
Made dull his inner, keen his outer eye
For all that walk'd, or crept, or perch'd,

or flew.

Anon the face, as, when a gust hath blown,
Unruffling waters re-collect the shape
Of one that in them sees himself, return 'd

;

But at the slot or fewmets of a deer.
Or ev'n a fall'n feather, vanish'd again.

So on for all that day from lawn to lawn
Thro' many a league-long bower he rode.

At length

A lodge of intertwisted beechen-boughs
Furze-cramm'd, and bracken-rooft, tiie

which himself

Built for a summer day with Queen Isolt

Against a shower, dark in the golden grove
Appearing, sent his fancy back to where
She lived a moon in that low lodge with

him :

Till Mark her lord had past, the Cornish
king.

With six or seven, when Tristram was
away.

And snatch'd her thence; yet dreading
worse than shame

Her warrior Tristram, spake not any
word.

But bode his hour, devising wretchedness.

And now that desert lodge to Tristram
lookt

So sweet, that halting, in he past, and
sank



5o6 THE LAST TOURNAMENT.

Down on a drift of foliage random-blown

;

But could not rest for musing how to

smoothe

And sleek his marriage over to the Queen.
Perchance in lone Tintagil far from all

The tonguesters of the court she had not
heard.

But then what folly had sent him overseas
After she left him lonely here ? a name ?

Was it the name of one in Brittany,

Isolt, the daughter of the King ? ' Isolt

Of the white hands ' they call'd her : the

sweet name
Allured him first, and then the maid her-

self,

Who served him well with those white
hands of hers,

And loved him well, until himself had
thought

He loved her also, wedded easily,

But left her all as easily, and return'd.

The black-blue Irish hair and Irish eyes

Had drawn him home—what marvel?
then he laid

His brows upon the drifted leaf and
dream'd.

A whimpering of the spirit of the child,

Because the twain had spoil'd her car-

canct.

He seem'd to pace the strand of Brittany

Between Isolt of Britain and his bride.

And show'd them both the . ruby-chain,

and both

Began to struggle for it, till his Queen
Graspt it so hard, that all her hand was

red.

Then cried the Breton, « Look, her hand
is red !

These be no rubies, this is frozen blood.

And melts within her hand—her hand is

hot

With ill desires, but this I gave thee,

look.

Is all as cool and white as any flower
'

FoUow'd a rush of eagle's wings, and then

He dream'd ; but Arthur with a hun-
dred spears

Rode far, till o'er the illimitable reed,

And many aglancing plash and sallowy isle,

The widewing'd sunset of the misty

marsh

Glared on a huge machicolated tower
That stood with open doors, whereout

was roll'd

A roar of riot, as from men secure

Amid their marshes, ruffians at their ease
Among their harlot-brides, an evil song.
' Lo there,' said one of Arthur's youth,

for there.

High on a grim dead tree before the

tower,

A goodly brother of the Table Round
Swung by the neck • and on the boughs

a shield

Showing a shower of blood in a field no'r

And therebeside a horn, inflamed the

knights

At that dishonour done the gilded spur,

Till each would clash the shield, and blow
the horn.

But Arthur waved them back. Alone he
rode.

Then at the dry harsh roar of the great

horn.

That sent the face of all the marsh aloft

An ever upward-rushing storm and cloud
Of shriek and plume, the Red Knight

heard, and all,

Even to tipmost lance and topmost helm,
In blood-red armour sallying, howl'd to

the King,

' Tlie teeth of Hell flay bare and gnash
thee flat !—

I':-
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Lo !
art thou not that eunuch-hearted

King

Who fain had dipt free manhood from

the world

—

The woman-worshipper? Yea, Go<l's

curse, and I !

Slain was the brother of my paramour
By a knight of thine, and I that heard

her whine

And snivel, being eunuch-hearted too,

Sware by the scorpion-worm that twists

in hell.

And stings itself to everlasting death.

To hang whatever knight of thine I fought

And tumbled. Art thou King?—Look
to thy life !

'

He ended : Arthur knew the voice ; the

face

Wellnigh was helmet-hidden, and the

name
Went wandering somewhere darkling in

his mind.

And Arthur deign'd not use of word or

sword.

But let the drunkard, as he stretch'd from

horse

To strike him, overbalancing his bulk,

Down from the causeway heavily to the

swamp
Fall, as the crest of some slow-arching

wave,

Heard in dead night along that table-

shore.

Drops flat, and after the great waters

break

Whitening for half a league, and tliin

themselves.

Far over sands marbled with moon and

cloud.

From less and less to nothing ; thus he fell

Head-heavy; then the knights, who
watch'd him, roar'd

And shouted and leapt down upon the

ffdl'n

;

There trampled out his face from being
known.

And sank his head in mire, and slimed

themselves :

Nor heard the King for their own cries,

but sprang

Thro' open doors, and swording right and
left

Men, women, on their sodden faces,

hurl'd

The tables over and the wines, and slew
Till all the rafters rang with v/oman-yells,

And all the pavement stream'd with
massacre

:

Then, yell with yell echoing, they fired

the tower,

Which half that autumn night, like the

live North,

Red-pulsing up thro' Alioth and Alcor,

Made all above it, and a hundred meres
About it, as the water Moab saw
Come round by the East, and out beyond

them flush'd

The long low dune, and lazy-plunging sea.

So all the ways were safe from shore to

shore.

But in the heart of Arthur pain was lord.

Then, out of Tristram waking, the red

dream

Fled with a shout, and that low lodge

return'd.

Mid -forest, and the wind among the

boughs.

He whistled his good warhorse left to

graze

Among the forest greens, vaulted upon him.
And rode beneath an cver-sliowering leaf.

Till one lone woman, weeping near a
cross.

m
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Stay'd him. ' Why weep ye ?
' ' Lord,

'

she said, 'my n.in

Hath left me or is dead;' v hereon he

thought

—

'\Vhat, if she hate me now? I weald

not this.

What, if she love me still? I would not

that.

I know not what I would '—but said to

her,

* Yet weep not thou, lest, if thy mate

return,

He find thy favour changed and love thcc

not'—

Then pressing day by day thro' I yonnesse

Last in a roky hollow, belling, h-ard

The hounds of Mark, and felt the goodly

hounds

Yelp at his heart, but turning, past and

gain'd

Tintagil, half in sea, and high on land,

A crown of towers.

Down in a casement sat,

A low sea-sunset glorying round her hair

And glossy-throated grace, Isolt the

Queen.

And when she heard the feet of Tristram

grind

The spiring stone that scaled about her

tower,

Flush'd, started, met him at the doors,

and there

Belted his body with her white embrace.

Crying aloud 'Not Mark— not ^L^rk,

my soul

!

The footstep flutter'd me at first : not he :

Catlike thro' his own castle steals my
Mark,

But warrior-wise thou stridest thro' his

halls

Who hates thee, as I him—ev'n to the

death.

My soul, I felt my hat'-ed for my Mark

Quicken within me, and knew that thou

wert nigh.'

To whom Sir Tristram smiling, ' I am
here.

Let be thy Mark, seeing he is not thine.'

And drawing somewhat backw.ard she

replied,

' Can he be wrong'd who is not ev'n his

own.

But save for dread of thee had beaten me,

Scratch'd, bitten, blinded, marr'd .nie

somehow—Mark ?

What rights are his that dare not strike

for them ?

No^ lift a hand—not, tho' he found me
thus !

But harken ! have ye met him ! hence he

went

To-day for three days' hunting—as he

said

—

And so returns belike wit? in an hour.

Mark's way, my soul !—but eat not thou

with Mark,

Because he hates thee even more than

fears

;

Nor drink : and when thou passcst any

wood
Close vizor, lest an arrow from the bush

Should leave me all alone with Mark and

hell.

My God, the measure ofmy hate for Mark
Is as the measure of my love for thee.'

So, pluck'd one way by hate and one

by love,

Drain'd of her force, again she sat, and

spake

To Tristram, as he knelt before her,

saying,

' O hunter, and O blower of the horn.

Harper, and thou hast been a rover too.
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For, ere I mated with my shambling king,

Ye twain had fallen out about the bride

Ofone—his name is out of me—the prize.

If prize she were— (what marvel—she
could see)—

Thine, friend ; and ever since my craven

seeks

To wreck thee villainously : but, O Sir

Knight,

What dame or damsel have ye kneel'd to

Last?'

And I—misyoked with such a want of
man

—

That I could hardly sin against the lowest.'

lie answer'd, 'O my soul, be com-
forted !

If this be sweet, to sin in leading-strings,

If here be comfort, and if ours be sin,

Crown'd warrant had we for the crowning

sin

That made us happy : but how ye greet

me— fear
And Tristram, ' Last to my Queen And fault and doubt-no word of that

Paramount,
|

f,,„,, ,.^]g_
llerenowtomyQueen Paramount of love Thy deep heart-yearnings, thy sweet
And I'-.veliness—ay, lovelier than when memories

first

Her light feet fell on our rough Lyonnesse,

Sailing from Ireland.'

Softly laugh'd Isolt

;

' Flatter me not, for hath not our great

Queen
My dole of beauty trebled ?' and he said,

' Her beauty is her beauty, and thine thine,

And thine is move to me— soft, gracious,

kind

—

Save when thy Mark is kindled on thy lips

Most gracious ; but she, haughty, ev'n to

him,

Lancelot ; for I have seen him wan enow
To make one doubt if ever thegreat Queen
Have yielded him her love.'

To whom Isolt,

' Ah then, false hunter and false harper,

thou

Who brakest thro' the scruple of my
bond.

Calling me thy white hind, and saying to

me
That Guinevere had sinn'd against the

highest,

Of Tristram in that year he was away.'

And, saddening on the sudden, spake

Isolt,

* I had forgotten all in my strong joy

To sec thee—yearnings?—ay ! for, hour
by hour.

Here in the never-ended afternoon,

O sweeter than all memories of thee,

Deeper than any yearnings after thee

Seem'd those far-rolling, westward-

smiling seas,

Watch'd from this tower. Isolt of Britain

dash'd

Refore Isolt of Brittany on the strand,

Would that have chill'd her bride-kiss?

Wedded her?

Fought in her father's battles? wounded
there ?

The King was all fulfill'd with gratefulness.

And she, my namesake of the hands, that

heal'd

Thy hurt and heart with unguent and
caress

—

Well— can I wish her any huger wrong
Than having known thee? her too hast

thou left

i,^\

i

I
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To and thewaste

nieinorics.

O were I not my Mark's, by whom all men
Are noble, I should hate thee more than

love.'

And Tristram, fondling her light hands,

replied,

' Grace, Queen, for being loved : she

loved me well.

Did I love her ? the name at least I loved.

Isolt ?— I fought his battles, for Isolt !

The night was dark ; the true star set.

Isolt !

The name was ruler of the dark Isolt ?

Care not for her ! patient, and prayerful,

meek.

Pale-blooded, she will yield herself to

God.'

And Isolt answer'd, 'Yea, and why
not I?

Mine is the larger need, who am not meek,

Pale-blooded, prayerful. Let me tell

thee now.

Here one black, mute midsummer night

I sat,

Lonely, but musing on thee, wondering

where,

That here in utter dark I swoon'd aw.-iy,

And woke again in utter dark, and cried,

"I will flee hence and give myself to

God"--
And thou wert lying in thy new leman's

arms.'

Then Tristram, ever dallying with her

hand,

' May God be w ith thee, sweet, when old

and gray.

And past desire I ' a saying that anger'd her.

'"M.iy God be with thee, sweet, when
thou art old;

And sweet no more to me I " I need

Ilim noAv.

For when had Lancelot utter'd aught so

gross

Ev'n to the .swineherd's malkin in the

mast?

The greater man, the greater courtesy.

Far oiher was the Tristram, Artiiur's

knight !

liut thou, tiiro' ever harrying thy wild

bc.asls—

Save that to touch aiiarp, tilt with a lance

Hecomes thee well -art grown wild beast

thyself.

How darest thou, if lover, push me even
Murmuring a light song I had heard thee In fancy from thy side, and set me far

sing,

And once or twice I spake thy name aloud.

Then flash'd a levin-brand ; and near me
stood,

In fuming sulphur blue and green, a

fiend

—

Mark's way to steal behind one in the

dark

—

For there was Mark : "He has wedded

her," he said,

Not said, but hiss'd it ! then this crown of

towers

So s^hook to such a roar of all the sky,

In the gr.iy distance, half a life .away,

Her to be loved no more? Uns.ay it,

unswear

!

Flatter me rather, seeing me so weak,
Broken with Mark and hate end solitude,

Thy marri.ige and mine own, that I should

suck

Lies like sweet wines : lie tome : I believe.

Will ye not lie? not swear, as there ye

kneel.

And solemnly as when yc =ware to him,

The man of men, our King—My God,

the power
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Was once in vows when men believed the
King !

They lied not then, who sware, and thro'

their vows

The King prevailing made his realm :—
I say.

Swear to me thou wilt love me ev'n when
old,

Gray-hair'd, and past desire, and in des-

pair.'

Then Tristram, pacing moodily up and
down,

Vows ! did you keep the vow you made
to Mark

More than I mine ? Lied, say ye ? Nay,
but learnt,

The vow that binds too strictly snaps
itself—

My knighthood taught me this—ay, being
snapt--

\Ve run more countc ,.e soul thereof
Than had we never sworn. I swear no

more.

I swore to the g -eat King, and am for-

sworn.

For once—ev'n to the height—I honour'd
him.

" Man, is he man at all ? " methought,

when first

I rode from our rough Lyonnesse, and
beheld

That victor of the Pagan throned in hall—
His hair, a sun that ray'd from off a brow
Like iiillsnow high in heaven, the steel-

blue eyes.

The golden beard that clothed his lips

with light

—

Moreover, that weird legend of his birth.

With Merlin's mystic babble about his end
AmacL-U ::-.c ; then, his foot wasoii u nIooI

Shaped as a dragon ; he seem'd to me no
man,

Rut Michael trampling .Satan ; so I swarc.
Iking amazed : but tiiis went by—The

vcws !

O ay—the wholesome madness of an
hour—

They served their use, their time ; for

every knight

liehevcd himself a greater than himself,

And every follower eyed him as a God ;

Till he, being lifted uji beyond himself,

Did mightier deeds than elsewise he had
done,

And so the realm was made ; but then
their vows

—

Fir.st mainly thro' that sullying of our
Queen

—

Began to gall the knighthood, asking
whence

Had Arthur right to bind them to himself?
Dropt down from heaven? ^vash'd up

from out the deep ?

They fail'd to trace him thro' the flesh

and blood

Of our old kings : whence then? a doubt-
ful lord

To bind them by inviolal)Ie vows,

Which flcih and blood perforce would
violate :

For leel this arm of mine— the tide within
Red with free chase and heather-scented

air.

Pulsing full man ; can Arthur make me
pure

As any maid, n child ? lock up my tongue
From uttering freely what I freely hear ?

Bind me to one ? The wide world laughs

at it.

And worldling of the world am I, and
know

The ptarmigan that whitens ere his hour
Woos his own end ; we are not angi Is here
Nor shall be : vows—I am woodman of

the woods.

i <
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And hear the garnet-headed yaffingale

Mock them : my soul, we love but while

we may

;

And therefore is my love so large for thee,

Seeing it is not bounded save by love.'

Here ending, he moved toward her,

and she said,

* Good : an I turn'd away my love for thee

To some one thrice as courteous as thy-

self—

For courtesy wins woman all as well

As valour may, but he that closes both

Is perfect, he is Lancelot— taller indeed,

Rosier and comeliei", thou—but say I

loved

This knightliest of all knights, and cast

thee back

Thine own small saw, " We love but

while we may,"

Well then, what answer ?'

He that while she spake.

Mindful of what he brought to adorn her

with,

The jewels, had let one finger lightly touch

The warm white apple of her throat,

replied,

' Press this a little closer, sweet, until—
Come, I am hunger'd and half-anger'd

—

meat,

Wine, wine—and I will love thee to the

death.

And out beyond into the dream to come.'

So then, when both were brought to

full accord.

She rose, and set before him all he will'd
;

And after these had comforted the blood

With meats and wines, and satiated their

hearts

—

Now talking of thcit woodland paradise.

The deer, the dews, the fern, the founts,

the lawns

;

Now mocking at the much ungainliness.

And craven shifts, and long crane legs of

IMark—
Then Tristram laughing caught the harp,

and sang :

' Ay, ay, O ay— the winds that bend

the brier

!

A star in heaven, a star within the mere

!

Ay, ay, O ay—a star was my desire.

And one was far apart, and one was near

:

Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that bow the

grass !

And one was water and one star was fire.

And one will ever shine and one will pass.

Ay, ay, O ay—the winds that move the

mere.'

Then in the light's last glimmer Tris-

tram show'd

And swung the ruby carcanet. She cried,

' The collar of some Order, which our

King

Hath newly founded, all for thee, my soul,

P'or thee, to yield thee grace beyond thy

peers.

'

'Not so, my Queen,' he said, 'but the

red fruit

Grown on a magic oak-tree in mid-heaven,

And won by Tristram as a tourney-prize,

And hither brought by Tristram for his

last

Love-oP"ering and peace-offering unto

thee.'

He rose, he turn'd, then, flinging round

her neck,

Claspt it, and cried ' Thine Order, O my
Queen !

'

But, while he bow'd to kiss the jewell'd

throat.

Out of the dark, just as the lips had

touch'd,
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GUINEVERE:.

Behind him rose a shadow and a shriek-
Mark's way,' said Mark, and clove him

thro' the brain.

That night came Arthur home, and
while he climb'd,

All in a death-dumb ar'umn-dripping
gloom.

The stairway to the hall, look'd and
saw

The great Queen's bower was dark,—
about his feet

A voice clung sobbing till he question'd it,

'What art thou?' and the voice about
his feet

Sent up an answer, sobbing, ' I am thy
fool,

And I shall never make thee smile again.'

^^2,

With silent smiles of slow disparagement
And tamper'd with the Lord/ of the

White Horse,

Heathen, the brood by Ilcngist left ; and
sought

To make disruption in the Table Round
Of Arthur, and to splinter it into feuds
Serving his traitorous end ; and all his

aims

Were sharpen'd by strong hate for Lance-
lot.

GUIN-RVERE.

Queen Guinevere had fled the court,

and sat

There in the holy house at Almesbury
Weeping, none with her save a little maid,
A novice : one low light betwixt them

burn'd

Blurr'd by the creeping mist, for all

abroad.

Beneath a moon unseen albeit at full.

The white mist, like a face-cloth to the
face.

Clung to the dead earth, and the land
was still.

For hither had she fled, her cause of
flight

Sir Modred
; he that like a subtle beast

Lay couchant with his eyes upon the
throne.

Ready !o spring, vvalthig a chance : for

this

He chill'd the popular praises of the King

For thus it chanced one morn when
all the court.

Green-suited, but with plumes that
niock'd the may,

Had been, their wont, a-maying and
return'd,

That Modred still in green, all ear and eye,
Climb'd to the high-top of the garden-

wall

To spy some secret scandal if he might.
And saw the Queen who sat betwixt her

best

Enid, and lissome Vivien, of her court
The wiliest and the worst ; and more

than this

He saw not, for Sir Lancelot passing by
Spied where he couch'd, and as the

gardener's hand
Picks from the colcwort a green cater-

pillar,

So from the high wall and the flowering
grove

Of grasses Lancelot pluck'd him by the
heel.

And cast him as a worm upon the wa}'

;

But when he knew the Prince tho' marr'd
with dust,

He, reverencing king's blood in a bad man.
Made such excuses as he might, and the.se

Full knightly without scorn ; for in those
days

L L

fl .
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Xo knight of Arthur's noblest dealt in

ticorn
;

But, if :x man were halt orhunch'd, in him

liy ihose whom God had made fuU-limb'd

and tall,

Scorn was allow'd as part of his defect,

And he was answer'd softly by the King

And all his Table. So Sir Lancelot holp

To raise the Prince, who rising twice or

thrice

Full sharply smote his knees, and smiled,

and went

:

But, ever after, the small violence done

Rankled in him and ruffled all his heart,

As the sharp wind that ruffles all day long

A little bitter pool about a stone

On the bare coast.

But when Sir Lancelot told

This matter to the Queen, at first she

laugh'd

Lightly, to think cf Modred's dusty fall.

Then shudder'd, as the village wife who
cries

'I shudder, some one steps across my
grave ;

'

Then laugh'd again, but faintlier, for

indeed

She half-foresaw that he, the subtle beast,

Would track her guilt until he found, and

hers

Would be for evermore a name of scorn.

Henceforward rarely could she (front in

hall.

Or elsewhere, Modred's narrow foxy face,

Heart-hiding smile, and gray persistent

eye :

Henceforward too, the Powers that tend

the soul,

To help it from the death that cannot die.

And save it even in extremes, began

To vex and plague her. Many a time for

hours,

Beside the placid breathings of the King,

In the dead night, grim faces came and

went

Before her, or a vague spiritual fear

—

Like to some doubtful noise of creaking

doors.

Heard by the watcher in a haunted house,

That keeps the rust of murder on the

walls—

Held her awake : or if she slept, she

dream'd

An awful dream ; for then she seem'd to

stand

On some vast plain before a setting sun,

And from the sun there swiftly made at her

A ghastly something, and its shadow flew

Before it, till it touch'd her, and she

turn'd—
When lo ! her own, that broadening from

her feet,

And blackening, swallow'd all the land,

and in it

Far cities burnt, and with a cry she woke.

And all this trouble did not pass but

grew

;

Till ev'n the clear face of the guileless

King,

And trustful courtesies of household life.

Became her bane ; and at the last she

said,

' O Lancelot, get thee hence to thine own

land.

For if thou tarry we shall meet again,

And if we meet again, some evil chance

Will make the smouldering scandal break

and blaze

Before the people, and our lord the King.'

And Lancelot ever promised, but re-

main'd,

And still they met and met. Again she

said,

*0 Lancelot, if tliou love me get thee

hence,'
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to meet
'

,
^^''' ^^^ P^^'^d weeping: forto meet

And part for ever. Passion-pale they met
And greeted .- hands in hands, and eye

to eye,

Low on the border of her couch they sat
Stammering and staring : it was their

last hour,

A madness of farewells. And Modred
brought

His creatures to the basement of the tower
For testimony

; and crying with full voice
'Traitor, me out, ye are trapt at last,'

ii'Oused

he past.

Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen.
Bjxck to his land

; but she to Alme^bur^
Fled all night long by glimmering waste

and weald.

And heard the Spirits of the waste and
weald

Moan as she .-^ed, or thought she heard
them moan :

And in herself she moan'd ' Too late, (oo
late '

'

Till in the cold wind that foreruns the
morn.morn,

who rushing outward lionlike A blot in heaven thf.P-,v«n a- i.- ,

him, and hurl'd him hon.Ilnn„ Crnnl-V, r„r?' ''.'^'.'"" .«>"'& ^'g^i^cu^;: on him, and hurl'd him headlong,
and he fell

Stunn'd, and his creatures took and bare
him off,

And all was still : then she, ' The end is

come,

And I am shamed for ever j and he said,
' Mine be the shame

; mine was the sin:

but rise,

And fly to my strong castle overseas :

There will I hide thee, till my life shall
end.

There hold thee with my life against the
W'orld.'

She answer'd, 'Lancelot, wilt thou hold
me so ?

Nay, friend, for we have taken our fare-
wells.

Would God that thou couldst hide me
from myself

!

Mine is the shame, for I was wife, and
thou

Unwedded
: yet rise now, and let us fly.

For I will draw me into sanctuary,
And bide my doom.' So Lancelot got

her horse,

Set her thereon, and mounted on his own,

t^roakd, and she thought, 'He spies a
field of death

;

For now the Heathen of the Northern
Sea,

Lured by the crimes and frailties of the
court,

Begin to slay the folk, and spoil the land.'

And when she came to Almesbury she
spake

There to the nuns, and said, 'Mine
enemies

Pursue me, but, O peaceful Sisterhood,
Receive, and yield me sanctuary, nor ask
Her name to whom ye yield it, till her

time

To tell Vou :
' and her beauty, grace and

power.

Wrought as a charm upon them, and thev
spared

To ask it.

So the stately Queen abode
I<ormanya week, unknown, among the

nuns
;

Nor with them mix'd, nor told her name,
nor sought,

L L I
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W^rapt in her grief, for houscl or for

slirift,

But communed only with the little maid,
Who pleased her with a babbling

heedlessness

Which often lured her from herself; but

now,

This night, a rumour wildly blown about
Came, that Sir Modred had usurp'd the

realm.

And leagued him with the heathen, while

the King
Was waging war on Lancelot : then she

thought,

• With what a hate the people and the

King
Must hate me,' and bow'd down upon

her hands

Silent, until the little maid, who brook'd
No silence, brake it, uttering ' Late ! so

late !

What i-.our, I wonder, now ? ' and when
she drew

No c.v.wer, by and by began to bum
An air '.ae nuns had taught her ;

' Late,

so late !

'

Which when she heard, the Queen look'd

up, and said,

' O maiden, if indeed ye list to sing,

Sing, and unbind my heart that I may
weep.'

Whereat full willingly sang ihelittle maid.

' No light : so late ! and dark and chill

the night !

O let us in, that we may find the light !

Too late, too late ; ye cannot enter now.

' Have we not heard the bridegroom is

so sweet ?

O let us in, tho' late, to kiss his feet

!

No, no, too late ! ye cannot enter now.'

So sang the novice, while full passion-

ately,

Her head upon her hands, remembering
Her thought when first she came, wept

the sad Queen.

Then said the little novice prattling to her,

• Late, late, so late ! and dark the night

and chill

!

Late, late, so late ! but we can enter still.

Too late, loo late ! ye cannot enter now.

•No light had we : for that we do
repent

;

And learning this, the bridegroom will

relent.

Too kite, too late ! ye cannot enter now.

' O pray you, noble lady, weep no

more

;

But let my words, the words of one so

small,

Who knowing nothing knows but to obey,
And if I do not there is pen.ance given

—

Comfort your sorrows; for they do not

flow i

From evil done ; right sure am I of that, !

Who see your tender grace and stateliness. '

But weigh your sorrows with our lord the
i

King's,

And weighing find them less ; for gone is

he

To wage giim war against Sir Lancelot

there,

Round that strong castle where he hokls

the Queen ;

And Modred whom he left in charge of all,

The traitor—Ah sweet lady, the King's

grief

For his own self, and his own Queen, and

realm,

-Afust needs be thrice as great as any of

ours.

For me, I thank the saints, I am not

great.

I
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For if there ever come a grief to me
I cry my cry in silence, and have done.
None knows it, and my tears have brought

me good :

But even were the griefs of little ones
As great as those of great ones, yet tliis

grief

Is added to the griefs the great must bear,
That howsoever much they may desire
Silence, they cannot weep behind a cloud :

As even here they talk at Almesbury
About the good King and his wicked

Queen,

And were I such a King with such a Queen,
Well might I wish to veil her wickedness!
But were I such a King, it couUl not be.'

S17

What canst thou know of Kings and
Tables Round,

Or what of signs and wonders, but the
signs

And simple miracles of thy nunnery?'

Then to her own sad heart muttcrM the

Queen,

' Will the child kill me with her innocent
talk?'

But openly she answer'd, ' Must not I,

If this false traitor have displaced his lord,
Grieve with the common grief of all the

realm ?

'

*Vea,* said the maid, 'this is all

woman's grief,

That she is woman, whose disloyal life

Hath wrought confusion in tlie Table
Round

Which good King Arthur founded, years
ago,

With signs and miracles and wonders,
there

AtCamelot, ere the coming of the Queen,'

Then thought the Queen within herself

again,

' Will the child kill me with her foolish

prate ?

'

But openly she spake and said to her,
• O little maid, shut in by nunnery walls.

To whom the little novice garrulously,
' Vea, but I know : the land was full of

signs

And wonders ere the coming ofthe Queen.
So said my father, and himself was knight
Of the great Table—at the founding of it

;

And rode thereto from Lyonness'e, and
he said

1 hat as he rode, an hour or maybe twain
After the sunset, down the coast, he heard
Strange music, and he paused, and

turning— there.

All down the lonely coast of Lyonnesse,
Each with a beacon-star upon his head,
And with a wild sea-light about his feet,

He saw them-headland after headland
flame

Kar on into the rich heart of the west

:

And in the light the white mermaiden
swam.

And strong man-breasted things stood
from the sea.

And sent a deep sea-voice thro' all the
land.

To which the little elves ofchasm and cleft

Made answer, soundinglikeadistant horn.
So said my father -yea, and furthermore.
Next morning, while he past the dim-lit

woods.

Himself beheld three spirits mad with joy
Come dashing down on a tall wayside

flower.

That shook beneath them, as the thistle

shakes

When three gray linnets wrangle for the
seed :

And still at evenings on before his horse
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The flickering fairy-circle whccl'd and
broice

Flying, and link'd again, and whcel'd and
broke

Flying, for all the land was full of life.

And when at last he came to Camelot,

A wreath of airy dancers hand-in-hand

Swung round the lighted lantern of the

hall
J

And in the hall itself was such a feast

As never man had drcam'd ; for every

knight

Had whatsoever meat he long'd for served

By hands unseen ; and even as he said

Down in the cellars merry bloated things

Shoulder'd the spigot, straddling on the

butts

While the wine ran : so glad were spirits

and men
Before the coming of the sinful Queen.

'

Then spake the Queen and somewhat
bitterly,

* Were they so glad ? ill prophets were
they all.

Spirits and men : could none of them
foresee,

Not even thy wise father with his signs

And wonders, what has fall'n upon the

realm ?

'

To whom the novice garrulously again,

' Yea, one, a bard ; of whom my father

said,

Full many a rtoble war-song had he sung,

Ev'n in the presence of an enemy's fleet,

Between the steep cliff and the coming
wave

;

And many a mystic lay of life and death

Had chanted on the smoky mountain-

top-;,

When round him bent the spirits of the

hills

With all their dewy hair blown back like

flame :

So said my father—and that night the bard
Sang Arthur's glorious wars, and sang

the King
As wcllnigh more than man, and rail'd at

those

Who call'd him the false son of Gorlois :

For there was no man knew from whence
he came

;

But after tempest, when the long wave
broke

All down the thundering shores of Bude
and Bos,

There came a day as still as heaven, .".nd

then

They found a naked child upon the sands

Of dark Tintagil by the Cornish sea
;

And that was Arthur ; and they foster'd

him

Till he by miracle was approven King :

And that his grave should be a mystery
From all men, like his birth ; and could

he find

A woman in her womanhood as great

As he was in his manhood, then, he sang,

The twain together well might change the

world.

But even in the middle of his song
He falter'd, and his hand fell from the

harp.

And pale he turn'd, and reel'd, and would
have fall'n,

But that they stay'd him up ; nor would
he tell

His vision; but what doubt that he foresaw

This evil work of Lancelot and the Queen ?

'

Then thought the Queen, * Lo ! they

have set her on.

Our siiiiplc-sccming Abbess and her nuns.

To play upon me,' and bow'd her head
nor spake.
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Whereat the novice crying, with clasp'd
hands,

Shame on her own garrulity garrulously,
Said the good nuns would check her

gadding tongue
Full often, ' and, sweet lady, if I seem
To vex an ear too sad to listen to mc,
Unmannerly, with prattling and the tales

Which my good father told me, check me
too

Nor let me shame my father's memory, one
Of noblest manners, tho' himselfwould say
Sir Lancelot had the noblest ; and he died,
Kill'd in a tilt, come next, five summers

back.

And left me ; but of others who remain,
And of the two fiist-fi.med for courtesy
And pray you check me if I ask amiss—
But pray you, which had noblest, while

you moved
Among them, Lancelot or our lord the

King?'

S19

To which a mournful answer made the
Queen :

' O closed about by narrowing nunnery.
walls,

What knowest thou of the world, and all

its lights

And shadows, all the wealth and all the
woe ?

If ever Lancelot, that most nolile knight,
Were for one hour less nol.le than himself,'
Pray for hiur tliat he scape the doom of

file.

And weep for her who drew him to his
doom,'

Then the pale Queen look'd up and
answer'd her,

' Sir Lancelot, as became a noble knight.
Was gracious to all ladies, and the same
In open battle or the tilting-field

Forbore his ownadvantage, and the King
In open battle or the tilting-field

Forbore his own advantage, and these
two

Were the most nobly-manner'd men of
all;

For manners are not idle, but the fruit

Of loyal nature, and of noble mind.'

' Yea,
' said the maid, ' be manners such

fair fruit ?

Then Lancelot's needs must be a thou-

sand-fold

Less noble, being, as all rumour runs.

The most disloyal friend in all the world.

'

'Yea,' said the little novice, 'I pravfor
bot!,

;

But I should all as soon believe that his.
Sir Lancelot's, were as noble as the King's,
As I could think, sweet lady, yours would

be

Such as they are, were you the sinful

Queen.'

So she, like many another babbler, hurt
Whom she would soothe, and harm"d

where she would heal

;

For here a sudden flush of wrathful heat
Fired all the pale face of the Queen, who

cried,

' Such as thou art be never maiden more
For ever

! thou their tool, set on to plague
And play upon, and harry me, petty spy
And traitress.' When that storm of anger

brake

From Guinevere, aghast the maiden rose.

White as her veil, and stood before the
Queen

As tremulously as foam upon the beach
Stands in a wind, readv tc, hreal' '"A «••

And when the Queen had added ' Get
thee hence,'

Fled frighted. Then that other left alone
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Sigli'tl, and began to gather heart again,
Saying in herself, 'The simple, fearful child
Meant nothing, but my own too-fearful

guilt.

Simpler than any child, betrays itself.

r>ut help me, heaven, for surely I repent.

For what is true repentance but in

thought

—

Not ev'n in inmost though' to think again
The sins that made the past so pleasant

to us :

And I have sworn never to see him more,
To see him more.'

And ev'n in saying this.

Her memory from old habit of the mind
Wont slipping back upon the golden days
In which she saw him first, when Lancelot

came,

Reputed the best knight and goodliest

man,

Ambassador, to lead her to his lord

Arthur, and led her forth, and far ahead
Of his and her retinue moving,, they,

Rapt in sweet talk or lively, all on love
And sport and tilts and pleasure, (for the

time

Was maytime, and as yet no sin was
dream"d,)

Rode under groves that look'd a paradise
Of blossom, over sheets of hyacinth

That seem'd the heavens upbreaking
thro' the earth,

And on from hill to hill, and every day
Beheld at noon in some delicious dale
The silk pavilions of King Arthur raised

For brief repast or afternoon repose
By couriers gone before ; and on again.
Till yet once more ere set of sun they saw
The Dragon of the great Pendragonship,
That crown'd the state pavilion of the

King,

Blaze by the rushing brook or silent well.

But when the Queen Immersed in such
.1 trance,

And moving thro' the past unconsciously.
Came to that point where first she saw

the King
Ride toward her from the city, sigh'd to

find

Her journey done, glanced at him, thought
him cold,

High, sclf-contain'd, and passionless, not
like him,

'Not like my Lancelot '—while she
brooded thus

And grew half-guilty in her thoughts
agnin,

There rode an armed warrior to the doors.
A murmuring whisper thro' the nunnery

ran,

Then on a sudden a cry, 'The King.'
Slie sat

SiifT-strickcn, listening; but when armed
feet

Thro' the long gallery from the outer doors
Rang coming, prone from off her scat she

fell,

And grovell'd with her face against the
floor

:

There with her milkwhlte arms and
shadowy hair

I

She made her face a darkness from the
King :

And in the darkness heard his armed feet
Pause by her ; then came silence, then a

voice.

Monotonous and hollow like a Ghost's
Denouncing judgment, but tho' changed,

the King's

:

' Liest thou here so low, the child of one
I honour'd, happy, dead before thy shame ?

Well is it that no child is born of thee.
The children born of thcc are sword and

fire,
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Red ruin, and the breaking up of laws,
The craft of kindred and the Godless hosts
Of heathen swarming o'er the Northern

Sea
J

Whom I, while yet Sir Lancelot, my
right arm

The mightiest of my knights, abode with
me,

Have everywhere about this land of Christ
In twelve great battles ruining overthrown.
And knowest thou now from whence I

come—from him,
From waging bitter war with him : and he,
That did not shun to smite me in worse

way,

Had yet that grace of courtesy in him left.

He spared to lift his hand against the King
Who made him knight: but :iuny a

knight was slain
;

And many more, and all his kith anil kin
Clave to him, and abode in his own land.
And many more when Modred raised

revolt,

Forgetful of their troth and fealty, clave
To Modred, and a remnant stays with me.
And of this remnant will I leave a part,

"

True men who love me still, for whom' I
live,

To guard thee in the wild hour coming on.
Lest but a hair of this low head be harm'd.'
Fear not : thou shalt be guarded till my

death.

Howbcit I know, if ancient prophecies
Have err'd not, that I march to meet my

doom.

Thou hast not made my life so sweet to
me,

That I the King should greatly care to
live

;

For thou hast spoilt the purpose ofmy life.

Bcirwith me for the last time while I show,
Fv'n for thy sake, the sin which thou hast

sinn'd.

521

Forwhon the Roman left us, and their law
Relax'd its hold upon us, and the ways
Were fill'd with rapine, here and there a

deed

Of prowess done redres.'d a random
wrong.

Cut I was first of all the kings who drew
Ihe knighthood-errant of this realm and

ail

The realms together under me, their
Head,

In that fair Order of my Table Round,
A glorious company, the flower of men.
To serve as model for the mighty world,
And be the fair beginning of a time.
I made them lay their hands in mine and

swear

To reverence the King, as if he were
Their conscience, and their conscience as

their King,

To break the heathen and uphold the
Christ,

To ride abroad redressing human wrongs,
lo speak no slander, no, nor listen to it,

To honour his own word as if his God's
'

To lead sweet lives in purest chastity,
To love one maiden only, cleave to her,
And worship her by years of noble deed's.
Until they won her ; for indeed I knew

'

Of no more subtle master under heaven
Than is the maiden passion for a maid,
Not only to keep down the base in ma'n,
But teach high thought, and amiabl'e

words

And courtliness, and the desire of fame,
And love of truth, and all that makes'

a

man.
And all this throve before I wedded thee,
Believing, "lomine helpmate, one to feel
My purpose and rejoicing in my joy,"
Then came thy shameful sin 'vith Lance-

lot

;

Then came the sin of Tristram and Isolt

;
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Then others, following these my mightiest

knights,

And drawing foul ensample from fair

names,

Sinn'd also, till the loathsome opposite

Of all my heart had destined did obtain,

And all thro' thee ! so that this lilc of mine

I guard as God's high gift from scathe

and wrong,

Not greatly care to lose ; but rathi 1
think

How sad it were for Arthur, should he live,

To sit once more within his lonely hall.

And miss the wonted number of my

knights.

And miss to hear high talk of noble deeds

As in the golden days before thy sin.

For which of us, who might be left, could

speak

Of the pure heart, nor seem to glance at

thee?

And in thy bowers of Camelot or of Usk

Thy shadow still would glide from room

to room.

And I should evermore be vext with thee

In hanging robe or vacant ornament,

Or ghostly footfall echoing on the stair.

For think not, tho' thou wouldst not love

thy lord,

Thy lord has wholly lost his love for thee.

I am not made of so slight elements.

Yet must I leave thee, woman, to thy

shame.

I hold that man the worst of public foes

Who either for his own or children's sake.

To save his blood from scandal, lets the

wife

Whom he knows false, abide and rule the

house

:

For being thro' his cowardice allow'd

Her station, taken everywhere for pure.

She like a new disease, unknown to men.

Creeps, no precaution used, among the

crowd,

Makes wicked lightnings of her eyes, and

saps

The fealty of our friends, and stirs the

pulse

\Yith devil's leaps, and poisons half the

young.

Worst of the worst were that man he that

reigns !

Better the King's waste hearth and aching

heart

Than thou reseated in thy place of light.

The mockery of my people, and their

bane.'

He paused, and in the pause she crept

an inch

Nearer, and laid her hands about his feet.

Far off a solitary trumpet blew.

Then waiting by the doors the warhorsc

neigh'd

As at a friend's voice, and he spake again

:

' Yet think not that I come to urge thy
|

crimes,
j

I did not come to curse thee, Guinevere,
;

I, whose vast pity almost makes me die
,

To see thee, laying there thy golden head,
j

My pride in happier summers, at my feet.

The wrath which forced my thoughts i>n

that fierce law.

The doom of treason and the flaming

death,

(When first I learnt thee hidden here) i^

past.

The pang—which while I weigh'd thy

heart with one

Too w holly true to dream untruth in thee,

Made my tears burn—is also past— in

part.

And all is past, the sin is sinn'd, and I,

Lo • I forgive thee, as Eternrd G«d
|

Forgives : do thou for thine own :oul the
;

rest.



GUINEVERE.
523

ings of her eyes, and

•iends, and stirs the

and poisons half the

ere that man he that

stc hearth and aching

in thy place of light,

y people, and their

n the pause she crept

r hands about his feet.

impet blew.

2 doors the warhorsc

;, and he spake again

:

lat I come to urge thy

urse thee, Guinevere,

dmost makes me die

there thy golden head,

T summers, at my feet.

orced my thoughts on

iw,

ison and the flaming 1
1

It thee hidden here) is
| ,J

while I weigh'd thy

3ne

dream untruth in thtc,

)urn—is also past— in

e sin is sinn'd, and I,

;, as Eternrd Gfxl

.1 for thine own :oul the

But how to take last leave of all I loved ?

golden hair, witli which I used to play

Not knowing ! O inipcrial-mouldad form,

And 1)eauty such as never woman wore.

Until it came a kingdom's curse with

thee

—

1 cannot touch thy lips, they are not mine.

But Lancelot's : nay, they never were the

King's.

I cannot take thy hand ; that too is flesh,

And in the flesh thou hast sinn'd ; and
mine own flesh.

Here lookingdown on thine polluted, cries

" I loathe thee :
" yet nc t less, O Guine-

vere,

For I was ever virgin save for thee.

My lo'-o thro' flesh hath wrought into my
life

So far, that my doom is, I love thee still.

Let no man dream but that I love thee still.

Perchance, and so thou purify thy soul,

And so thou lean on our fair father Christ,

Hereafter in that world where all are pure

We two may meet before high God, and
thou

Wilt spring to me, and claim me thine,

and know
I am thine husband—not a smaller soul.

Nor Lancelot, nor another. Leave me
that,

I charge thee, my last. hope. Now must
I hence.

Thro' the thick night I hear the trumpet
blow :

They summon me their King to lead mine
hosts

Far down to that great battle in the west,
Where I must strike against the man they

call

^^y sister's son—no kin of mine, who
leagues

^'ith Lords of the White Horse, heathen,

and knights,

Traitors—and strike him dead, and meet
myself

Death, or I know not what mysterious
doom.

And thou remaining here wilt learn the

event

;

But hither shall I never come again,

Never lie by thy side ; see thee no more-
Farewell !

'

And while she grovell'd at his feet,

She felt the King's breath wander o'er her

neck,

And 'in the darkness o'er her fallen head,
PiMceivcd the waving of his hands ihat

blest.

Then, listening till those armed steps

were gone.

Rose the pale Queen, and m her anguish

found

The casement: ' peradventure,' so she

thought,

' If I might see his face, and not he seen.'

And lo, he sat on horseback at the door !

And near him the sad nuns with each a

light

Stood, and he gave them charge about the

Queen,

To guard and foster her for evermore.

And while he spake to these his helm was
lower'd.

To which for crest the golden dragon
clung

Of Britain ; so she did not see the face,

Which then was as an angel's, but she saw.

Wet with the mists and smitten by the

lights,

Thu Dragon of the great Tendragonship

Bl.-ize, making all the night a steam of fire.

And even then he turn'd ; and more and

more

The moony vapour rolling round the King,

Vi

n

i^.



Jt

^ i

524 GUINEVERE.

Who secm'd the \ hantom of a Giant in ii,

Knwound him fold by fold, and made him
gray

And grayer, till him elf became as mist

Before her, moving ghostlike to his doom.

Then she stretch'd out her arm and
cried aloud

' Oh Arthur !
' there her voice brake

suddenly,

Then—as a stream that spouting from a

cliff

Fails in mid air, but gathering at the base
Re-makes itself, and flashes down the

vale-

Went on in passionate utterance :

' Gone—my lord !

Gone thro' my sin to slay and to be slain !

And he forgave me, and I could not speak.

Farewell? I should have answer'd his

farewell.

His mercy choked me. Gone, my lord

the King,

My own true lord ! how dare I call him
mine ?

The shadow of another cleaves to me.
And makes me one pollution : he, the

King,

Call'd me polluted : shall I kill myself?
What help in that ? I cannot kill my sin,

If soul be soul ; nor can I kill my shame
;

No, nor by living can I live it down.
The days will grow to weeks, the weeks

to months.

The months will add themselves and make
the years,

The years will roll into the centuries.

And mine will ever be a name of scorn.

I must not dwell on that defeat of fame.
Let the world be ; that is but of the world
What else? what hope? I think there was

a hope,

I'.xcept he mock'd me when he sjjake of
hope

;

His hojjc he call'd it ; but he never mocks,
For mockery is the fume of little hearts.

And blessed be the King, who hath for-

given

My wickedness to him, nnd left me hope
That in mine o>vn heart I can live down

sin

And be his mntc hereafter in llie heavens
Ueforj high God. Ah great and gentle

lord.

Who vast, as is the conscience of a saint

Among his warring senses, to thy
knights —

To whum my false voluptuous pride, that

took

Full easily all impressions from below,
Would not look up, or half-despised the

height

To which I would not or I could not
climb—

I thought I could not breathe in that fmc
air

That pure severity of perfect light—
I wanted warmth and colour which I

found

In Lancelot—now I see thee what thou
art.

Thou art the highest and most human too,

Not Lancelot, nor another. Is there

none

\yill tell the King I love him tho' so late ?

Now— ere he goes to the great Battle?
none :

Myself must tell him in that purer life,

But now it were too daring. Ah my
God,

What might I not have made of thy fair

world.

Had I but loved thy highest creature

here?

It was my duty to have loved the highest

:

'I i
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It surely was my profit had I known :

It would have been my pleasure had I

seen.

We needs must love the highest when we
see it,

Not Lancelot, nor another,'

Here he- i.„

Crasp'd, made her vail her ryes : .sh..

'

look'd and saw I

The novice, weeping, suppliant ai: said'
to her,

j

• Ve.a, little maid, for am /not forg, • n
;'

jThen glancing up beheld the holy nuns
'

All round her, weeping ; and her heart
was loosed

Within her, and she wept with these and
said,

'Ye know me then, that wicked one,
who broke

The vast design and purpose of the King.
shut me round with narrowing nunnery-

walls,

Meek maidens, from the voices crying
"shame."

1 must not scorn myself : he loves me still.

Let no one dream but that he loves me
still.

So let me, if you do not shudder at me.
Nor shun to call me sister, dwell with ^ r)u

;Wear black and white, and be a nun like
you,

Fast wl'.h your fasts, not feasting with
your feasts

;

Grieve with your griefs, not grieving at

your joys.

But not rejoicing
; mingle with your rites

;

Pray un<l he pray'd for ; lie before your
shrines

;

Do each low office of your holy house
;

Walkyour dim cloister, and distribute dole
^

'' poor sick people, richer in His eyes
V no ransom'd us, and haler too than I :

-.id treat their loathsome hurts and heal
mine own

;

And so we.-.. .ul in almsdeed and in prayer
The sombre close of diat voluptuous day.
Which wrought the ruin of my lord the

King.'

She said : they took her to themselves
;

and she

Still hoping, fearing 'is it yet too late?'
i)welt with them, till in time their Abbess

died.

Then she, for her good deeds and her
pure life.

And for the power of ministration in her.
And likewise for the high rank she had

borne,

Was rhosen Abbess, there, an Abbess, lived
For three brief years, and there, an

Abbess, past

To where beyond these voices there is

peace.

THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.
TlFAT Story which the bold Sir Bcdivero UMih i«1,^«, i, 1 1. t
First made and l.t.«t l.f, .r ' i''

^^"'^ ™ '''= '^^Velt, new faces, otherFirst made and latest left of all the
knights,

Told, when the man was no more than a
voice

In the white winter of his age, to
those

minds.

For on their march to westward,
Bcuiveie,

Who slowly paced among the slumbering
host,

'I'
'J,
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Heard in his tent the meanings of the

King

:

' I found Him In the shining of the stars,

I mark'd Him in the flowering of His
fields,

But in His ways with men I find Him not.

I waged His wars, and now I pass and die.

O me ! for why is all around us here
As if some lesser god had made the world,

But had not force to shape it as he would,
Till the High God behold it from beyond,
And enter it, and make it beautiful ?

Or else as if the world were wholly fair.

But that these eyes of men are dense and
dim,

And have not power to see it as it is :

Perchance, because we see not to the

close ;

—

For I, being simple, thought to work His
will,

And have but stricken with the sword in

vain
;

And all whereon I Ican'd in wife and
friend

Is traitor to my peace, and all my realm
Reels back into the beast, and is no more.
My God, thou hast forgotten me in my

death :

Nay—God my Christ—I pass but shall

not die.

'

Farewell
! there is an is^Ic of rest for thee.

And I am blown along a wandering wind,
And hollow, hollow, hollow all delight.'

And fainter onward, like wild birds that

change

Their season in the night and wail their

way
From cloud to cloud, down the long wind

the dream
Shrill'd

; but in going mingled with dim
cries

Far in the moonlit haze among the hills,

As of some lonely city sack'd by night.

When all is lost, and wife and child with

wail

Pass to new lords ; and Arthur woke and
call'd,

' \Vho spake ? A dream. O light upon
the wind,

Thine, Gawain, was the voice—are these

dim cries

Thine ? or doth all that haunts the waste
and wild

Afourn, knowing it will goalongwith me?'

Then, ere that last weird battle in the

west,

There came on Arthur sleeping, Gawain
kill'd

In Lancelot's war, the ghost of Gawain
b!-wn

Along a wandering wind, and past his ear
Went shrilling, Hollow, hollow all

(V "ght

!

Hail, King! to-morrow thou shalt pass
away.

This heard the bold Sir Bedivere and
spake :

' O me, my King, let pass whatever will,

Elves, and the harmless glamour of the

field
;

But in their stead thy name and glory cling

To all high places like a golden cloud
For ever : but as yet thou shalt not pass.

Light was Gawain in life, and light in

death

Is Gawain, for tl.e ghost is as the man
;

And care not thou for dreams from him,

but rise

—

I hear the steps of Modred in the west.

And with him many of thy people, and
knights

Once thine, whom thou hast loved, but

grosser grown

II
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Than heathen, spitting at their vows and
thee.

Right well in heart they know thee for

the King.

Arise, go forth and conquer as of old.'

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere

:

' Far other is this battle in the west
Whereto we mo\e, than when we strove

in youth,

And brake the petty kings, and fought

with Rome,
Or thrust the heathen from the Roman

wall,

And shook him thro' the north. Ill doom
is mine

To war against my people and my knights.

The king who fights his people fights him-
self.

And they my knights, who loved me once,

the stroke

That strikes them dead is as my death to

me.

Yet let us hence, and find or feel a w.iy

Thro' his blind haze, which ever since I

saw

One lying in the dust at Almesbury,
Ilalh folded in the passes of the world.'

Then rose the King and moved his host

by night.

And ever push'd Sir Modred, league by
league.

Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnesse—
A land of old upheaven from the abyss
By lire, to sink into the abyss again

;

Where fragments of forgotten peoples

dwelt,

And the long mountains ended in a coast
Of ever-shifting sand, and far away
The phantom circle of a moaning sea.

Thf«rc the pursuer could pursue no more.
And he that fled no further fly the King;

And there, that day when the great light

of heaven

Burn'd at his lowest in the rolling year,

On the waste sand by the waste sea they

closed.

Nor ever yet had Arthur fought a fight

Like this last, 'in, weird battle of the

west.

A deathwhite mist slept over sand and
sea :

Whereof the chill, to him who breathed
it, drew

Down with his blood, till all his heart was
cold

With formless fear ; and ev'n on Arthur
fell

Confusion, since he saw not whom he
fought.

For friend and foe were shadows in the

mist.

And friend slew friend not knowing whom
he slew

;

And some had visions out of golden
youth.

And some beheld the faces of old glosts
Look in upon the battle ; and in the mist
Was many a noble deed, many a base,

And chance and craft and strength in

single fights,

And ever and anon with host to host

Shocks, and the splintering spear, the

hard mail hewn,
Shield -breakings, and the clash of brands,

the crash

Of baltlcaxcs on shatter'd helms, and
shrieks

After the Christ, of those who falling down
Look'd up for heaven, and only saw the

mist

;

And shouts of heathen and the traitor

knights.

Oaths, insult, filth, and monstrous blas-

phemies.

i
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Sweat, writhings, anguish, labouring of

the kings

In that close mist, and cryings for the

light.

Moans of the dying, and voices of the

dead.

Last, as by someone deathbed after wail
Of suffering, silence follows, or thro' death
Or deathlike swoon, thus over all that

shore,

Save forsome whisper of the seething seas,

A dead hush fell ; but when the dolorous

dav

Grew d.carier toward twilight falling,

came
A bitter wind, clear from the North, and

blew

The mist aside, and with that wind the tide

Rose, and the pale King glanced across

the field

Of battle : but no man was moving there

;

Nor any cry of Christian heard thereon.

Nor yet of heathen ; only the wan wave
Brake in among dead faces, to and fro

Swaying the helpless hands, and up and
down

Tumbling the hollow helmets of the

fallen.

And shiver'd brands that once had fought

with Rome,
And rolling far along the gloomy shores

The voice of days of old and days to be.

My dead, as the' they had not died for

me?

—

O Bedivere, for on my heart hath fall'n

Confusion, till I know not what I am.
Nor whence I am, nor whether I be King.
Behold, I seem but King among the dead.

'

Then spake the bold Sir Bedivere •

'My King,

King everywhere ! and so the dead have
kings,

There also will I worship thee as King.
Yet still thy life is whole, and still I live

Who love thee ; but who hates thee, he
that brought

The heathen back among us, yonder
stands,

Modred, unharm'd, the traitor of thine
house.

'

L

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere,
And whiter than the mist that all day long
Had held the field of battle was the King :

'Hearest thou this great voice that

shakes the world,

And wastes the narrow realm whereon wc
move.

And beats upon the faces of the dead.

Then spake the King : ' My house hath
been my doom.

But call not thou this traitor of my house
Who hath but dwelt beneath one roof with

me.

My house are rather they who sware my
vows,

Vea, even while they brake them, own'd
me Kinp.

And well for thee, saying in my dark hour,
When all the purport of my throne hath

fail'd.

That quick or dead thou boldest me for

King.

King am I, whatsoever be their cry

;

And one last act of kinghood shalt thou
see

Yet, ere I pass.' And uttering this the

King
Made at the man : then Modred srnote

his liege

Hard on that helm wliich many a heathen
sword

»Ke*'
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Had beaten thin j while Arthur at one

blow.

Striking the last stroke with Excalibur,

Slew him, and all but slain himself, he fell.

So all daylong the noise of battle roll'd

Among the mountains by the winter sea

;

Until King Arthur's Table, man by man,

Had fall'n in Lyonnesse about their lord,

King Arthur. Then, because his wound
was deep.

The bold Sir Ikdiverc uplifted him,

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross.

That stood on a dark strai^ of barren land :

On one side lay the Ocean, and on one

Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedi-

vere :

' The sequel of to-day unsolders all

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights

Whereof this world holds record. Such

a sleep

They sleep—the men I loved. I think

that we
Shall never more, at any future time.

Delight our souls with talk of knightly

deeds.

Walking about the gardens and the halls

Of Camelot, as in the days that were.

I perish by this people which I made,

—

Tho' Merlin sware that I should come

again

To rule once more ; but, let what will be,

be,

I am so deeply smitten thro' the helm

That without help I cannot last till morn.

Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur,

Which was my pride : for thou remem-

berest how
In those old days, one summer noon, an

arm

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake.

Clothed in white samite, mystic, won-
derful,

Holding the sword—and how I row'd

across

And took v, and have worn it, like a king

;

And, wheresoever I am sung or told

In aftertime, this also shall be known :

lUil now delay not : take Excalibur,

And fling him far into the middle mere :

Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring

mc word.'

To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere:
' It is not meet. Sir King, to leave thee

thus,

Aidless, alone, and smitten thro' the

helm

—

A little thing may harm a wounded man

;

Yet I thy best will all perform at full,

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee

word.'

So saying, from the ruin'd shrine he
stept,

And in the moon athwart the place of

tombs.

Where lay the mighty bones ofancient men,
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind

sang

Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He,
stepping down

By zigzag paths, and juts of pointed rock.

Came on the shining levels of the lake.

There drew he forth the brand Excali-

bur,

And o'er him, drawing it, the winter

moon,

Brightening the skirts of a long cloud,

ran forth

And sparkled keen with frost against the

hilt:

M M
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For all the haft twinkled with diamond
sparks,

Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work
Of subtlest jewellery. lie gazed so long
That both his eyes were dazzled as he

stood,

This way and that dividing the swift mind,
In act to throw : but at the last it secm'd
Better to leave Excalibur conceal'd

There in the many-knotted waterflags.

That whistled stiff and dry about the

marge.

So strode he back slow to the wounded
King.

Counting the dewy pebbles, fix'd in

thought

;

But when he saw the wonder of the hilt,

How curiously and strangely chased, he
smote

His palms together, and he cried aloud :

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere

:

' Hast thou perform'd my mission which
I gave ?

What is it thou hast seen ? cr what hast

heard ?

'

And answer made the bold Sir Bedi-

vere :

' I heard the ripple washing in the reeds,

And the wild water lapping on the crag.'

To whom replied King Arthur, faint'

and pale :

' Thou hast betray'd thy nature and thy

name.

Not rendering true answer, as bcscem'd
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight

:

Yqx surer sign had foUow'd, either hand.
Or voice, or else a motion of the mere.

This is a shameful thing for men to lie.

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again,

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me
word.'

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time

Across the ridge, and paced beside the

mere,

• And if indeed I cast the brand away,
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note,

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth,

Which might have pleased the eyes of
many men.

What good should follow this, if this were
done ?

What harm, undone? Deep harm to

disobey.

Seeing obedience is the bond of rule.

Were it well to obey then, if a king
demana

An act unprontable, against himself?
The King is nek, and knows not what

he doc

What liecord, what relic of my lord

Should be to aftertime, but empty breath
And rumours of a doubt ? But were this

kept.

Stored in some treasure-house of migliiy

kings.

Some one might show it nt a joust of arms,
Saying, " King Arthur's sword, Excalibur,

j

Wrought by the lonely maiden of tho •

Lake.
1

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the

deeps

Upon the hidden bases of the hills."

So might some old man speak in the after-

time

To all the peoj.' i Mg reverence.

But now muc' ho:-u .nd much fame
were lose'

So spai.o he. clouded with his own
conceit,



' pebbles, fix'd in

wonder of the hilt,

strangely chased, he

xnd be cried aloud :

:ast the brand away,

ig, one worthy note,

ever from the earth,

pleased the eyes of

low this, if this were

? Deep harm to

le bond of rule,

ey then, if a king

gainst himself?

d knows not what

relic of my lord

S but empty breath

bt ? But were this

rc-housc of inigluy

t at a joust of arms,

s sword, Excalibur,

:ly maiden of the

It it, sitting in the

i of the hills,"

I speak in the after-

' ag reverence,

.nd much fame

led with his own

THE PASSING OF ARTHUR.
531

m

And hid Excalibur the second time,

And so strode back slow to the wounded
King.

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing
heavily :

' What is it thou hast seen ? or what hast
heard ?

'

And answer made the bold Sir 13edi-

vere :

' I heard the water lapping on the crag,

And the long ripple washing in the reeds.'

To whom replied King Arthur, much
in wrath

:

'Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue,

Unknightly, traitor-hearted ! Woe is me !

Authority forgets a dying king,

Laid widow'd of the power in his eye
That bcw'd the will. I see thee what

thou art.

For thou, the latest-left of all my knights,
In whom should meet the offices of all.

Thou wouldst betray me for the precious

hilt;

Either from lust of gold, or like a girl

Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes.
Vet, for a man may fail in duty twice.
And the third time may prosper, get thee

hence

:

But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

And flashing round and round, and
whiil'd in an arch.

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn.
Seen where the moving isles of winter

shock

I5y night, with noises ofthe Northern Sea.
So flash'd and fell the brand Excalibur :

But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonder-

All,

And caught him by the hilt, and brandish'd
him

Three times, and drew him under in the
mere.

And lightly went the other to the Kinsr.

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing
thicker breath :

'Now see I by thine eyes that this is done.
Speak out : what is it thou hast heard, or

seen ?

'

And answer made thebold SirBedivere:
' Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the

gems
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw,
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die,

Not tho' I live three lives of mortal men.
So great a miracle as yonder hilt.

Then with both hands Iflvmghim, wheel-
ing him

;

I will arise and slay thee with my hands.' But when I look'd ag.^In, behold an arm,
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonder-Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and

ran.

And, leaping down the ridges lightly,

plunged

Among the bulrush beds, and clutch'd
the sword,

And strongly wheel'd and threw it. The
great brand

Made lightnings in the splendour of the
moon,

ful,

That caught him by the i;ilt, and
brandish'd hli.

Three times, and drew him undei in the
mere.

'

And answer made King Arthui-,

breathing iiard :

' My end draws nigh j 'tis time that I

were gone.

^'i

, M
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Make broad thy shoukiors to receive my
weight,

And bear me to the marf;in
;
yet I foar

Sharp smitten with U:e dint of amitid

heels

—

And on a sudden, lo ! the level lake,

My wound hath taken cold, and I sh;;;t ,\nd the long glories of the winter moon
die.'

Then saw thry how there hove x dusky
So saying, from the pavement he half

rose,

Sl:'vly, with pain, reclining on his arm,
Ar-t 'I'oking wistl'ully with wide blue eyes

As in a !>icunc. Ilim Sir Bedivere

Remorsefully jegaated thm' his tears,

And woi'U! 'aveApokea, but he found not

wcr !;. :

Thrn look with care, and kneeling on one

knee.

O'er both his shoulders drew the languid

ha.nds.

And rising bore him thro' the place of

tombs.

But, as he walk'd, King Arthur panted

hard,

I/ike one that feels a nightmare on his bed

When all the house is mute. So sigh'd

the King,

barg-,

Dark as a fumcial scarf from o*em to stern.

Beneath them ; and descending they vere

«arc

That all the decks were dense with stately

forms,

Black-stolc-1, black-hooded, like a dream
—by these

Three Queens with crowns of gold : and
from I hem rose

A cry that sh.ver'd to the tingling stars.

And, as it we 'c one voice, an agony

Of lamentation, like a wind that shrills

All night in a waste land, where no one

comes.

Or hath come, since the making of the

world.

Then murmur'd Arthur, ' Place me in

the baige.'

•

Muttering and murmuring at his ear, ! So to the barge they came. There those
' Quick, quick !

I fear it is too late, and I shall die.'

But the other swiftly strode from ridge lo

ridge.

Clothed with his breath, and looking, as

he walk'd.

Larger than human on the frozen hills.

He heard the deep behind him, and a cry

Before. His own thought drove him like

a goad.

Dry clash'd his harness in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and

right

The bare black " clang'd roimd him,

as he based

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang

three Queens
Put forth their hands, and took the King,

and wept.

But she, that rose the tallest of them all

And fairest, laid his head upon her lap,

And loosed the shatter'd casque, and

chafed his hands.

And call'd hrm by his name, complaining

loud,

And dropping i' er tears against a brow

Striped with '^lood : for all his face

was V ....

And , '->:/. ., and like the witherM

i \'')on

Smote ,i; 'ho fresh beam of the spring-

ins./ •:::. I ;

:;(

^iU^^p
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And all his greaves and cuisses dash'd with

drops

Of onset ; and the light and lustrous

curls

—

That made his forehead like a rising sun

High from the dais-throne—were parch'd

with dust

;

Or, clotted into points and hanging loose,

Mix'd with the knightly growth that

fringed his lips.

So like a shatter'd column lay the King
;

Not like that Arthur who, with lance in

rest,

From spur to plume a star of tournament,

Shot thro' the lists at Cam-ilot, and

charged

liefore the eyes of ladies and of kings.

Then loudly cried the bold Sir

Eedivere :

'Ah ! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?
A\'here shall I hide my forehead and my

eyes ?

For now I see the true old times are

dead,

Wlien every morning brought a noble

chance.

And e\ery chance brought out a noble

knight.

Such times have been not since the light

that led

The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh.
But nov/ the whole Round Table is dis-

solved

Which was an image of the mighty world,

And I, the last, go forth companionless.

And the days darken round me, and the

years.

Among new men, strange faces, other

minds.'

And slowly answer'd Arthur from the

barge :

' The old order changeth, yielding place

to new,

And God fulfils himself in many ways,

Lest one good custom should corrupt the

world.

Comfort thyself : what comfort is in me ?

I have lived my life, and that which I

have done

May He within himself make pure ! but

thou.

If thou shouldst never see my face again.

Pray for my soul. More things are

wrought by prayer

Than thi.-; world dreams of. Wherefore,

let thy voice

Rise like a fountain for me night and day.

For what are men better than sheep or goats

That nourish a blind life within the brain.

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of

prayer

Both for themselves and those who call

them- friend ?

For so the whole round earth is every way
Bound by gold chains about the feet of

God.

But now farewell. I am going a long way
With these thou secst— if indeed I go

!
(For all my mind is clouded with a

doubt)—
To the island-valley of Avilion

;

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies

Deep-meadow'd, happy, fair with orchard

lawns

And bowery hollows crovvn'd with summer
sea.

Where I will heal me of my grievous

wound.'

So said he, and the barge with oar and
sail

Moved from the brink, like some full«

breasted swan

s
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That, fluting a wild carol ere her death,
j

O me, be yon dark Queens in yon black

Ruflles her pure cold plume, and takes boat,

the flood Who shriek'd and wail'd, the three

With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir whereat we gazed

Bedivere
j

On that high day, when, clothed with
Revolving many memories, till the hull I living light,

Look'd one black dot against the verge of They stood before his throne in silence,

dawn.

And on the mere the wailing died away.

But when that moan had past for ever-

more,

The stillness of the dead world's winter

dawn
Amazed him, and he groan'd, ' The King

is gone.

'

friends

Of Arthur, who should help him at his

need ?

'

Then from the dawn it seem'd there

came, but faint

As from beyond the limit of the world.

Like the last echo born of a great cry.

Sounds, as if some fair city were one voice

And therewithal came on him the weird: Around a king returning from his wars

rhyme,

* From the great deep to the great deep

he goes.'

Whereat he slowly turn'd and slowly

clomb

The last hard footstep of that iron crag
;

Thence mark'd the black hull moving yet,

and cried,

• He passes to be King among the dead.

And after healing of his grievous wound
He comes again ; but—if he come no

more—

Thereat once more he moved about,

and clomb

Ev'n to the highest he could climb, and

saw,

Straining his eyes beneath an arch ofhand,

Or thought he saw, the speck that bare

the King,

Down that long water opening on the deep

Somewhere far off, pass on and on, and go

From less to less and vanish into light.

And the new sun rose bringing the new
year.

TO THE QUEEN.

O LOYAL to the royal in thyself.

And Icyal to thy land, as this to thee

Bear witness, that rememberable day.

When, pale as yet, and fever-worn, the

Prince

Who scarce had pluck'd his flickering life

again

From halfway down the shadow of the

grave.

Past with thee thro' thy people and their

love.

And London roll'd one tide ofjoy thro' all

Her trebled millions, and loud leagues of

man
And welcome ! witness, too, the silent cry,

The prayer of many a race and creed,

and clime

—

Thunderless lightnings striking under sea

llii
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From sunset and sunrise of all thy realm.

And that true North, whereof we lately

heard

A strain to shame us 'keep you to your-

selves
;

So loyal is too costly ! friends—your love

Is but a burthen : loose the bond, and go.'

Is this the tone of empire ? here the faith

That made us rulers? this, indeed, her

voice

And meaning, whom the roar of Hougou-
mont

Left mightiest ofall peoples under heaven ?

What shock has fool'd her since, that she

should speak

So .'eebly? wealthier—wealthier—hour

by hour

!

The voice of Britain, or a sinking land,

Some third-rate isle half-lost among her

seas?

Tlure rang her voice, when the full city

pcal'd

Thee and thy Prince ! The loyal to their

crown

Are loyal to their own far sons, who love

Our ocean-empire with her boundless

homos

For ever-broadening England, and her

throne

In our vast Orient, and one isle, one isle,

That knows not her own greatness : if she

knows
And dreads it we are fall'n, But thou,

my Queen,

Not for itself, but thro' thy living love

For one to whom I made it o'er his grave

Sacred, accept this old imperfect tale,

New-old, and shadowing Sense at war
with Soul

Rather thar, '?<: gray king, whose name,
a ghoit,

Streams like a cloud, man-shaped, from

mountain peak,

And cleaves to cairn and cromlech still

;

or him
Of Geoffrey's book, or him of Malleor's,

one

Touch'd by the adulterous finger ofa time
That hover'd between war and wanton-

ness.

And crownings and dethronements : take

withal

Thy poet's blessing, and his trust that

I leaven

Will blow the tempest in the distance back
From thine and ours : for some are scared,

who mark,

Or wisely or unwisely, signs of storm,

Waverings of every vane with every wind,
And wordy trucklings to the transient

hour,

And fierce or careless looseners oi the

faith.

And Softness breeding scorn of simple
life,

Or Cowardice, the child of lust for gold,

Or Labour, with a groan and not a voice.

Or Art with poisonous honey stol'n from
France,

And that which knows, but careful for itself.

And that which knows not, ruling that

which knows

To its own harm : the goal of this great

world

Lies beyond sight: yet— if our i ';,

grown

And crown'd Republic's crowning

common-sense.

That saved her many times, not fail

—

their fears

Are morning shadows huger than the

shapes

That cast them, not those gloomier which
forego

The darkness of tliat battle in the West,
Where all of high and holy dies away.
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ACT I.

SCENE I.

—

Aldgate richly
decorated.

Crowd. Marshalme
Marshalmau. Stand back cp

cleai lane ! When will her Ma, y pa
.sayst thou ? why now, even now ; where-
fore draw back your heads and your
horns before I break them, and m.nke
what noise you will with your tongues,
so it be not treason. Long live Queen

Mary, the awful and legitimate daughter
of I Jury the Eigbt',

! Shout, knaves !

Citizens. Long live Queen Mary !

F-.rst Citizen. That's a liard word,
legitiinate

; what does it mean ?

Second Citizen, it means a Ijastard.

Third Citizen. Nay, it means true-

born.

First Citizen. Why, didn't the Parlia-

ment make her a bastaui ?

Second Citizen. No ; it was the Lady
Elizabeth.
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Ugh Adiniral,
>RU Petrk.

^hop ofEly.
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s, Pages, Oaspellers,

igltimate daughter

Shuut, knaves !

Queen Mary

!
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That was after, man

;

Then which is the

Troth, they be both

of Parliament and

Third Citizen.

that was after.

First Ciiizi'ii.

bastard ?

Sixond Citizen.

bastards by Act

Council.

T/iinl Citizen. Ay, the Parliament
can nuke every true-born man of us a
bastard. Old Nokes, can't it make thee a
bastard? thou shouldst know, f Jiou
art as white as three Christmasses.

Old Nokes {dreamily). Who's a-pass-

ing? King Kdward or King Richard ?

Third Citizen. No, old Nokes.
Old Nokes. It's Harry!
Third Citizen. It's Queen Mary.
Old Nokes. The blessed Mary's a-

iw«i"? ! \Falls on his kiieeu

Nokes. Let father alone, my masters !

he's past your questioning.

'^hird Cilizen. Answer thou fur him,
then ! thou'rt no such cockerel thyself,

for thoi' ; born i' the tail end of old

Harry i venth.

Nokes. j.h ! that was afore bastard-

making began. I was born true man at five

in the forenoon i' the tail of old Harrj',

and so the)' can't make me a bastard.

Third Citizen. But if Parliament can
make the Queen a bastard, why, it

follows all the more that they can make
thee one, who art fray'd i' the knees, and
out at elbow, and bald o' the back, and
bursten at the toes, and down at heels.

Nokes I was born of a true man and
a ring'd wife, and I can't argue upon it

;

but I and my old woman 'ud burn upon
it, that would we.

Marshalman. What are you cackling
<^'" bastardy under the Queen's ov n nose ?

I ii liave you ilogg'd and 1 arnt too, by
the Rood I will.

Ileswearsby the Rood.First Citizen.

Whew !

Heeond Citizen. Hark 1 the trumpets.

[ Thi Processionpasses, Ma i > ana I^liza-

both ridininside by side, and disap-

pears under the j^ate.

Citizens. Long live (^)ueen Mary !

down with all traitors ! Cod save her
Grace

; and death to Northumberland !

[J'xennt.
Mancnt Two Gentleme.n.

First Gentleman. By God's light a
noble creature, right royal !

Seemd Gentleman. She looks conieller
than ordinary to-day ; but to my mind
the Lady lilizabeth is the more noble and
royal.

I

First Gentleman. I mean the I.ady
Elizabeth. Did you hear {I have a

I

daughter in her service who reported it)

[that she met the Queen at Wanstcad
\\ ith five hundred horse, and the Queen
(tho' some say they be much divided)
took her hand, call'd her sweet sister,

and kiss'd not her alone, but all the
ladies of her following.

Second Gentleman. Ay, that was in
her hour of ioy ; there will be plenty to

sunder and unsister them again : this

Gardiner for one, who is (o be made
Lord Chancellor, and will pova "e like a
'wild beast out of his ca^'e ;o worry
Cranmer.

First Gentleman. And furthermore,
my daughter said that when there rose a
talk of the late rebellion, she spoke even
of Northumberland

i
aifully, and of the

good Lady Jane as a poor innocent child
who haa but obeyed her father ; and
furthermor she said that no one in her
time should I e burnt for heresy.

Second Gentleman. W^ell, sir, I look
for happy times.

'11
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;

First GenthmTi. There is but one

thing against thcin. I know not if you

know.

Second Gcnllcnian. I suppose you

touch upon the rumour that Ciiarles, the

master of the world, has oller'd her his

son Philip, the Pope and the Devil, I

trust it is but a rumour.

hirst Geuthmaii, She is going now
to the Tower to loose the prisoners there,

and among them Courtcnay, to be made
Earl of Devon, ofroyal blood, of splendid

feature, whom the council and all her

people wish her to marry. May it be

so, for we are many of us Catholics, but

few Papists, and the Hot Gospellers will

go mad upon it.

Second Cjeiitlftitan, Was she not

betroth'd in her babyhood to the Great

Emperor himself?

First Gentleman. Ay, but lie's too

old.

Second Gentleman. And again to her

cousin Reginald Pole, now Cardinal
;

but I hear that he loo is full of aches and

broken before his day.

First Gentleman. O, the Pope could

dispense with his Cardinalate, and his

achage, and his breakage, if that were all:

will you not follow the procession ?

Second Gentleman. No ; I have seen

enough for this day.

First Gentleman. Well, I shall follow ;

if I can get near enough I shall judge

with my own eyes whether her Grace

incline to this splendid scion of Planta-

genet. {Exeunt.

SCENE II.

A Room in Lambeth Palace.

Cranmer. To Strasburg, Antwerp,

Frankfort, Zurich, Worms,

Geneva, Hasle— our Bishops from their

sees

Or fled, they say, or flying -Poinct,

Hailuw,

Bale, Scory, Covcrdalo ; besides the

Deans

Of Christchurch, Durham, Exeter, and
Wells

-

Ailmer and Bullingham, and hundreds
more

;

So they report : I shall be left alone.

No : Hooper, Ridley, Latimer will not

fly.

Enter Peter Martyr.

Peter Martyr. Fly, Cranmer ! were
there nothing else, your name

Stands first of those who sign'd the

Letters Patent

That gave her royal crown to Lady Jane.
Cranmer. Stand first it may, but it

was written last

:

Those that are now her Privy Council,

sign'd

Before me : nay, the Judges had pro-

nounced

That our young Edward might bequeath
the crown

Of England, putting by his father's will.

Yet I stood out, till Edward sent for me.
The wan boy-king, with his fast-fading eyes

Fixt hard on mine, his frail transparent

hand,

Damp with the sweat of death, and

griping mine,

Whisper'd me, if I loved him, not to

yield

His Church of England to the Papal wolf

And Mary ; then I could no more—

I

sign'd.

Nay, for bare shame of inconsistency.

She cannot pass her traitor council by,

T< lake me headless.
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P/Ur Martyr. That might be forgiven.

I tci! you, fly, my Lord. Vou do not own
The bodily presence in the Kucharist,

Iheir wafer an 1 perpetual sacrifice:

V'our creed will be your death.

Cnuimer, .Step after step,

Thro' many voices crying right and left,

Have I climb'd back into tlie i>rimal

church,

And stand within the porch, and Christ

with me :

My flight were such a scind.-il to the faith.

The downfall of so many simple souls,

I dare not leave my post,

Peh'v Martyr. I5ut you divorced

Queen Catharine and her f.aher; hence,

her hate

Will burn till you are burn'd.

Cranmcr. \ c.innot help it.

The Canonists and Schoolmen were with

me.

'Thou shah not wed thy brother's wife.'—'Tis written,

'They shall be childless.' True, Mary
was born,

But France would not accept her for a

bride

As being born from incest; pnd this

wrought

Upon the king; and child by child, jou
know.

Were momentary sparkles out as quick
Almost as kindled; and he brought his

doubts

And fears to me. Peter, I'll swear for him
He did believe the bond inccstr.ous.

But wherefore am I trenching on th( time
That should already have seen your steps

a mile

From me and Lambeth? God be with
you ! Go.

Peter Martyr. Ah, but how fierce a
letter you wrote against

Their superstition when they slander'd you
For setting up a mass ul Canterbury
To please the Queen.

Craumfr, It Aas a wheedling monk
Set up the mass.

Peter Martyr. \ know il, my good
Loid.

But you sobubbl'.'d over with hot terms

Of Satan, liars, b'-sphemy. Antichrist,

She never will forgive you. Fly, my
Lord, fly

!

Cranmer, I wrote it, and God grant

me power to burn !

Peter Martyr. They have given me a

safe conduct : for all th.^.t

I t'.nre noi stay. I fear, I fe.ir, I see you,

Dear friend, for the last time; farewell,

and fly.

Cranmcr. Fly and farewell, and let

mc die the death,

{Exit Peter Martyr.

Enter Oiii SKR\A.vr.

O, kind nnd gentle master, the Queen's

Otiiccrs

Are heic in force to take you to the Tower.
Cranmer. Ay, gentle friend, admit

them. 1 v/ill go.

I thank my God it is too late to fly.

[Exeunt.

SCENE HL—St. Paul's Cross.

Father Bourne /;/ the pulpit. A ercnvd.

Marchioness of Exeter, Courte-
NAY. The Sieur de Noaii-I.es and
his man Roger in front of the stage.

Hubbub.

NoaiUes. Hast thou let fall those

papers in the palace?

Roger. Ay, sir.

N'oailles. • There will be no peace for

Mary till Elizabeth lose her head.'
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Roger. Ay, sir,

Noailles. And the other, ' Long live

Elizabetli the Queen !

'

Roger. Ay, sir ; she needs must tread

upon them,

Noailles. Well.

These beastly swine make such a grunting

here,

I cannot catch what Father Bourne is

saying.

Roger. Quiet a moment, ""y masters;

hear what the shaveling h:.s to say for

himself.

Cro7vd. Hush— hear

!

Bourne, —and so this unhappy land,

long divided in itself, and sever'd from

the faith, will return into the one true fold,

seeing that our gracious Virgin Queen

hath

Crowd. No pope ! no pope !

Roger {fo those about him, viimickiug

Bourne). —hilli sent for the holy legate

of the holy father the Pope, Cardinal

Pole, to give us all that holy absolution

which

First Citizen. Old Bourne to the life I

Seeond Citizen. Holy absolution 1 holy

Inquisition

!

T/iirJ Citizen. Down with the Papist !

[Ilubbuh.

Bourne. —and now that your good

bishop, Bonner, who hath lain so long

under bonds for the faith— [Hubbub.

A'oailles. Friend Roger, steal thou in

among the crowd.

And get the swine to shout Elizabeth.

Yon gmy old Gospeller, sour as midwinter,

Begin with him.

Roger (goes). By the mass, old friend,

we'll have no pope here while the Lady
Elizabeth lives.

Gospeller. Art thou of the true faith,

fellow, that swearest by the mass?

Roger. Ay, that am I, newconvertal,
' Init the old leaven sticks to my tongue

'yet.
_

First Citizen. He says right ; by the

mass we'll have no mass here.

Voices of the cr(nvd. Peace! hear him;
let his own words damn the P.ipist. From
thine own mouth I judge thee—tear him
down

!

Bourne. —and since our Gracious

Queen, let me call her our second Virgin

Mary, hath begun to re-edify the true

temple

First Citizen, Virgin Mary I we'll have

no virgins here—we'll have the Lady
Elizaljeth

!

\S',i.<ords are dra'vn, a liiife is hurled

and sticks in the pulpit. The mob
throng to the pulpit stairs.

Marchioness ofExeter. Son Courtenay,

wilt thou see the holy father

Murder'd before thy face? up, son, and

save him I

They love thee, and thou canst not come
to harm,

Courtenay (in the pulpit). Sham.',

shame, my masters ! are you Eng-

lish-born,

And set yourselves by hundreds against

one?

Cro-iod. A Courtenay ! a Courtenay I

[A train of Spanish servants crosses

at the back of the stage,

Noailles. These birds of passage come

before their time

:

Stave off the crowd upon the Spaniard

there.

Roger. My masters, yonder's fatter

game for you

Than this old gaping gurgoyle : look yon

there

—

The Prince of Spain coming to wed our

Queen

!

rwi
I t1
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After him, boys ! and pelt him from the

city.

\They seize stones and foUaio the

Spaniards. Exeunt on the ot/ier

side Marchioness of Exeter attd

Attendants.

Noailles [to Roger). Stand from me.

If Eliza'ojth lose her head

—

That makes for France.

And if her people, anger'd thereupon.

Arise against herand dethrone the Queen

—

That makes for France.

And if I breed confusion anyway

—

That makes for France.

Good-day, my Lord of Devon ;

A bold heart yours to beard that raging

mob!
Courtenay, My mother said. Go up

;

and up I went.

I knew they would not do me any wrong.

For I am mighty popular with them,

Noailles.

lYoaiiles. You look'd a king.

Courtenay. Why not? I am
king's blood.

A'oaii/es. And in the whirl of change

may come to be one.

Courtenay. Ah

!

Noailles. But does your gracious Queen
entreat you kinglike?

Courtenay. 'P'ore God, I think she

entreats me like a child.

N^oailles. You've but a dull life in this

maiden court,

I fear, my Lord?

Courtenay. A life of nods and yawns.

Noailles. So you would honour my
poor house to-night,

We might enUven you. Divers honest

fellows.

The Duke of Suffolk lately free'd from

prison,

Sir Peter Carow and Sir Thomas Wyatt,

Sir Thomas Stafford, and some more—we
play.

Courtenay. At what?

Noailles. The Game of Chess.

Courtenay. The Game of Chess

!

I can play well, and I shall beat you there.

Noailles. Ay, but we play with Henry,

King of France,

And certain of his court.

His Highness makes his moves across the

Channel,

We answer him with ours, and there are

messengers

That go between us.

Courtenay. Why, such a game, sir,

were whole years a playing.

Noailles. Nay; not so long I trust.

That all depends

Upon the skill and swiftness of the players.

Courtenay. The King is skilful at it ?

N'oailles, Very, my Lord.

Courtenay. And the stakes high?

Noailles. But not beyond your means.

Courtenay. W'ell, I'm the first of

players. I .shall win.

Noailles, With our advice and in our

company.

And so you well attend to the king's moves,

I think you may.

Courtenay. When do you meet ?

N'oailles. To-night.

Courtenay (aside). I will be there ; the

fellow's at his tricks-

Deep— I shall fathom him. (Aloud.)

Good morning, Noailles.

[Exit Courtenay.

A^oailks. Good-day, my Lord. Strai.ge

game of chess ! a King
That with her own pawns plays against a

Queen,

Whose play is all to find herself a King.

Ay ; but this fine blue-blood';d Courtenay

seems

i I
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Too princely for a pawn. Call him a

Knight,

That, with an ass's, not an horse's head.
Skips every way, from levity or from fear.

Well, we shall use him somehow, so that

Gardiner

And Simon Renard spy not out our game
Too early. Roger, thinkest thou that

anyone

Suspected thee to be my man?
^oger. Not one, sir.

Noailks. No ! the disguise was perfect.

Let's away, {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

LoNDO>;. A Room in the Palace.

Elizabeth. Enia- Coitrtenay.

Courtenay. So yet am I,

Unless my friends and mirrors lie to me,
A goodlier-looking fellow than this Philip.

Pah!

The Queen is ill advised : shall I turn
traitor?

They've almost talked me into it : yet the

word

Affrights nie somewhat ; to be such a one
As Harry Bolingbroke hath a lure in it.

Good now, my Lady Queen, tho' by your
age.

And by your looks you are not worth the
having,

Vet by your crown you are.

{Seeing Elizabeth.

The Princess there ?

If I tried her and la—she's amorous.
Have we not heard of her in Edward's

time,

Her freaks and frolics with the late Lord
Ailmiral?

I do believe she'd yield. I should be still

A party in 'he state; and then, who
know:>

—

Elizabeth. What are you musing on,

my Lord of Devon ?

Courtenay. Has not the Queen—
Elizabeth. Done what. Sir?

Courtenay, —made you follow
The Lady Suffolk and the Lady Lennox ?—
You,

The heir presumptive.

Elizabeth. Why do you ask? you
know it.

Courtenay. You needs must bear it

hardly.

Elizabeth. No, indeed !

I am utterly submissive to the Queen.
Courtenay. Well, I was musing upon

that ; the Queen
Is both my foe and yours : we should be

friends.

Elizabeth. My Lord, the hatred of

another to us

Is no true bond of friendship.

Courtenay. Might it not
Be the rough preface of some closer

bond?

Elizabeth. My Lord, you late were
loosed from out the Tower,

Where, like a butterfly in a chrysalis.

You spent your life ; that broken, out you
flutter

Thro' the new world, go zigzag, now
would settle

Upon this flower, now that ; but all things

here

At court are known
; you have solicited

The Quern, and been rejected.

Courtenay. Flower, she

!

Half faded ! but you, cousin, are fresh ami

sweet

As the first flower no bee has ever tried.

Elizabeth. Are you the bee to fry mc?
why, but now

I called you butterfly.

Courtenay. You did me wrong,
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Vou did me wrong,

I love nol to be called a butterfly .-

Why do you call me butterfly?

Elizabeth. Why do you go so ga" then '

Courtcnay. Velvet and gold.'
This dress was made me as the Earl of

Devon
To takemyscat in

; looks it notright royal?
Elizabeth. So royal that the Queen

forbad you wearing it.

Courtenay. I wear it then to spite her.
Elizabeth. My Lord, my Lord

';

I see you in the Tower again. Her
Majesty

Plears you affect the Prince—prelates
kneel to you.

—

Courtenay. I am the noblest blood in

Europe, Madam,
A Courtenay of Devon, and her cousin.

Elizabeth, She hears you make your
boast that after all

She means to wed you. Folly, my good
Lerd.

Courtenay. How folly? a great party
in the state

Wills me to wed her.

Elizaieth. Failing her, my Lord,
'

Doth not as great a party in the state
Will you to wed me ?

Conrtenay. Even so, fair lady.
Llizabeth. You know to flatter ladies.

Courtenay ^^y^ j „,^,j,„j

True matters of the heart.

Elizabeth. My heart, my Lord,
Is no great party in the state as yet.

Courtenay. Great, said you ? nay, you
shall be great. I love you, I

Lay my life in your hands. Can vou be I

close ?
'

j

Elizabeth. c:an you, my Lord ?
Courtenay. Close as a miser's casket

Listen :

The King of France, NoaiHes the Am-
bassador,

543

The Duke of Suffolk and Sir Peter Carew
Sir Thomas Wyatt, I myself, some others'
Have sworn this Spanish marriage shall

not be.

If Mary will not hear us-well-coniec-
ture—

Were I in Devon with my wedded bride,
I he people there so worship me -Your

car

;

Vou shall be Queen.
Elizabeth. You speak too low,

my Lord
;

I cannot hear you.

Courtenay. m repeat it.

Ellizabeth.
-^^^ ,

Stand further off, or you may lose your
head.

Courtenay. I have a head to lose for
your sweet sake.

Elizabeth.
^

Have you, my Lord? Best
keep it for your own.

N'ay, pout not, cousin.

Not many friends are mine, except indeed
Among the many. I believe you mine

;And so you may continue mine, farewell
And that lit once.

'

Enter Mary, behind.

Mary Whispering- J.,g„cd together
lo bar me from my Philip.

Courtenay. Pray-consid^r-
Elizabeth {seeing the Queen). \\cU,

that's a noble horse of yours, my
Lord.

I trust that he will carry you well to-daj-
And heal your headache.

'

Courtenay. ^•ou are wihl ; what head-
ache ?

Heartache, perchance
; not headache.

Elizabeth (gsiilg to Courtenay). Arc
you blind ?

[Courtenay sees the Queen and exit.
Exit jMary,

« -
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Enter Lord William Howard.

Ilmvard. Was that my Lord ofDev(jn ?

do not you

Be seen in corners with my Lord of

Devon.

He Iiath fallen out of favour with the

Queen.

She fears the Lords may side with you

and liim

Against her marriage ; therefore is he

dangerous.

And if this Prince of fluff and feather

come

To woo you, niece, he; is dangerous every-

way.

Elizabeth. Not very dangerous that

way, my good uncle.

Ilcacard, But your own state is full of

danger here.

The disaffected, heretics, reformers.

Look to you as the one to crown their

ends.

Mix not yourself with any plot I pray

you

;

Nay, if by chance you hear of any such,

Speak not thereof—no, not to your best

friend.

Lest you should be confounded with it.

Still—

Perinde ac cadaver—as the priest says.

You know your Latin —quiet as a dead

body.

What was my Lord of Devon telling you?

Elizabeth. Whether he told me any-

thing or not,

I follow your good counsel, gracious uncle.

Quiet as a dead body.

Howard, You do right well.

I do not care to know ; but this I charge

you,

Tell Courtenay nothing. The Lord

Chancellor

(I count it as a kind of virtue in him,

He hath not many), as a mastiff dog

May love a puppy cur for no more reason

Than that the twain have been tied up

together.

Thus Gardiner— for the two were fellow-

prisoners

So many years in yon accursed Tower-
Hath taken to this Courtenay. Look to

it, niece,

He hath no fence when Gardiner ques-

tions him ;

All oozes out ; yet him—because they

know him

The last White Rose, the last Plantagenct

(Nay, there is Cardinal Pole, too), the

people

Claim as their natural leader—ay, some

say.

That you shall marry him, make him King

belike.

Elizabeth. Do they say so, good

uncle ?

Jlinaanl. Ay, good niece !

You should be plain and open with me, '

niece.

You should not play upon me.

Elizabeth. No, good uncle.

Enter Gardiner.

Gardiner. The Queen would see your

Grace upon the moment.

Elizabeth. Why, my lord Bishop ?

Gardiner. I think she means to coun-

sel your withdra\\ing

To Ashridgo, or some other country house.

Elizabeth. Why, my lord Bishop ?

Gardiner. I do but l)ring the message,

know no more.

Your Grace will liear her reasons fioni

herself.

Elizabeth, 'lis mine own wish fultill'd

before the word
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Was spoken, for in truth I had meant to
crave

Permission of her Highness to retire
To Ashridge, and pursue my studies there.

Gardimr. Madam, to have the wish
before the word

Is man's good Fairy- -and the Queen is

yours.

I left her with rich jewels in her hand,
Whereof 'tis like enough she means' to

make
A farewell present to your Grace.
Elhabeth. My Lord,

I have the jewel of a loyal heart,

Gardiner. I doubt it not, Madam,
most loyal. {Bozus low and exit.

ITo-cvard. ,See,

This comes of parleying with my Lord of
Devon.

Well, well, you must obey ; and I myself
Believe it will be better for your welfare.
Your time will come.

Elizabeth. I think my time will come.
Uncle,

I am of sovereign nature, that I know,
Not to be quell'd ; and I have felt within

me
Stirrings of some great doom when God's

just hour

Peals—but this fierce old Gardiner—his
big baldness,

That irritable forelock which he rubs,
His buzzard beak and deep-incavern'd eyes
Half fright me.

Howard. You've a bold heart ; keep
it so,

He cannot touch you save that you turn
traitor

;

And so take heed I pray you-you are one
Who love that men should smile upon you,

niece.

Tiiey'd smile you into treason-some of
them.

Elizabeth. I spy the rock beneath the
smiling sea.

But if this Philip, the proud Catholic
prince,

And this bald priest, and she that hates
me, seek

In that lone house, to practise on my life,

By poison, fire, shot, stab—
Ho-Mird They will not, niece.

Mme is the fleet and all the power at
sea—

Or will be in a moment. If they dared
To harm you, I would blow this Philip

and all

Vour trouble to the dogstar and the devil.
Elizabeth. To the Pleiads, uncle ; they

have lost a sister.

Ifcward. But why say that ? what have
you done to lose her ?

Come, come, I will go with you to the
Q'^een. {Exeunt.

SCENE V.

A Rco.M IN THE Palace.

Mary with Philip's miniature. Alice.
Mary {kissing the miniature). JMost

goodly, Kinglike and an Emperor's
son,—

.•\ king to be,— is he not noble, girl ?

Alice. Goodly enough, your Grace,
and yet, methinks,

I have seen goodlier.

Mary. Ay ; some waxen doll
Thy baby eyes have rested on, belike

;

Ail red and white, the fashion of our
land.

But my good mother came (God rest her
soul)

Of Spain, and I am Spanish in myself.
And in my likings.

^

-^•'— L>> yuur uracc 5 icave
Your royal mother came of Spain, but

took

N N

m
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YourTo the T'"nglisli red and wiiite.

royal father

(For so they say) was all pure lily and rose

In his youth, and like a lady,

Mary. O, just God !

Sweet mother, you had time and cause

enough

To sicken of his lilies and his roses.

Cast off, betray'd, defamed, divorced,

forlorn !

And then the King—that traitor past

forgiveness,

The false archbishop fawning on him,

married

The mother of Elizabeth—a heretic

Ev'n as she is ; but God hath sent me
here

To take such order \\ith all heretics

That it shall be, before I die, as tho'

jMy father and my brother had not lived.

^Vhat wast thou saying of this Lady Jane,

Now in the Tower ?

Alice, ^^'hy, Madam, she was passing

Some chapel down in Essex, and with her

Lady Anne ^^'harton, and the Lady Anne

Uow'd to the Pyx ; but Lady Jane stood

up

Stiff as the very backbone of heresy.

And wherefore bow ye not, says Lady

Anne,

To him within there who made Heaven

and Earth ?

I cannot, and I dare not, tell your Grace

What Lady Jane replied.

Mary. 13ut I will have it.

Alice. She said— pray pardon me, and

pity her

—

She hath hearken'dcvil counsel—ah ! she

said.

The baker made him.

Mary, Monstrous ! blasphemous !

She ought to burn. Hence, thou [Exit

Alice). No—being traitor

Her head will fall : shall it ? she is but a

child.

Wc do not kill the child for doing that

His father whipt him into doing— a head

So full of grace and beauty ! would that

mine

Were half as gracious ! O, my lord to be.

My love, /or thy sake only,

I am eleven years older than he is.

But will he care for that ?

No, by the holy Virgin, being noble,

But love me only : then the bastard

sprout.

My sister, is far fairer than myself.

Will he be drawn to her ?

No, being of the true faith with myself.

Paget is for him—for to wed with Spain

Would treble England— Gardiner is

against him
;

The Council, people. Parliament against

him

;

But I will have him ! My hard father

hated me ;

My brother rather hated me than loved
;

My sister cowers and hates me. Holy

Virgin,

Plead with thy blessed son ; grant me my

prayer

:

Give me my Philip ; and we two will lead

The living waters of the Faith again

Back thro' their widow'd channel here.

and watch

The parch'd banks rolling incetsse, as of

old,

To heaven, and kindled with the palms of

Christ

!

Eater UsHER.

Who waits, sir ?

Usher. Madam, the Lord Chancellor.

Mttry. Bid him come in. (Entir

Gardiner.) Good morning, my

good Lord. \^Exit Usher.
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Gardiner. That every morning of your
M.ajesty

May be most good, is every morning's
prayer

Of your most loyal subject, Stephen
Gardiner.

Mary. Come you to tell me this, my
Lord ?

Gardiner. And more.

Your people have begun to learn your
worth.

Gardiner. My answer is, I wear
beneath my dress

A shirt of mail : my house hath been
assaulted.

And when I walk .abroad, the populace,
With fingers pointed like so many

daggers.

Stab me in fancy, hissing Spain and
Philip

;

And when I sleep, a hundred men-at-
arms

Your pious wish to pay King Edward's Guard my poor dreams for England,
'^'^^''''

I

Men would muxder me,
Your lavish household curb'd, and the Because they think me favourer of this

remission

Of half that subsidy levied on the people.

Make all tongues praise and all hearts

beat for you,

I'd have you yet more loved : the realm

is poor.

The exchequer at neap-tide : we might
withdraw

Part of our garrison at Calais,

Mary. Calais !

Our one point on the main, the gate of

France

!

I am Queen of England ; take mine eyes,

mine heart,

But do not lose me Calais.

Gardiner. Do not fear it.

Ofthat hereafter. I say your Grace is loved,

Thar I may keep you thus, who am your
friend

And ever faithful counsellor, might I

speak ?

Mary. I can forespeak your speaking,

^Vould I marry
Pnnce Philip, if all England hate him ?

That is

Your question, and I front it with
another :

marriage.

Mary. And that were hard upon you,
my Lord Chancellor.

Gardiner. But our young Earl of
Devon—

•

Mary. Earl of Devon ?

I freed him from the Tower, placed him
at Court

;

I made him Earl of Devon, and—the
fool-

He wrecks his health and wealih on
courtesans.

And rolls himself in carrion like a dog,
Gardiner. More like a school-boy that

hath broken bounds,

Sickening himself with sweets,

^^'iry I will not hear of him.
Good, then, they will revolt : but I am

Tudor,

And shall control them.

Gardiner. I will help you. Madam,
Even to the utmost. All the church is

grateful.

You have ousted the mock priest, re-

pulpited

The shepherd of St. Peter, raised the rood
again.

Is it England, 6i a jjaity ? Now, your , And brought us back the mass. I am all
answer. thanks

N N 2
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To God and to your Grace : yet I know
well,

Your people, and I go with them so far.

Will brook nor Tope nor Spaniard here

to play

The tyrant, or in commonwealth or

church.

Mary {shcnving tJie pictnve). Is this

the face of one who plays the

tyrant ?

Peruse it ; is it not goodly, ay, and

gentle ?

Gardiner. Madam, methinks a cold

face and a haughty.

And when your Highness talks of

Courtenay

—

Ay, true—a goodly one. I would his

life

Were half as goodly {aside).

Mary. What is that you mutter?

Gardiner. Oh, Madam, take it bluntly
;

marry Philip,

And be stepmother of a score of sons !

The prince is known in Spain, in Flanders,

ha!

For Philip—

Mar\i. You offend us ; j'ou may leave

us.

You see thro' warping glasses.

Gardiner. If your Majesty

—

M.jry. I have sworn upon the body

and blood of Christ

I'll none but Philip.

Gardiner. \ lath your Grace so sworn

?

ALiry. Ay, Simon Renard knows it.

Gardiner. News to me I

It then remains for your poor Gardiner,

So you still cajre to trust him somewhat

less

Than Simon Renard, to compose the

event

In suine sudi form as least may harm

your Grace.

Mary. I'll have the scandal sounded

to the mud.

I know it a scandal.

Gardiner. All my hope is now
It may be found a scandal.

Mary. You offend us.

Gardiner {^aside). These princes are

like children, must be physick'd.

The bitter in the sweet. I have lost mine
office.

It may be, thro' mine honesty, like a fool.

\Exit.

Enter UsilER.

Mary. Who waits ?

Usher. The Ambassador from France,

your Grace.

Mary. Bid him come in. Good
morning, Sir de Noailles.

{^Exil Usher.

Noailles {entering). A happy morning

to your Majesty.

Mary. And I should some time have

a happy morning;

I have had none yet. What says tlic

King your master?

Noailles. Madam, my master hears

with much alarm,

That you may marry Philip, Prince of

Spain

—

Foreseeing, with whate'cr unwillingness,

That if this Philip be the titular king

Of England, and at war with him, your

Gr.icc

And kingdom will be suck'd into the war,
i

Ay, tho' you long for peace ; wherefore,
j

my master.

If but to prove your Majesty's goodwill,
|

Would fain have some fresh treaty drawn

between you.

Mary. Why some fresh treaty?
;

wherefore should I do it ?
i

Sir, ii we marry, we shall still maintain
:

All former treaties with his Majesty.
\
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t war with him, your
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Our royal word for that ! and your good
master,

Pray God he do not be the first to break
them,

Must be content with that ; and so, fare-

well.

N'oailles {going, returns). I would your
answer had been other, Madam,

For I foresee dark days.

Mary. And so do I, sir
;

Your master works against me in the dark.

I do believe he holp Northumberland
Against me.

Noailles. Nay, pure phantasy, your

Grace.

Why should he move against you ?

Mary. Will you hear why ?

Mary of Scotland,— for I have not own'd
My sister, and I will not,—after me
Is heir of England ; and my royal father.

To make the crown of Scotland one with

ours.

Had mark'd her for my brother Edward's
bride

;

Ay, but your king stole her a babe from
Scotland

In order to betroth her to your Dauphin.
See then :

Mary of Scotland, married to your
Dauphin,

Would make our England, France
;

Mary ofEnglandjjoining hands with Spain,
Would be too strong for France.

Yea, were there issue born to her, Spain
and we.

One crown, might rule the world. There
lies your fear.

That is your drift. You play at hide and
seek.

Show me your faces !

:\oailles. Madam, I am amazed :

French, I must needs wish all good things

for France.

That must be pardon'd me ; but I protest

Your Grace's policy hath a farther flight

Than mine into the future. We but seek
Some settled ground for peace to stand

upon.

Mary. Well, we will leave all this,

sir, to our council.

Have you seen Philip ever?

Noailles. Only once.
Mary. Is this like Philip ?

Nmilles. Ay, but nobler-lookinT-.

Mary. Hath he the large ability of
the Emperor?

Noailles. No, surely.

Mary. I can make allowance for thee.
Thou spcakest of the enemy of thy king.

Noailles. Make no allowance lor the

naked truth.

He is every way a lesser man than Charles;
Stone-hard, ice-cold—no dash of daring

in him.

Mary. If cold, his life is pure.

Noailles. Why (smiling), no, indeed.
Mary. Sayst thnu ?

Noailles. A very wanton life indeed
(smiling).

Mary. Your audience is concluded,
sir- [Exit Noailles.

You cannot
Learn a man's nature from his natural foe.

Enter Usher.

Who waits ?

Uslier. The Ambassador of Spain,

your Grace. [Exit.

Enter Slmon Renard.

Mary. Thou art ever welcome, Simon
Renard. Hast thou

lirouglit me the letter which thine

Emperor promised
Long ince, a formal offer of the hand
Of Ph'.p?
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Renard. Nay, your Grace, it hath not

reach'd me.

I know not wherefore—some mischance
of flood,

And broken bridge, or spavin'd horse, or

wave
And wind at their old battle : he must

have written.

Mary. But Philip never writes me
one poor word.

Which in his absence had been all my
wealth.

Strange in a wooer !

Renard. Yet I know the Prince,

So your king-parliament suffer him to

land.

Yearns s ,: !:t foot upon your island shore.

Mar-:, liod change the pebble which
! ::, ki-'Tjly foot

Fir-st pi.';'V-.'?' into some more cosi'/ stone

Than iV( . ')linded eye. I'll have one

marie it

And bring it me. I'll have it burnish'd

firelike

;

I'll set it round with gold, with pearl,

with diamond.

Let the great angel of the church come
with him

;

Stand on the deck and spread his wings
for sail

!

God lay the waves and strow the storms

at sea.

And here at land among the people ! O
Renard,

I am much beset, I am almost in despair.

Paget is ours. Gardiner perchance is ours
;

But for our heretic Parliament

—

J^emrd. Q Madam,
You fly your thoughts like kites. My

master, Charles,

^ad you go softly with your heretics here,

Until your throne had ceased to tremble.

Then

Spit them like larks for aught I care.

Besides,

When Henry broke the carcase of your

church

To pieces, there were many wolves among
you

Who dragg'd the scatter'd limbs into their

den.

The Pope would have you make them
render these

;

So would your cousin, Cardinal Pole ; ill

counsel

!

These let them keep at present ; stir not

yet

This matter of the Church lands. At
his coming

Your star will rise.

Mary. My star ! a baleful one.

I see but the black night, and hear the

wolf.

What star ?

Renard. Your star will be your princely

son.

Heir of this England and the Netherlands!
And if your wolf the while should howl

for more.

We'll dust him from a bag of Spanish
gold.

I do believe I have dusted some already,

That, soon or late, your parliament is ours,

Mary. Why do they talk so foully of

your Prince,

Renard ?

Renard, The lot of Princes. To sit

higli

Is to be lied about.

Mary. They call him cold.

Haughty, ay, worse.

Renard. Why, doubtless, Philip shows

Some of the bearing of your blue blood—

All within measure—nay, it well becomes
him.
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Mary. I lath he the large ability of

his father ?

Renmd, Nay, some believe that he

will go beyond him.

Mary, Is this like him ?

Reitard. Ay, somewhat ; but your

Philip

Is the most princelike Prince beneath the

sun.

This is a daulj to Philip.

Mary. Of a pure life?

Rcnard. As an angel among angels.

Yea, by Heaven,

The text—Your Highness knows it,

' Whosoever
Looketh after a woman,' would not graze

The Princ- of Spain. Yon arc happy in

liim there.

Chaste as your Grace !

Mary. I am h.appy in hiiu there.

Rt'iianf. And would be altogether

happy, M;idam,

So that your sister were but look'd tu

closer.

You have sent her from the court, but

then she goes,

I warrant, not to hear the nightingales.

But hatch you some new treason in the

woods.

Mary. We have our spies abroad to

catch her tripping,

And then if caught, to the Tower.
Reiiard. The Tower ! the block !

The word has turn'd your Highness pale

;

the thing

Mary. No, Kenard ; it must never

come to this.

Reiiard. Not yet ; but your old

Traitors of the Tower

—

Why, whr 1 put Northumberland to

(1

The sentcii having past upon them .ill,

Spared you the Dukeof Sul.olk, Guildford

] )udley,

Ev'n that young girl who dared to wear
your crown?

^fary. Dared? n.ay, not so j the child

ol)ey"d her father.

Spite of her tears her father forced it on
her.

Rcnard, Good ^fadnm, when the

Roman wisliM to reign,

He slew not him alone who wore the

purple,

But his assessor in tlia tlirone, perchance

A child more innocent than Lady Jane.

]\fary. I am English Queen, not

Roman lilmperor.

Rcnard, Yet too much mercy is a

want of mercy.

And wastes more life. Stamp out the

fire, or this

Will smoulder and re-flame, and burn the

throne

Where you should sit with Philip; he will

not come
Till .she be gone.

Mary. Indeed, if that were true

—

For Philip comes, one hand in mine,
and one

Was no such scarecrow in your father's Steadying the tremulous pillars of the
time. Church —

I have heard, the tongue yet quiver'd But no, no, no. Farewell. I am some-
with the jest

When the head leapt—so common ! I do
think

To save your crown that it must come to

this.

what faint

With our long talk. Tho' Queen, I am
not Queen

Of mine own heart, which every now and
then

\ • 'I
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QUEEM MARY. ACT 1,

Ev'n Gardiner, all amazed, and in that
passion

Gave me my Crown.

Ento- Alice,

Beats 'me half dea'' : yet stay, this gelden
chain

—

My father on a birthday gave it me,
And I have broken with my father— take
And wear it as memorial of a morning
Which found me full of foolish doubts,

and leaves me
|

d"! ; hast thou ever heard
As hopeful.

j

Slanders against Prince I'hilip in our
Ren xrd {aside). Whew- the folly of-' ...

*-"°"''^-

all follies
j

Aluw What slanders ? I, your Grace;
Is to be love-sick for a Siuidow. (.-//,Wil ,,

""."ever.
^'

' ^^'^>y- Nothing?Madam,
This chains mc to your service, not with

gold,

But dep.rest links of love. Farewell, and
trust me,

Philip is yours. [Exit,
^lary. Mine-but not yet all mine.

'

Enter Usher.

Uiher. Your Council is in Session,
please your Majer'y.

Alice. Never, your Grace.
Mary. See that you neither hear them

nor repeat !

Alice (aside). Good Lord ! but I have
heard a thousand such.

Ay, and repeated them as often—mum !

Why comes that old fox-Fleming back
again

"

Enter Re.vard,

Ma/j: An mstant Ay or No ! the
Council sits.

Give it nie quick.

Alice (ste/>/>ing be/ore her). Your High-
ross is all trembling.

Mary. Make way.

\_Exit into the Coumii Chamber.
Alice. O, Master Renard, Master

Renard,

If you ha'.e falsely painted your fine

Prince

;

Praised, where you should have blam d
him, I pray God

No woman ever love you. Master Renard.

Sent out my letters, call'd n.y f.icnds
together.

Struck 'lome and won.
And when the Council would not crown

me—thought
To bind me first by oaths I could not keep,
And keep with Christ and conscience

'

was it boldness

Or weakness that won there? when I,

their Queen,
Cast myself down upon my knees before

them,

And those hard men brake into woman
tears,
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It breaks my heart to hear her moan at
night

As tho' the nightmare never left her bed.
Keitard. My pretty maiden, tell me,

did you ever

I .Sigh for a beard ?

I

Alice. That's not a pretty question.
Rcnani. Not prettily put ? I mean,

my pretty maiden,
A pretty man for such .t prefty nuiiden.

Alice. I\ry Lord of Devon is a pretty
man,

1 hate him. Well, but if I have, what
then ?

Rcmrd. Then, pretty maiden, you
should know th,U whether

A wind bo warm or cold, it serves to fan
A kindled fire.

Alice. According to the song.

553

ACT n,

SCENE L—Alington Castle,

His friends would praise him, I believed 'em,
His foes would blame him, and I scorn 'd 'em.

His friends—as Angels I received 'em.
His foes-the Devil had suborn'd 'em.

Renard. Peace, pretty maiden.
I hear them stirring in the Council

Chamber.
Lord P,iget's 'Ay' is sure- who else?

and yet,

They are all too much at odds to close at
once

In one full-throated No ! Ilev Highness
comes.

Enter Mary.

Alice. How deathly pale !-a chair,
your Highness.

{l^ringino one to the Queen.
f'ncrd Madam,

The Council ?

^^'ny. Ay! My Philip is all mine.
[Sinks into chair, halffainting.

Sir riuvms Wyalt. I Jo not hear from
Carew or the Duke

Of .Suffolk, and till tiien I should not move.
The Duke hath gone to Leicester ; Carew

stirs

In Devon : that fine porcelain Courteniiy,
.'"ave that he fears he might be crack'd in

using,

(I have known a.semi-madman in my time
So fancy-ridd'n) should be in Devon too.

Enter William,

News abroad, William ?

William. None so new. Sir Thomas,
and none so old, Sir Thomas. No new
news that Philip comes to wed Mary, no
old news that all men hate it. Old Sir
Thomas wouid have hated it. The bells
are ringing at Maidstone. Doesi>'t your
worship hear ?

Wyatt. Ay, for the Saints are come to
reign again.

Most like it is a Saint's-day. There's no
call

As yet for me ; so in thi^ pause, before
The mine be fired, it were a pious work
To siring my father's sonnets, left about
Like loosely-scatter'd jewels, in fair order.
And head them with a lamer riiyme o{

mine.

To gnace his memory.
IVilliam. Ay, why not. Sir Thomas ?

He was a fine courtier, he
; Queen Anne

loved him. All the women loved him.
T loved him, I was m Spain with him.
I couldn't eat in Spain, I couldn't sleep
in Spain. I hate Spain, Sir Thomas.

Wyatt. But thou could'st drink in

Spain if I remember.
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William. Sir Thomas, we may grant

the wine. Old Sir Thomas always

granted the wine.

IVyatt. Hand me the casket with my
father's sonnets.

William. Ay—sonnets—a fine courtier

of the old Court, old Sir T' jinas. \Exit.

Wyatt. Courtier of many courts, he
loved the more

His own gray towers, plain life and
letter'd peace,

To read and rhyme in solitary fields,

The lark above, the nightingale below.

And answer them in song. The sire

begets ;

Not half his likeness in the son. I fail

Where he was fullest : yet— to write it

down. \He writes.

Re-enter William.

Willinm. There w news, there « news,

and no call for sonnet-sorting now, nor

for sonnet making either, but ten thousand

men on Penenden Heath all calling after

your worship, and your worship's name
heard into Maidstone market, and your

worship the first man in Kent and Chris-

tendom, for the Queen's down, and the

world's up, and your worship a-top of it.

Wyatt. Inverted M%oy>—mountain

out of mouse.

Say for ten thousand ten— and pothouse

knaves,

Brain-dizzied with a draught of morning
ale.

Enter Antony Knyvett.

William. Here's Antony Knyvett.

Knyvett. Look you. Master Wyatt,

Tear up that woman s work there.

Wyatt. No ; not these.

Dumb children of my father, that will

speak

When I and thou and all rebellions lie

Dead bodies without voice. Song flies

ycu know
For ages.

Kn}i'ett. Tut, your sonnet's a flying

ant,

Wii.^ d for a moment,
Wyatt, Well, for mine own work,

[Tearing thepaper.

It lies there in six pieces at your feet

;

For all that I can carry it in my head.

Kny-jett. If you can carry your head

upon your shoulders.

Wyatt. I fear you come to carry it off

my shoulders,

And sonnet-making's safer.

A'nyvett. Why, good Lord,

Write you ar. many sonnets as you will.

Ay, but not now ; what, have you eyes,

ears, brains?

This Philip and the black-faced swarms
of Spain,

The hardest, cruellest people in the world.

Come locu pon us, eat us up,

Confiscate '

, goods, money—Wyatt,
\\'yatt.

Wake, or the stout old island will become
A rotten limb of Spain. They roar for

you

On Penenden Heath, a thousand of them

— more

—

All arm'd, waiting a leader ; there's no
j

glory
i

Like his who saves his country : and you

sit

Sing-songing here ; but, if I'm any judge,

By God, you are as poor a poet, Wyatt,

As a good soldier.

Wyatt. You as poor a critic

AS an honest friend : you stroke me on

one cheek,

Bufiet the other. Come, you bluster,

Antony

!

I
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You know I know all this. I must not

move
Until I hear from Carew and the Duke.
I fear the mine is fired before the time.

Kiiyz'ett {sho-i'iug a paper). But here's

some Hebrew. Faith, I half

forgot it.

Look; can you make it English? A
strange youth

Suddenly thrust it on me, whisper'd,

'Wyatt,'

And whisking round a corner, show'd his|

back

Before I read his face.

Wyatt. Ha ! Courtenay's cipher.

\_Rcads.

'Sir Peter Carew tied to Fiance : it is

thought the Duke will be taken. I am
with you still ; but, for appearance sake,

stay with the Queen. Gardiner knows,

but the Council are all at odds, and the

Queen hath no force for resistance.

Move, if you move, at once.'

Is Feter Carew fled ? Is the Duke taken ?

Down scabbard, and out sword 1 and let

Rebellion

Roar till throne rock, and crown fall.

No ; not that

;

But we will teach Queen Maryhow to reign.

Who are those tliai shout below there ?

Knyvctt. Why, some fifty

That follow'd me from Fenenden Heath
in hope

To hear you speak.

Wyatt. Open the window, Knyvett

;

The mine is fired, and I will speak to them.

Men of Kent ; England of England
;

you that have kept your old customs
upright, while all the rest of England
bow'd theirs to the Norman, the cause
that hath brought us together is nc*; the
cause of a county or a shire, but of this

England, in whose crown our Kent is the
fairest jewel. Philip shall not wed Mary

;

and ye have called me to be your leader.

i

I know Spain. I have been there with
my father ; I have seen them in their own
land

; have marked the haughtiness of
their nobles ; the cruelty of their priests.

If this man marry our Queen, however
the Council and the Commons may fence

round his power with restriction, he will

be King, King of England, my masters
;

and the Queen, and the laws, and the

people, his slaves. What ? shall we have
Spain on the throne and in the parlia-

ment ; Spain in the pulpit and on the

law-lxncli ; Spain in all the great olTices

of state ; Spain in our ships, in our forts,

in our houses, in our beds?

Croavi. No ! no ! no Spain !

William. No Spain in our beds— that

were worse than all. I have been there

with old Sir Thomas, and the beds I

know. I hate Spain.

A Feasant. But, Sir Thomas, must
we levy war against the Queen's Grace?

IFyatf. No, my friend
; war for the

Queen's Grace—to save her from herself
and Philip- war against Spain. And
think not we shall be alone—thousands
will flock to us. The Council, the Court
itself, is on our side. The Lord Chancel-
lor himself is on our side. The King of
Fiance is with us ; the King of Denmark
is with us ; the world is with us—war
against Spain ! And ifwe move not now,
yet it will be known that we have moved

;

and if Philip come to be King, O, my
God ! the rope, the rack, the thumbscrew,
the stake, the fire. Ifwe move not now,
Spain moves, bribes our nobles with her
gold, nnd creeps, creeps snake-like about
our legs till we cannot move at all ; and
ye know, my masters, that wherever

Hi
!?

Iff*
ill
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fear we be too

The world as

every parish

i I

Spain hath ruled she hath wither'd all

beneath her. Look at the New World—
a paradise made hell ; the red man, that
good helpless creature, starved, maim'd
flogg'ci, flay'd, burn'd, boil'd, buried
alive, worried by dogs ; and here, nearer
home, the Netherlands, Sicily, Naples,
Lombardy. I say no more— only this,'

their lot is yours. Forward to London
with me ! forward to London ! If ye
love your liberties or your skins, forward
to London I

Crincd. Forward to T ondon ! A
Wyatt ! a Wyatt

!

Wyatt. But first to Rochester, to take
the guns

From out the vessels lying in the river.

Then on.

A Ptasatit. Av, but I

few, Sii Ihomas,
Wyatt. Not many yet.

yet, my friend.

Is not half-waked ; but

tower

Shall clang and clash alarum as we pass,
And pouralongthe land.and swoll'n and fed
With indraughts and side-currents, in full

force

Roll upon London.
Croxud. A Wyatt ! a Wyatt ! Forward !

Knyvctt. ^^•yatt, shall we proclaim
Elizabeth ?

Wyatt. I'll think upon it, Knyvett.
K'nyvdt. Or Lady Jane ?

Wyatt. No, poor soul ; no.
Ah, gray old castle ofAlington, green field

Beside the brimming Medway, it may
chance

That I shall never look upon you more.
Knyvett. Come, now, you're sonnet

-

ting again.

I'll have my head set higher in the state
j

Or—if the Lord God will it- ~on the stake.

[Exeunt.

SCENE IL-Gl-ildhali..

Sir Thomas White (The Lord Mayor),
Lord William Howard, Sir
Ralph Bagk.nhall, Aldermen and
Citizens.

White. I trust the Queen comes hither
with her guards.

Hcnmrd. Ay, all in arms.
[Severalo/t/te citizens move hastily out
ofthe hall.

^Vhy CO they hurry out there ?
White. My Lord, cut out the rotten

from your apple,

Vour apple eats the better. Let them go.
They go like those old Pharisees in John
Convicted by their conscience, arrant

cowards,

Or tamperers with that treason out of Kent.
When will her Grace be here ?

Ilamrd. In some few minutes.
She will address your guilds and com-

panics.

I have striven in vain to raise - man for

her.

But help her in this exigency, make
Your city loyal, and be the mightiest man
This day in England.

White. I am Thomas White.
Few things have fail'd to which I set my

will.
'

I do my most and best.

I/iKuard. You know that after
The Captain Brett, who went with your

train bands
To fight with Wyatt, had gone over to him
With all his men, the Queen in that

distress

Sent Cornwallis and Hastings to the

traitor,

i



iod will it—on the stake.

[Exeunt,

r.—GiriLDHALI-.

ITE (The Lord Mayor),
AM Howard, Sir
HALL, Aldermen and

the Queen comes hither

ards,

ill in arms.

citizens moz'e hastily out

• they hurry out there ?

^d, cut out the rotten

pple,

better. Let them go.

old Pharisees in John
ir conscience, arrant

lat treason out of Kent.

:e be here ?

In some few minutes,

our guilds and com-

in lo raise - man for

i Hastings to the

SCENE 11. QUEEN MARY.
557

Feigning to treat wi;h him about her
marriage—

Know too what Wyatt said.

^VJ'it'--- He'd sooner be,

While this same marriage question was
being argued,

Trusted than trust - the scoundrel—and
demanded

Possession of her person and the Tower.
Howard. And four of her poor

Council too, my Lord,

As hostages,

li'hite. j know it. AVhal do and say
Vour Council at this hour ?

Howard. J will trust you.
We fling ourselves on you, my Lord.

The Council,
I

The Parliament as well, arc troubled;

waters ;

And yet like waters of the fen they know
not

Which way to flow. All hangs on her
address,

And upon you. Lord Mayor.
l^'^iit'!- How look'd the city

When now you past it ? Quiet ?

Hoxvard. Like our Council,
Your city is divided. As we past,

Somehail'd, some hisi'd us. There were
citizens

Stood each before his shut-up booth, and
look'd

As grim and grave as from a funeral.

And here a knot of rufilans all in rag.s,

AVith execrating execrable eyes.

Glared at the citizen. Here was a young
mother,

Her face on flame, her red hair all blown
back,

She shrilling < Wyatt," while the boy she
held

Mimick'd and piped her ' Wyatt,' as red
j

as she

^
In hair and cheek ; and almost elbowing

her,

So close they stood, another, mute as

death,

And white as her own milk ; her b.-ibc in

arms

Had felt thefalteringofhis mother's heart,

And look'd as bloodless. Here a pious
Catholic,

Mumbling and mixing up in his scared

prayers

Heaven and earlli's Maries ; over his

bow'd shoulder

Scowl'd that world-hated and world-
hating beast,

A haggard Anabaptist. Many such
groups.

The names of Wyatt, Elizabeth, Cour-
tcr.ay,

xVay the Queen's riglit to reign -'fore God,
the rogues—

Were freely buzz'd among them. So I

say

Vour city is divided, and I fear

One scruple, this or that way, of success
Would turn it thither. Wherefore now

tlie Queen
In this low pulse and palsy of the state.

Bad me to tell you that she counts on you
And on myself as her two hands ; on you.
In your own city, as her right, my Lord,
For you arc loyal.

White. Am I Thomas White ?

One word before she comes. Elizabeth—
Her name is much abused among these

traitors.

Where is she ? She is loved by all of us.

I scarce have heart to mingle in this

matter,

If she should be mishandled,

Howard. No ; she shall not.

The Queen had written her word to come
to court :

f

mm

•

' i

t .
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Melhought I smelt out Renard in the

letter,

And fearing for her, sent a secret missive,

Wliich told her to be siclt. Happily or

not,

It found her sick indeed.

White, God send her well

;

Here comes her Royal Grace.

EiihT Guards, Mary, ami Gardiner.
Sir Thomas White leads ho- to a

raised seat on the dais.

White. I, the Lord Mayor, and these

our companies ;

And guilds of London, gathered here,

beseech

Your Highness to accept our lowliest

thanks

For your most princely presence ; and we
pray

That we, your true and loyal citizens,

From your own royal lij)s, at once may
know

The wherefore of this coming, and so learn

Your royal will, and do it.—I, Lord
Mayor

Of London, and our guilds and companies.

Mary. In n.ine own person am I come
to you,

To tell you what indeed ye see and know,

How traitorously these rebels out of Kent

Have made strong head against ourselves

and you.

They would not have me wed the Prince

of Spain

;

That was their pretext—so they spake at

first—

But we sent divers of our Council to them.

And by their answers to the question ask'd,

It doth appear this marriage is the least

Of all their quarrel.

They have betrayed the treason of llicir

hearts ;

Seek to possess our person, hold our

Tower,

Place and displace our councillors, and use

Both us and them according as they will.

Now what am I ye know right well—your

Queen
;

To whom, when I waj wedded to the realm

And the realm's laws (the spousal ring

whereof,

Not ever to be laid aside, I wear
Upon this finger), ye did promise full

Allegiance and obedience to the death.

Ye know my father was the rightful heir

Of England, and his right came down to

me.

Corroborate by your acts of Parliament

:

And as ye were most loving unto him.

So doubtless will ye show yourselves to me.

Wherefore, ye will not brook that anyone

Should seize our person, occupy eur state.

More specially a traitor so presumptuous
As this same Wyatt, who hath tamper'd

with

A 7 . 'ic ignorance, and, under colour

Of such a cause as hath no colour, seeks

To bend the Laws to his own will, and yield i

Ful! scope to persons rascal and forlorn,

To make free spoil and havock of )-oiir

goods.

Now as your Prince, I say,

I, that was never mother, cannot tell

How mothers love their children
;

yet,

mcthinks,

A prince as naturally may love his people

As these their children ; and be sure your

Queen
So loves you, and so loving, needs must

deem
This love by you return'd as heartily

;

And thro' this common knot and bond of

love.

Doubt not they will be speedily over-

thrown.
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As to this marriage, ye shall understand
We made thereto no treaty of ourselves,

And set no foot thcretoward unadvised

Of all our Privy Council ; furthermore.

This marriage had the assent of those to

whom
The king, my father, di<l commit his trust;

Who not alone cstecmVl it honourable,

But for the wealth and glory of our realm,

And all our loving subjects, most expe-

dient.

As to myself,

I am not so set on wedlock as to choose
Hut where I list, nor yet so amorous
That I must needs be husbanded ; I thank

God,

I have lived a virgin, and I noway doubt
But that with God's grace, I can live so

still.

Yet if it might please Cod that I should
leave

Some fruit of mine own body after me.
To be your king, ye would rejoice thereat.

And it would be your comfort, as I trust
j

And truly, if I either thought or knew
This marriage should bring loss or danger

to you,

My subjects, or impair in any way
This royal state of England, I would never
Consent thereto, nor marry while I live

;

Moreover, if this marriage should not

seem,

Before our own High Court of Parliament,
To be of rich advantage to our realm.

We will refrain, and not alone from this.

Likewise from any other, out of which
Looms the least chance of peril to our

realm.

Wherefore be bold, and with your lawful

Prince

Stand fast against our enemies and yours.
And fear th«n not. I fear them not. My

Lord,

I leave Lord William I loward in your city,

To guard and keep you whole and saf-r

from all

The spoil and .sackage aim'd at by these

rebels.

Who mouth and foam against the Prince
of Si)ain.

Voices. Long live Queen Mary !

Down with Wyatt

!

The Queen !

White. Three voices froin our guilds
and companies

!

You are shy and proud like Englishmen,
my masters,

And will not trust your voices. Undcr-
st.ind :

Your lawful Prince hath come to cast

herself

On loyal hearts and bosoms, hoped to fall

Into the wide-spread arms of fealty,

And finds you statues. Speak at once—
and all

!

For whom ?

Our sovereign Lady by King TTnrry's will

;

The Queen of England—or ,'• Kentish
Sfjuire?

I know you loyal. .Speak ! in the n.ame
of God !

The Queen of luigland or the rabble of

Kent ?

The reeking dungfork master of the mace!
Your havings wasted by the scythe and

spade

—

Your rights and charters hobnail'd into

slush—

Your houses fired—your gutters bubbling
blood

Acclamation. No! No! The Queen!
the Queen !

White. Your Highness hears
This burst and bass of loyal harmony,
And how we each and all of us abhor
The venomous, bestial, devilish revolt
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Of Thomas Wyalt. 1 Icar us now make
oath

To raise your Highness thirty thousand

men,

And arm and strike as with one hand, and
brush

This \\'yatt from our shoulders, like a flea

That might have leapt upon us unawares.
Swear >vith me, noble fellow-citizens, all,

With all your trades, and guilds, and
companies.

Citizens. We swear

!

Mary. We thank your Lordship and
your loyal city

[Exit Mary attended.

White. I trust this day, thro' (jod, I

have saved the crown.

First Alderman. Ay, so my Lord of

Pembroke in command
Of all her force be safe ; but there are

doubts.

Second Alderman. I hear that Gar-

diner, coming with the Queen,
And meeting Pembroke, bent to his

saddle-bow.

As if to win the man by flattering him.
Is he so safe to fight upon her side ?

I'irst Alderman. If not, there's no
man safe.

White. Yes, Thomas White.
I am safe enough ; no man need flatter me.

Second Alderman. Nay, no man need;

but did you mark our Queen ?

The colour freely play'd into her face,

And the half sight which makes her look

so stern,

Seem'd thro' that dim dilated world of

hers,

To read our faces ; I have never seen her

So queenly or so goodly.

White. Courage, sir, ,

That makes or man or woman look their; Come, sirs, we prate ; hence all— "ather
goodliest.

I

your men—

Die like the torn fox dumb, but ncv.-i

whine

Like that poor heart, Northumberland, ai

the block.

Ba,^enhall. The man had children, and
he whined for those.

Mcthinks most men arc but poor-hearted,
else

Should we so doat on courage, v.-erc it

commoner ?

The Queen stands up, and speaks for her
own self;

And all men cry. She is queenly, she is

goodly.

Yet she's no goodlier ; Iho' my Lord
Mayor here,

By his own rule, he hath been so bold

to-day.

Should look more goodly than the rest of

us.

White. Goodly ? I feci most goodly
heart and hand.

And strong to throw ten Wyatts and all

Kent.

lia ! ha ! sir ; but you jest ; I love it : a

jest

In time of danger shows the pulses even.
Be merry

! yet. Sir Ralph, you look but
sad.

I dare avouch you'd stand up for yourself,

Tho' all the world should bay like winter
j

wolves.

Bagathall. ^^'ho knows ? the man is

proven by the hour.

White. The man should make the

hour, not this the man
;

And Thomas White will prove this

Thomas Wyatt,

And he will prove an Iden to this Cade,
And he will play the Walworth to this

Wat
;
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Southwark
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SCKXK III.—London Bridge.

And see the citizens armU (looddnv-l "'''"v /m"*'
'"'"" "'" ^'"'^'^ "^

good day. lE.it While' ' ri I"

"""'''''^ •''^'•''"'' "^

BaseukalL One of much out .I:;
""•"^''^'•^'"'''''^""='""''"^'"2.0

bluster.
our side

mwa,:l. For all thai,
,

' j.""
''*'"*'• ^"' "'"c^ I love n.ee,

Most honest, brave, and skilful ; and his H,vc forSt . 1

wealth
'^^'^

"",'""<^'^'*l^"'g-i"ghtthatlcangive,

A foimtainofpercnni.nl alms- his fault i

" i"'
*/''"'' '''•'''' '^*' "'•= '^"'"'^ ''J

So thoroughly to believe in his own self. ,u,, hnw
,"

^^-'''P.;
B.scnhall. Yet thoroughly to b.lic^e

""'' " ^'"^^ "^^- ^ ^^^' «-e

in one's own self,

^

,
..

"""?'•

So one's own self be thorough, were to do'
'^

•

''^'' '^''^''">'' ^^^'^ "^X Ij^'i'.

Great things, my Lord. j ^
^^^ "»'»'"& or wings.
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j^ „,.^,. |,^.

''-''"^''- I-^^t "igl't I climb'd into the

Bat;cnhall. \ u' .„ I ,
!
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'°
' , .
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//^'rt//. On over London Hr' Ige

Wo cannot : stay wc cann(jl ; thc.o is

ordnance

On the \Vliitc Tower and on the Devil's

Tower,

And pointed full at Southwark ; wc must

round

1!y Kingston Uridtje.

Jintt. Ten miles about.

IVyatt. Kv'n so.

lUit I have notice from our jiartisanr.

Within the city that they will stand by us

If l.uttgate can be rcach'd by dawn to-

morrow.

Enter oiw (t/WyATI's f/uvt.

Man. Sir Thomas, I've found this

paper
;

pray your worship read it ; I

inow not my letters ; the old priests

'

taught me nothing.

Jiyn/l (nvtis). « Whosoever will ap-

prehend the traitoi Tiiomas Wyatt shall

I'.avc a hundred pounds for reward.'

Man. Is that it ? That's a big lot of

money.

JVyatt. Ay, ay, my friend ; not read

it? 'lis not written

Half plain enough. Clive me a piece of

paper

!

[JFiifcs « Thomas Wyatt' large.

There, any man can read that.

[Sticks it in his cap.

Brett. But that's foolhardy.

Wyatt. Xo ! boldness, which will

give my followers boldness.

Enter Man witk a fn-isoner.

Man. We found him, your worship, a

plundering o' Bishop Winchester's house ;

he <;ays he's a poor gentleman.

Wyatt. Gentlern.-xn ! a thief ! Go

hang him. Shall we make

Those that we come to serve our sharpest

Joes?

Erett. Sir Thomas—
Hyatt, Hang him, I Nay,

Ejctt, Wyatt, but now you promised

nic a boon.

Wyatt. Ay, and I warrant tliis fmc

fellow's life.

Erett. Kv'nso; he was my neighbour

once in Kent.

He's poor enough, has drunk and gambled

out

All that he h.id, and gentleman lie was.

We have been glad together ; let him live.

Hyatt. He has gambled for his life,

and lost, he hangs.

No, no, my word's my word. Take thy

poor gentleman !

Gamble thyself at once out of my sight,

Oi I will dig thee with my dagger. Away!

Women and children !

Enter a Crowd </ WoMliX ami Children.
'

Eirst Jl'i'niitn. O Sir Tiiomas, Sir

Thomas, pray you go away, Sir Thomns,

or you'll make the White Tower a black

'un for us this blessed day. 1 le'll be the

death on us ; ami you'll set the Divil's

Tower a-spitting, and he'll smash all our

bits o' things worse than Philip o' Spain.

Second Ifoinan. Don't ye now go to

think that we be for I'hilip o' Spain.

T/iini IVuinan. No, we know that ye

be come to kill the Queen, and we'll

pray for you all on our bended knees.

But o' God's mercy don't ye kill the

Queen here. Sir Thomas ; look ye, here's

little Dickon, and little Robin, and litile

Jenny—though she's but a side-cousin—

and all on our knees, we pray you to kill

the Queen further off, Sir Thomas.

Wyatt. My friends, I have not come

to kill the Queen

Or here or there : I come to save you all,

And I'll go further off.
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CrcTii'it. Thanks, Sir Thomas, we be
beholden to you, and we'll pray for you
on our bended knees till our lives' end.

IVyall. be happy, I am your friend.

To Kingston, forward ! [E.uiin/.

SCENEl IV.—Room in the Gatk-
HUUSK 01' WliST.MI.NSTER PaI-ACE.

Marv, Alice, Gardiner, Uenard,
Ladies.

Giiitiiiur. Their cry is. riiilip never

shall be king.

Mary. Lord rembroke in command
of all our force

Will front their cry and shatter them into

dust.

Ali.Y. Was not Lord IVmbroke with

Northumberland ?

madam, if this Pembroke should be

false ?

Mary. No, girl ; most brave and hjy.al,

brave and loyal.

His breaking with Northumberland broke

Northumberland.

At the park gate he hovers with our

guards.

These Kentish ploughmen cannot break
the guards.

EtiUr Messenger.

Miss'uger. Wyatt, your Grace, hath

broken thro' the guards
And gone to Ludgate.

Gardiim: Madam, I much fear

That all is lost ; but we cm save your
Grace.

The river still is free. I do beseech you,
There yet is time, take boat and pass to

Windsor.

Mary. I pass to Windsor and I lose

my crown.

Gardiner. Pass, then, I pray your
Highness, to the Tower.

Mary. I shall but be their prisoner in

the Tower.

Cries -iiil/ioiit. The traitor ! treason !

I'embruke !

^'''fii'> Treason ! treason !

Mary. Peace.

False to Northumberland, is he false to me ?

Bear witness, Renard, that I live and die
The true and faithful bride of I'hilip-A

sound

Of feet and voices thickening hitlici—
blows-

Hark, there is battle at the palace gates.

And I will out upon the gallery.

I.adii-s. No, no, yf)ur tjrace ; see there

the arrows flying.

Mary, I am Harry's daughter, Tudor,
and not fear.

[Goes out oit the f^allery.

The guards arc all driven in, skulk into

corners

Like rabi-'ts to their holes. A gr.acious

guard

Truly ; shame on them ! they have shut

the gates

!

Enter Sir Robert Southwii.l.

Soutlnvdl. The porter, please your

CJr.ace, hath shut the gates

On friend and foe. Your gentlemen-at-

arms,

If this be not your Grace's order, cry

To have the gates set wide again, and they

Withtheirgood battlea.\eswill doyou right

Against all traitors.

Mary. They arc the flower of

England ; set the gates wide.

[Exit Southwell.

Enter Courtenay.

Courtcnay. All lost, all lost, all

yielded ! A barge, a barge !

The Queen must to the Tower.

fllw^wi

m m
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Mary, Whence come you, sir ?

Ccnirtoiay. From Charing Cross ; the

rebels broke us there,

And I sped hither with what haste I might

To save my royal cousin.

Ma)y, Where is Pembroke?
Courteiiay. I left him somewhere in

the thick of it.

Mary. Left him and fled ; and thou

that would'st be King,

And hast nor heart ror honour. I myself

Will down into the battle and there bide

The upshot of my quarrel, or die with those

That are no cowards and no Courtenays.

Coiirteuay. I do not love your Grace

should call me coward.

Enter auothcr Messenokr.

Messenger. Over, your (hacc, all

crush'd ; the brave Lord William

Thrust him from Ludgatc, and the traitor

flying

To Temple IJar, there by Sir Maurice

IJerkeley

Was taken prisoner.

Mary. To the Tower with him !

Messenger. 'Tis said he told Sir

Maurice there was one

Cognisant of this, and party thereunto.

My Lord of Devon.

Mary. To the Tower with him !

Cmrlenay. O la, the Tower, the

Tower, always the Tower,
I shall grow into it— I shall be the Tower.
Mary. Your Lordship may not have

so long to wait.

Remove him !

Cotirtenay. La, to whistle out my life,

And carve my coat upon the walls again

!

\Exit Courtenay guarded.

Messenger. Also this Wyatt did confess

the Princess

Cognisant thereof, and party thereunto.

Mary. What ? whom—Whom did you

say?

Messenger, Elizabeth,

Your Royal sister.

Mary, To the Tower with her!

My foes are at my feet and I am Queen.

[Gardiner and her Ladies kneel to her,

Gardiner (rising). There let them lie,

your footstool ! {Aside.) Can I

strike

Elizabeth ?— not now and save the life

Of Devon : if I save him, he and his

Are bound to me—may strike hereafter.

(.iloitd.) Madam,
What Wyatt said, or what they said he said,

Cries of the moment and the street

—

Mary. He said it.

Gardiner. Y'our courts of justice will

determine that.

Renard (advaneing). I trust by this

your Highness will allow

Some spice of wisdom in my telling you,

When last we talk'd, that Philip woulJ
not come

Till Guildford Dudley and the Duke of

SuflTolk,

And Lady Jane had left us.

^^'^>y- They shall die.

Renard. And your so loving sister ?

^^'"J- She shall die.

My foes are at my feet, and Philip King

[Exeunt

ACT III.

SCENE I.—The Conduit in Grace
CHURCH,

Painted with tlu Nine Worthies, amoti;,

them King Henry VIII. holding a book,

on it inscribed ' Verbum Dei.'

Enter 'Siw. Ralph Bagenhall a«(/.SiK

Thomas Stafford.

BagcnhaU. A hundred here an^

hundreds hang'd in Kent.
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\_Exeiiiit.
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The tigress had unsheath'd her nails at CouchM at my h^^th, and mine^h^na:];lust,

AndRenard and tlie Chancellor sharperi'd
ihom.

In every London street a gibbet stood.
They are down to-day. Here by this

house was one

;

The traitor husband dangled at the door.
And when the traitor wife came out for I That royal commonplace too.bread

To still the petty treason therewithin,
Her cap would brush his heels.

^t''ff'^>-<-i' It is Sir Raip,.,
And muttering to himself as heretofore.
Sir, see you aught up yonder?

Bagenhall. \ miss something.
The tree that only bears dead fruit is gone.

Stafford. What tree, sir ?

BagenhaH. Well, the tree in
Virgil, sir.

That bears not its own apples.

Stafford. What ! the gallows ?

Bagenhall. Sir, this dead fruit was
ripening overmuch.

of wine

Be.side me, than have seen it : yet I saw it.

Stafford. Good, w.is it splendid ?

Bagcnhall. Ay, if Dukes, and ICarls,
And Count.s, an<l si.xty Spanish cavaliers
Some s\y. or seven Bishop.s, diamonds,

pearls,

,. ,, , .
. --.cloth ofgold,

Could make it so.

Stafford. And what was Mary's dress '

Bag.nhall. Good faith, I was too
sorry for the woman

To mark the dress. She wore red shoes •

f
"-^''''"'-

Red shoes !

Bageuhall. Scarlet, as if her feet were
wash'd in blood.

As if she had waded in it.

^t'-^'r'(" ,

^Vcre your eyes
So bashful that you lookM no higher ^

J^'IKMI. A diamond.
And Ihil.psgift, as proofof I'hilin's loveWho h.ith not any for any,-tho' a true

one,
And had to be removed lest living Spain Blazed false upon her heirtShould sicken at dead Entrl.nnrl c... ,

"i'"""cr heartShould sicken at dead England
Stafford. Xot so dead.

But that a shock may rouse her.

Bagenhall.

Sir Thomas Stafford 1

Well, are you not in peril

Stafford.

Bagenhall.

here?

Stafford. I think so.

I came to feel the pulse of England,
whether

It beats hard at this marriage. Did you
see it ?

Staffrd. But this proud Prince-
Bagenhall. Nay, he i.s Ki^.^ you

know, the King of Naples.
I believe The father ceded Naples, that the son

I
Being a King, might wed a Queen-O he

'^1'" ':?:'-'; "'-»' - '.-ao:„;.;;:rwr„r
hose,

Inwrought with silver,—on his neck a
collar.

Gold, thick with diamonds; hanging
down from this

The Golden Fleece-and round his knee,
misplaced.

r.,, I r 1 , » .
emeralds.

old hound
,
Of all tins pear?

%
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Stafford. Ay, since you hate the telling

it.

How look'tl the Queen ?

Bagenhall, No fairer for her jewels.

And I could see that as the new-made
couple

Came from the Minster, moving side by side

Pcneath one canopy, ever and anon
She cast on him a vassal smile of love,

Which Philip with a glance of some
distaste.

Or so methought, return "d. I may be
wrong, sir.

This marriage will not hold.

Staffonl I think with you.

The King of France will help to break it.

Bagnihall. France

!

^Vc once had half of France, and hurl'd

our battles

Into the heart of Spain ; but England now
Is but a ball chuck'd between France and

Spain,

His in whose hand she drops ; Harry of

Eolingbroke

Had holpcn Richard's tottering throne to

'

stand,
I

Could Harry have foreseen that all our

nobles

Would perish on the civil slaughter-field,

And leave the people naked to the crown,
And the crown naked to the people ; the

crown

Female, too ! Sir, no woman's regimen
Can save us. We arc fallen, and as I

think,

Never to rise again,

Stafford. You are too black-blooded.

I'd make a move myself to hinder that :

I know some lusty fellows there in France.

Bag,'nJiall. You would but make us

weaker, Thomas Stafford.

Wyatt was a good soldier, yet he fail'd,

And strcngthen'd Pliilip.

Stafford. Did not his last breath
Clear Courtenay and the Princess from

the charge

Of being his co-rebels?

Bagathall. Ay, but then
What such a one as Wyatt says is nothing

:

We have no men among us. The new
Lords

Are quieted with their sop ofAbbeylands,
And cv'n before the Queen's face Gardiner

buys them
With Philip's gold. All greed, no faith,

no courage !

Why, ev'n the haughty prince, Northum-
berland,

The leader of our Reformation, knelt
And blubbcr'd like a lad, and on the

scaflbld

Recanted, and resold himself to Rome,
Stajord. I swear you do your country

wrong. Sir Ralph.

I know a set of exiles over there,

Darc-dcvils, that would cat fire and spit

it out

At Philip's beard : they pillage Spain
already.

The French king w inks at it. An hour
will come

When they will sweep her from the seas.

No men ?

Did not Lord Suffolk die like a true man?
Is not Lord William Howard a true man ?

Yea, you yourself, altho' you are black-

blooded :

And I, by God, believe myself a man.
Ay, even in the church there is a man—
Cranmer.

Fly would he not, when all men bad him
fly.

And what a letter he wrote against the

Pope!
There's a brave man, if any,

Bagenhall. Ay; if it hold.
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Crowd {coming on), God save their

Graces !

Stafford. Bagcnhall, I see

The Tudor green and white. ( Trumpets.

)

They are coming now.

And here's a crowd as thici; as hcrring-

shoals.

Bagcnhall. Be limpets to this pillar,

or we are torn

Down the strong wave of brawlers.

Crcnud. God save their Graces !

[Procession of Trumpeters, yavelin-

men, d^V. ; tlien Spanish and
Flemish Nobles intermingled.

Stafford. Worth seeing, Bagcnhall I

These black dog-Dons

Garb themselves bravely. Who's the

long-face there,

Looks very Spain of very Spain ?

Bagenhall. The Duke
Of Alva, an iron soldier.

Stafford. And the Dutchman,
Xow laughing at some jest ?

Bagenhall. William of Orange,

William the Silent.

Stafford. Why do they call him so ?

Bagenhall. He keeps, they say, some
secret that may cost

Philip his life.

Stafford. But then he looks so

merry.

Bagenhall. I cannot tell you why they

call him so.

[The King and Queen pass, attended

by Peers of the Realm, Officers of
State, iSr-v. Cannon shot off.

Crowd. Philip and Mary, Philip and
Mary !

I-ong live the King and Queen, Philip

and Mary

!

Stafford. They smile as if content with
one another.

!!i^'

Bagenhall. A smile abroad is oft a

scowl at home.

[King and Queen pass on. Prceessiim.

First Citizen. I thought this Philip

had been one of those black devils of

Spain, but he hath a yellow beard.

Second Citizen, Not red like Isca-

riol's.

First Citizen. Like a carrot's, as thou
say'st, and English carrot's better than
Spanish licorice ; but I thought he was a

be.ast.

Third Citizen. Certain I had heard
that every Spaniard carries a tail like a
devil under his trunk-hose.

Tailor. Ay, but see what trunk-hoses

!

Lord
! they be fine ; I never stitch'd none

such. They make amends for the tails.

Fourth Citizen, Tut ! every Spanish
priest will tell you that all English heretics

have tails.

Fifth Citizen. Death and the Devil—
if he find I have one

—

Fourth Citizen. Lo ! thou hast call'd

them up ! he/e they come—a pale horse
for Death and Gardiner for the Devil.

Enter Gardiner (turning backfrom the

procession).

Gardiner, Knave, wilt thou wear thy

cap bofore the Queen ?

Man, My lord, I stand so squeezed
among the crowd

I cannot lift my hands unto my head.
Gardiner. Knock off his cap thero,

some of you about him !

See there be others that can use their

hands.

Thou art one of Wyatt's men ?

-'^^•-'••-'- No, my Loid, no.

Gardiner. Thy name, thou knave?
Man, I am nobody, my Lord.

*^
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Gardiner (shouting). God's passion !

knave, thy name ?

^^""- I have ears to hear.
Gardiner. Ay, rascal, if I leave thee

ears to hear.

Find out his name and bring it to me [to

Attendant).

Attendant. Ay, my Lord.
Gardiner. Knave, thou shah lose thine

ears and tind thy tongue,
And Shalt be thankful if I leave thee that.

[Coming before the Conduit.
The conduit painted—the nine worthies

—ay !

But then what's here ? King Harry with
a scroll.

Ila—Verbum Dei—verbum—word of
God!

God's passion ! do you know the knave
that painted it ?

Attendant. I do, my Lord.
Gardiner. Tell him to paint it out,

And put some fresh device in lieu of it—
A pair of gloves, a pair of gloves, sir

;

ha?
There is no heresy there.

Attenaant. I wHI, my Lord
;

The man shall paint a pair of gloves. I

am sure

(Knowing the man) he wrought it igno-

rantly.

And not from any malice.

Gardiner. Word of God
In English ! over this the brainless loons
That cannot spell Esaias from St. Paul,
Make themselves drunk and mad, fly out

and flare

Into rebellions. I'll have their bibles

burnt.

The bible is the priest's. Ay ! fellow,

'

what !
I

S'.and staring at me ! shout, you gaping
rogue

M>m. I have, my Lord, shouted till I
am hoarse.

Gardiner. What hast thou shouted,
knave ?

^^'i»- Long live Queen Mary \

Gardiner. Knave, there be two.
There be Ijoth King and Queen,

'

Philip and Mary. Shout

!

Man. ^^y^ |3„t^ „^y ^^j.j^
Tlic Queen comes first, Mary and Philij,.

Gardiner. Shout, then,
Mary and Philip

!

Man. ]\lary and Philip '

1 iiou hast shouted for thy pleasure, shout
for mine !

Philip and Maiy !

I

M<in. Must it be so, my Lord ?
Gardiner. Ay, knave.
Man. Philip and Mary •

Gardiner
j ^^^,,^^^^ ^^^^

rhine IS a half voice and a lean assent.
What is thy name ?

I^fan. Sanders.
Gardiner. What else?

f''";.
Zerubbabel.

Gardiner. Where dost tliou live >

^^'^«- In Cornhill.
Gardiner. Where, knave, where >

Man. Sign of the Talbot.
Gardiner. Come to me to-morrow -

Rascal .'-this land is like a hill of fire,

One crater opens when another shuts
But so I get the laws against the heretic
Spite of Lord Paget and Lord William

Howard,
And others of our Parliament, revived
I will show fjre on my side-stake and

fire—

Sharp work and short. The knaves are
I

easily cow'd.

Follow their ^Tajcsties.

iExit. The ero7vd/oiio-ci'iiig.
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Bageuhall. As proud as Bcckct.
Stafford. Vou would not have him

murder'd as Uecket was ?

Bagciihall. No—murder fathers mur-
der : but I say

There is no man— tliere was one woman
with us^

It was a sin to love her married, dead
I cannot choose but love her.

Stafford. Lady Jane?
Croivd [goins cff)- God save their

Graces !

Stafford. Did you see her die ?

Bagcnhall. No, no ; her
blood had blinded me.

Vou call me too black-blooded—true
enough

She came upon the
Bagenhall.

scaffold.

And said she was condemn'd to die for
treason

;

She had but follow'd the device of those
Her nearest kin : she thought they knew

the laws.

I!ut for herself, she knew but little law
And nothing of the titles to the crown

'•

She had no desire for that, and ^^Tung
her hands.

And trusted God would save her thro" i),e
blood

ii.nocent Of Jesus Christ alone.

Stafford. Pray you go on.
Then knelt and said the

Miserere Mei

—

Bagciihall.

Her dark dead blood is in my heart with But all in English, mark you ; rmme.
If ever I cry out against the Pope

. , ,
. , lose again.

And, when the headsm.in pray'd to Ijc

forgiven.
Her daHc_dead blood that ever moves with Said < Vou wiU give me my true crownmine

j

Will stir the living tongue and make the
cry.

Stafford. Vet doubtless you can tell

me how she died ?

Bagenhall. Seventeen—and knew
eight languages—in music

Peerless-her needle perfect, and her
learning

Beyond the churchmen
; yet so meek, so

modest,

So wife-life humble to the trivial boy
Mismatch'd with her for policy ! I have

heard

She would not take a last farewell of him,
She fear'd it might unman him for his end

nor
She could not be unmann'd-no

outwoman'd—
Seventeeu—aroseofgrace!
Gul never breathed to riv.-,! such a rose

;

at last,

nut do it quickly ;

' then nil wept but
she.

Who changed not colour wlien she saw
the block.

But ask'd him, childlike : < Will you take
!

it off

Before I lay me down ? ' ' No, madam,

'

he said.

Gasping; and when her innocent eyes
were bound.

She, with her poor blind hands feeling—
'where is it?

Where is it?' -Vou must fancy that
which follow'd,

If you have heart to do it I

Cro7vd (in the distance). God save their
Graces

!

Stafford. Their Graces, our disgraces I

God confound them !Kose r,Pv», » 1 .1.

'"— " ^"=1.
,

I

uoa conlound them !
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This was against her conscience—would
be murder !

Bageithall. The 'Tliou shall do no
murder,' whicli God's hand

Wrote on her conscience, Mary rubb'd

out pale

—

She could not make it white—and over

that,

Traced in the blackest text of Hell—
' Thou Shalt

!

'

And sign'd it—Mary

!

Stafford. Philip and the Tope
Must have sign'd too. I hear this

Legate's coming

To bring us absolution from the Tope.

The Lords and Commons will bow ilown

before him

—

You are of the house? what will you do,

Sir Ralph ?

Bageii/m/l. And why should I be

bolder than the rest,

Or honester than all ?

Stafford. But, sir, if I—
And oversea they say this state of yours

Hath no more mortice than a tower of

cards

;

And that a puff would do it—then if I

And others made that move I touch'd

upon,

Back'd by the power of France, and
landing here,

Came with a sudden splendour, shout, and
show,

And dazzled men and deafcn'd by some
bright

Loud venture, and the people so

unquiet

—

And I the race of murder'd Bucking-

ham

—

Not for myself, but for the kingdom—
Sir,

I trust that you would fight along with

us.

BagcnhaU. No; you would fling your
lives into the gulf.

Stafford. But if this Phdip, as he's

like to do,

Left Mary a wife-widow here alone.

Set up a viceroy, sent his myriads hither

To seize upon the forts and fleet, and
make us

A Spanish province \ would you not fight

then ?

Bagmhall. I think I should fight

then.

Stafford. I am sure of it.

I list ! there's the face coming on here of

one

Who knows me. I must leave you,

Fare you well,

You'll hear of me again.
j

Bagciiliall. Upon tlie scaffold.

[Exeunt. \

SCENE II,—Room i.n Whitehall
Palace.

Mary. Enter Philip and
Cardinal Pole.

Pole. Ave Maria, gratia plena. Bene-

dicta tu in mulieribus.

lifary. Loyal and royal cousin,

humblest thanks.

Had you a pleasant voy.ige up the river?

Pole. We had your royal barge, and

that same chair.

Or rather throne of purple, on the deck.

Our silver cross sparkled before the prow,

The ripples twinkled at their diamond-

dance.

The boats that foliow'd, were a, glowing-

gay

As regal gardens ; and your flocks of

swans.

As fair and white as angels ; and your

shores
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Wore in mine eyes the green of Paradise.

My foreign fi lends, who dreani'd us

blanketed

In ever-closing fog, were much amazed
To find as fair a sun as might have flash'd

Upon their lake of Garda, fire the

Thames

;

Our voyage by sea was all but miracle

;

And here the river flowing from the sea,

Not toward it (for they thought not of
our tides),

Seem'd as a happy miracle to make
glide-

In quiet—home your banish'd country-

man,

Mary. We heard that you were sick
in Flanders, cousin,

Pole. A dizziness,

''^"0'- And how came you
round again ?

Pole. The scarlet thread of Rahab
saved her life

;

And mine, a little letting of the blood.
Mary. Well? now?
^'^^^- Ay, cousin, as the

heathen giant

Had but to touch the ground, his force
return'd

—

Thus, after twenty years of banishment.
Feeling my native land beneath my foot,
I -said thereto : 'Ah, native land of mine,
Thou art much beholden to this foot of

mine.

That hastes with full commission from
the Pope

To absolve thee from thy guilt of heresy.
Thou hast disgraced me and attainted me,
And mark'd me ev'n as Cain, and I return
As Peter, but to ble~- thee : make me well.'
Methinks the good land heard me, for to-

day

My \i<'z.ri beats twenty, when I see you,
cousin.

Ah, gentle cousin, since your Herod's
death.

Mow oft hath Peter knock'd at Mar}''s
gate !

And Mary would have risen and let him
in.

But, Mary, there were those within the
house

Who woukl not have it,

Mary. True, good cousin Pole
;

•And there were also those without the
house

Who would not have it.

'^''^''- I believe so, cousin.
State-policy and church-policy are con-

joint,

But Janus-faces looking diverse ways.
I fear the Emperor much misvalued me.
But all is well ; 'twas ev'n the will of

God,

Who, waiting till the time had ripen'd,

now.

Makes me his mouth of holy greeting.
' Mail,

Daughter of God, and saver of the faith.
Sit benedictus fructus ventris tui !

'

Mary. Ah, heaven !

Pole. Unwell, your Grace?
Mary. Xo, cousin, happy-

Happy to see you ; never yet so happy
Since I was crowi'd,

'^^'"' Sweet cousin, you forget
That long low minster where you gave

your hand
To this great Catholic King.

Philip. Well said. Lord Legate.
Mary. Nay, not well said ; I thought

of you, my liege,

Ev'n as I spoke.

Philip. Ay, Madam ; my Lord P.iget

Waits to present our Council to the Legate.
Sit down here, all ; Madam, between us

you.
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/W,?. 1,0, now you are enclosed with
boards of cedar,

Our little sister of the Song of Songs

!

You aredoubly fenced and shielded sitting

here

Between the two most high-set thrones
on earth,

The Emperor's higlmess happily symboll'd
by

The King your husband, the Pope's
Holiness

By mine own self.

Ma>y. 'i'rue, cousin, I am happy.
When will you that, we summon both our

houses

To take this absolution from your lijis.

And be regather'd to the Papal fold .>

Pole. In Britain's calendar the bright-

est day

Beheld our rough forefathers break their

Gods,

And clasp the faith in Christ ; but after

that

Might not St. Andrew's be her happiest

day ?

Ma)y. Then these shall meet upon
St. Andrew's day.

Pole. Not for the seven devils to enter
in?

Philip. No, for we trust they parted
in the swine.

J'oh: True, and I am the Angel of the

Pope.

Farewell, your Graces.

Philip. Nay, not here -to me
;

I will go with you to the waterside.
Pole. Not be my Charon to the counter

side ?

iViilip. No, my Lord Legate, tlie

Lord Chancellor goes.

Pole. And unto no dead world ; but

Lambeth palace.

Henceforth a centre of the living faith.

{Exeunt Philip, Pole, Paget, c-,-.

Manet Mary.

awaked ! he halh

Enter Paget, tuho presents the Council.

Dumb slior.u.

Pole. I am an old man wearied with

my journey,

Ev'n with my joy. Permit me to with-

draw.

To Lambeth ?

Philip. Ay, Lambeth has ousted

Cranmer.

It was not meet the heretic swine should
live

In Lambeth.

Mary. There or anywhere, or at all.

Philip. We have had it swept and
gamish'd al"ter him.

Mary. I le hath

awaked !

He stirs within the darkness !

Oh, Philip, husband ! now thy love to mine

Will cling more close, and those bleak

manners thaw.

That make me shamed and tongue-tied jj

my love.

The second Prince of Peace
The great unborn defender of the Faith,

Who will avenge me of mine enemies

-

He comes, and my star rises.

The stormy Wyatts and NorthumberLinds,
The proud ambitions of Elizabeth,

And all her fieriest partisans- are pale

Before my star !

The light of this new learning wanes and

dies :

The ghosts of Luther and Zuinglius fade

Into the deathless hell which is theirdooni

Before my star

!

His sceptre shall go forth from Ind to Ind:

His sword shall hew the heretic peoples

down !
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His faith shall clothe the world that will
be his.

Like universal air and sunshine ! Open
Ve everlasting gates ! The King is here !

-'

My star, my son !

EnL-r Philip, Dukk of Ai.va, ,V^.

Oh, Philip, come wiih me
;

Good news have I to tell you, news to
make

l)_oth of us happy-ay, the Kingdom too.
Nay come with me—one moment ! i

/•/////> {fo Alv.a). More than that :

There was one here of late-William the'
Sdcnt

I

They call him—he is free enough in talk
But tells me nothing. Vou will be, we

trust.

Sometime the viceroy ofthose provinces-
He must deserve his surname better.
Alva. »„

T t . . ">> sir

;

Inherit the Great Silence.
/'///•//> True ; the provinces

Are hard to rule and must be hardly ruled •
i

Most fruitful, yet, indeed, an empty rind,'
AH hollow'd out with stinging heresies •

And for their heresies, Alva, they will
fight

;

You must break them or they break you.
Aha (troudly). The first.
i'hihp. Good

!

Well, Madam, this newhappinessof mine?

\_Excitiit.

E/i/erTuRzn Pages.
^w^ Page. News, mates ! a miracle,

a miracle ! news

!

The bells must ring; Te Deums must be
sung;

The Queen hath felt the motion of her
babe

!

Sero>ui Pag.'. Ay; but sec here

'

^"stPage.
See what?

Seconal Pa^^e. This paper. Dickon
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I found it fluttering nt the palace gates •_
' The Queen of England is delivered of a

dead dog !

'

T/nhi Pa^^c. These are the things
that madden her. Pie upon it

'

^'"si Pa,-e. Ay ; but I hear she ha'th
a dropsy, lad,

Or a high-dropsy, as the doctors call it

I

she have a dropsy •

j

I know that she was ever sweet to me
I

I'lrsi Page. For ,hou and thine are
Roman to the core.

T/iini Page. So thou and thine must
he. Take heed !

EirstPage. ^^^ j
And whether this flash of news be false

or true.

So the wine run, and there be revelry
Content am L Let all the steeples

clash,

Till the sun dance, as upon Easter Day.

I

\_Exctint.

SCENE in. -Great Hai.l in
WiriTKiiAi.r,.

At the far eud a dais. On tins three
chairs fwo under one canopyfor MaryW I'm MP, another on the right of
these for Poi.,., i'„,i,, ^^e dais on
1 OLE s side, ranged along the loall
S't all the spiritual Peers, and alonl
the u<a!l opposite, all the Temporal.
The Commons on cross benches in

front, a line of approach to the dais
i>etween them. Jn the foreground, S i r
K.\LPir IUce.miai.l and other Mem-
bers oj the Commons.

Eirst Member. St. Andrew's day
; sit

close, sit close, we are friends'
- -^conciled the word ? the Pope again ?

ir:i
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It must be thus ; and yet, cocksbody I

how strange

That (Gardiner, once so onLMvitli all of us
Against tins foreign marriage, should

have yielded

So utterly I-strange J but stranger still

that he,

So fierce against the Headship of tlie
Pope,

Should play the second actor in this
pageant

That brings him in
; such a camelcon he •

Second Member. This (Jardiner turnVJ
his coat in Henry's time

;

The serpent that hatli sloughM ^^\\\

slough again.

Third Memk,: Tut, then «e all are
serpents.

SecondMember. Speak for yourself
Third Member. Ay, and for Gardiner !

being English cili/cn.

How should he bear a bridegroom out of
Spain ?

The Queen would have him! being
English churchman

How should he bear the h-adship of the
Tope ?

The Queen would have it ! Statesmen
that are wise

Shape a necessity, as a sculptor clay,
To their own model.
Second Member. Statesmen that are

wise

Take truth herself for model. What say
you? [7^. S:r Kalph Ragenhall.

Bagenhall. We talk and talk.
First Member. Ay, and what use to

talk ? I

Philip's no sudden alien—the Queen's
husband,

He's here, and king, or will be—yet
cocksbody !

So hated here ! I watch'd a hive of late :

ACT III.

j

My seven-years' friend was with me, my
I

young boy

;

Out crept a wasp, with hal: the swarm
I

behind.

I'
Philip! 'says he. I had to cuff the rogue

!• or infant treason.

Third Member. Hut they say that bees.
If any creeping life invade their hive
foo gross to be thrust out, will build him

round.

And bind him in from harming of their

j

combs.

Ami Philip l,y these articles is bound
l-rom stirring hand or foot to wrong tlu

realm.

Second Member. V.y bon.ls of beeswax,
like your creeping thinfr •

But your wise bees had stung him /irst

j

to death.

Third Member. Hush, hush 1

Vou wrong the Chancellor
: the clauses

added

Tothat same treaty which the emperor!
sent us i

Were mainly Gardiner's
: that noforeigncr

!

Hold office in the household, fleet, forts
army

;

'

That if the Queen should die without a
child.

The bond between the kingdoms be

dissolved
;

That Philip should not mix us any way I

With his French wars—
I

Second Member. Ay. ay, but what
security,

Good sir, for this, if Philip
Third Member. Peace-the Queen,

Phihp, and Pole. {All rise, and stand.

Enter Mary, Philip, and Pole.

[Gardiner conducts them to the thru
chairs ofstate. Philip sits on Hit

Queen's left, Pole on her HM.
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SCI'.NK III. QUEEN MARY.

Givdincr, Our shortdived sun, Iicfore
liis winter plunge,

Lauglis at the Ia>t red loaf, and Andrew'^
Day.

Miuy. Should not this day be lield in

after years

More solemn than of oUi ?

,

^'^"lip- Madam, my wi^h
Echoes your Majesty's.

^;'''''- It shall be so.

Gardiner, Mine echoes botii your
traces'

; (aside) but the Poi;e—
Can u e not have the Catholic church as well
\Vithout as with the Italian ? if we cannot,
\\ hy then the Pope.

My lords of the upper house.
And ye, my masters, of the lower house.
Do ye stand fast by that which ye

resolved ?

Voiees. A\'e do.

Gardiner. And be you all one mind to

supplicate

The Legate h«,Tc for pardon, and acknow-
ledge

The primacy of the Pope ?

\oiees. We are all one mind.
Gardiner. Then must I play the vassal

to this Pole. ^Aside.
[lie draws a paper from under his

robes and presents it to the King
and Queen, who hok through it

and return it to him ; then ascends
a tribune, and reads.

We, the Lords Spiritual and Temporal,
And Commons here in Parliament

assembled,

Pa>senting the whole body of this realm
Ul Lngland, and dominions of the same,
Do nwkemost humble suit unto your

Majesties,

In our own name and that of all the state,
ihatbyyour gi-acious means pnd inter'-

cession

575

Our supplication be exhibited
To the Lord Cardinal I'ule, sent here as

Legate

From our mo,t Holy Father lulius, P.,pe,
And from the apo.lolic sec of Rome

;And do declare our penitence and grief
For our long schism and disobedience,
Fitherin making iaws and ordinances
Against the Holy Father's primacy,
Or else by doing or by spraking aught
Which might impugn or prejudice the

same
;

% this our supplication promi>ing,
As well for our own selves as all the

realm.

That now we be and ever shall be quick.
Under and with your Majesties' autho-

rities.

To do to the utmost all that i.i us lies
Towards the abrogation and repeal
Of all such laws and ordinances made

;

N\ hereon we humbly pray your Majesties.
As persons undefiled with our offence.
So to set forth this humble suit of ours
'i'hat we the rather by your intercession
May from the apostolic see obtain,
Thro' this most reverend Father, absohi-

lion.

And full release from danger of all

censures

Of Holy Church that we be full'n into.
So that we may, as children penitent,'
Be once again received into the bosom
And unity of Universal Church

;

And that this noble realm thro' after
years

May in this unity and obedience
Unto the holy see and reigning Pope
Serve God and both your Majesties.

^''"'''^-
^ Amen. [All sit.

Ufe again presents the petition to the
King and Queen, -who hand it

rez'erentially to Pole.
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/V/^- (sitlihs). This is the loveliest day
that ever smiled

On England. All her breath should,

incensclikc,

Rise to the licavcns in grateful praise of
Ilini

Who now recalls her to His ancient fold.

Lo ! once again God to this realm hath
given

A token of His more especial Gr.ace ;

I'or as this people were the first of all

The islands call'd into the dawning church
Out ofthedead, deep night of heathendom,
So now are these the first whom God

hath given

Grace to repent and sorrow for their

schism
;

And if your penitence be not mockery,
Oh how the blessed angels who rejoice

Over one saved do triumph at this hour
In the reborn salvation of a land
So noble. [^ p^^,,^,.^

For ourselves we do protest
That our commission is to heal, not harm

;

We come not to condemn, but reconcile
;

We come not to compel, but call again
;

We come not to destroy, but edify
;

Nor yet to question things already done
;

These are forgiven—matters of the past—
And range with jetsam and with offal

thrown

Into the blind sea offorgetfulness. \A pause.
Ye have reversed the attainder laid on us
By him who sack'd the house of God

;

and we,

Amplier than any field on our poor earth
Can render thanks in fruit for being sown,
"><• ' '.re and now repay you sixty-fold,

' 'u: ndrf Uj yea, a thousand thousand-fold,
V' "h ;.-..r/en for en.r'h.

\iHsing andSt :. liingforth his hands.
All kneel but Sir Ralph Ragenhall,

who rises and remains standing;

The Lord who hath redeem'd us
With His own blood, and wash'd us from

our sins,

To purchase for Himself a stainless bride
;

He. whom the Father hath appointed

I

Head
Of all his church. He by Ili^ mnvy

absolve you ! [A patiw.
And we by that authority Apostolic
Ciiven unto us, his Legate, by the

Tope,

Our Lord and Holy Father, Julius,

God's Vicar and Vicegerent upon earth,
Do here absolve you and deliver you
And every one of jou, and all tl'c

realm

And its dominions from all heresy.

All schism, and fioin all and ever)'

censure.

Judgment, and jiain accruing thereupon
;

And also we restore you to the bosom
And unity of Universal Church.

{Tnntini^to Gardiner.
Our letters of connnission will declare

this i)lainlier.

IQueen heard sobbing. Cries of

Amen ! Amen ! Some of t'ht

Members embrace one another. Ail

but Sir Ralph Bagenhall pass cul

inti '.i.-fic'ynhon ing chapel, v/iem-

is heard the 7'e Deum.
Bagenh u'l \\ . .ove against the

papacy trom the first.

In "vViliiam's time, in our first Edward's

time,

And in my master Henry's time ; but

now.

The unity of Universal Church,
Mary would have it ; and this Gardiner

follows
;

The unity of Universal Hell,

Philip M'ould have it ; and this Gattliner

follows !
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A rarli.imcnt of imitative apes'
Sheep at the gap which Gardiner tttl<cs

\vh>) not
'

'«-.. .h= r„,.,, „„ .,„ „, „, iv„^f;::^„„„ ,^.^^. ^
''Cl'cve—

,

"•. ^^''ll»>ff to Attendant
These spaniel.Spaniar,! Kn^jlish of the

^ "'" '" "" '^^'^"^-
t^'-' ''.///."

time, '
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^"'Itf?
'"'^^'••-"•he have my

^^'''•^- A round fine likeh-or.

\
ho rub thcu fawning noses in the dust

l.)r that .s n.ilip', ,,,M.j,,,_ ^„,, ^^,^^^;
i his \.car of tlKir Vicar. Would I J.a.l

been
j

iJorn Spaniard
! I had hdd myhead m.

then. *

J

am ashamed that I am Ilngenhall,

£/itc'f Officer.
'^#'r. Sir Ralph IJagenhall J

SCKXK IV..-W,„TEUAM.. A kouM
^^ Mil: I'AUCK.

•Maxv, Gar,.,.v,,:r, Pole, Ra-jet,

^^'"7. The King and I, „,. ;,o,j,
now that all traitors

Agamst our n.yal Mate have lost the i leadsNNhereui.h thoy plotted in their tJeon';
ous malice,

/'V"W/. ''Vv)'"'.'
'

r ,„„, > I t',''?
'/'"'''' '"Scther, and are well a-n -^I

OMr. Vou were the onetie Larin
' t: °'' ^'^'""

'"-"'"S L<^''-

'

cither house T )
• .

Who stood upright when both the houses I X^o lo^^fer^ d":;
t?"'?''^'^^'' ^^-"'' ''

fi-'li.

I ^,,,
*>':'^,^ ''_^'^'' 'ctter, but requickenVl

/;./,'<•;,/.,//. The houses fell ! lf''.f™'^- ^Vhy, what hath

I^Se Legati
""^^" '"^ "°"^"

^^f'^
^^^^^^^^

'^''^'"^^^ '^^ '^^ ^"'^^

^'^-'/-//. Do not scrimp your "'"^'hi,,,

^ '"^''* '^'^"^cd a word with
phrase, L """

l

^'^^.v,/.,//. I „„^ the one sole man in I
'° "

''''"'' °^ ^""'^ '"'''^ «'""^- "Pon
either house,

(

^, ^ . ,

'

rcrchanceinEngland,
lovesherlikeason. " youltir"'"

'" '""^ ''''' '''^

^'^:^5>ou,neman..ecause|u. hf S^ouri.H;yet not .^^^^
you stood upright,

pier Grace the Queen commands you to
' the Tower.

^",M As traitor, or as heretic,
or for what ?

Ojlcer. If any man
I any way would

alone,

There must be he.it-there must be heat
enough

To scorch and wither heresy to the root
I'orwhatsaith'Jhrist?

' Compel then.

The

to COnic iii.

one man, he shall be so to hlis cost.

And what saith Paul?
were cut off

'I would they

PP

in
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That trouble you.' Let the dead letter live !

Trace it in fire, that all the louts to whom
Their A B C is darkness, clowns and

grooms

May read it ! so you quash rebellion too.

For heretic and traitor are all one :

Two vipers ofone breed—an amphisbcena,
Each en i a sting: Let the dead letterbum !

Paget. Yet there be some disloyal

Catholics,

And many heretics loyal ; heretic throats

Cried no God-bless-her to the Lady Jane,
But shouted in Queen Mary. So there be
Some traitor-heretic, there is axe and cord.

To take the lives of others that are loyal.

And by the churchman's pitiless doom of

fire.

Were but a thankless policy in the crown.
Ay, and against itself ; for there are many.

Mar_}; If we could burn out heresy,

my Lord Paget,

We reck not tho' we lost this crown of

England

—

Ay ! the' it were ten Englands !

Gardiner. Right, your Grace.
Paget, you are all for this poor life of ours,

And care but little for the life to be.

Paget. I have some time, for curious-

ness, my Lord,

Watch'd children playing at theit- life to

be,

And cruel at it, killing helpless flics
;

Such is our time—all times for aught I

know.

Gardiner. We kill the heretics that

sting the soul

—

They, with right reason, flies that prick

the flesh,

Paget. They had not reach'd right

reason ; little children !

They kill'd but for their pleasure and the

power
They felt in killing.

Gardiner. A spice of Satan, ha !

Why, good! what then? granted !—we
are fallen creatures

;

Look to your Bible, Paget ! we are fallen.

Paget. I am but of the laity, my Lord
Bishop,

And may not read your Bible, yet I found
One day, a wholesome scripture, ' Little

children,

Love one another.'

Gardiner. Did you find a scripture,

' I come not to bring peace but a sword ?'

The sword

Is in her Grace's hand to .smite with,

Paget,

You stand up here to fight for heresy.

You are more than guess'd at as a heretic,
f

And on the steep-up track of the true faith

Your lapses are far seen.

Paget. The faultless Gardiner ,'

Mary, You brawl beyond the ques-

tion ; speak. Lord Legate 1

Pole. Indeed, I cannot follow with

your Grace :

Rather would say—the shepherd doth

not kill

The sheep that wander from his flock, but

sends

His careful dog to bring them to tlic fold.

Look to the Netherlands, wherein liavc
|

been

Such holocausts of heresy ! to what end?

For yet the faith is not established iherc.

Gardiner. The end's not come.

Poii- No—nor this way

will come.

Seeing there lie two ways to every end,

A better and a worse—the worse is here

To persecute, because to persecute

Makes a faith hated, and is furthermore

No perfect witness of a perfect faith

In him who persecutes : when men arc tos!

On tides of strange opinion, and not sure
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Of their own selves, they are ^^^;;;;;~;;;
I

their own .selves,

-N-o. .he M^ rai,,., „„, ,„, ,„, ,„,,„^

OU Home, ,ta f,« „„j.
Church,

T.embled for her c,w,i ,,„i, f„, „,..^^,
were trembling -

liut when di,| our Rome treml,lc^

r ir . .
"''-' •''llO not

f" Henry snnicindKdvvard's?

il'^Cu,,,,, ,,„ ,,^.,^,^,^ rock? neverT
n;ivo seen

A pine in Italy that cast its shadow I

Athwart a cataract
; firm stood the pine-

ihecataractshook the shadow-. To mv
'

mind, ^

trembled
;

Vour church was hut the shadow of J
church, I

Wanting the Papal mitre

/>"/<. And tropes are good to clothe a
naked truth,

And make it look more seemly
Gardiner. r..

Pni. \r
,

^ ropes again !

'^'- .^""^"-ehard to please. Then
without tropes, my Lord,

,

" o^'crnuich severeness, I repeat
^^'-n faith is waveringmakeSaverer

pass

Ijno more settled hatred of the doctrines

-•1-^J
the ,uler (thus there springs to

579
That Centaur of a n.onstruus Common-

wea
The traitor-heretic) then tho' son.e may

IndThr'^'''^''''^^^^''^^^'''''^eatidfireAnd the^strong torment bravely born:;

An admi ,,„ ,„, ^^ indignation.And hot destre to imitate
; so the plague^' schism SDrOTrlc . , ,

' '''.S"t-

1
spicad., were there but three

01 four

Of these n,i.,eader.s, yet I .onld not say
,''"">• -1

J
we cannot burn, hole towns.

I'ley are many, '

.'Asmyl.onI I'aget s'ays

j

^'^-•- Vet my Lord Cardinal-

i
Jet me Imish.

'

Rethinks that under our Queen's regimen^^-n,ght go softlier than With crCon
I owei

And streatning la.h. ^^ ,,„ „^^^^^
lienry first

^
in. u. the cause, and hence the judg.

"lent on her.
^

She seethed with such adulteries, and the
Jives

Ofniany^amongy.urehurchmenwereso

That heaven „-ept and earth blush'd. Iwould advise
That -.e should thoroughly cleanse the

Church Within
Before these bitterstatutes be requicken'dSo after that when she once mo're; seen

'''''^^J;,.;;;;/'"SH
the spotless bride of

Li^Leairisthimselfon Tabor, possiblyThe Lutheran may be won to her agahr:

Ganinwr What, if a mad dog bit
yoni- hand, my Lord,

- . r r 2

' I
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Would you not clu.p tl.c biltcn f.ngcr off,
j Ganiinc. Ha I wlnt 1 o\^->

'Z.^^f' '"", ^'""" '"""™ '"'>-°"' -y I--'. -M-lishM gcntlcnun;
with the poison ?

I would not, were I Queen, tolerate the
heretic,

No, not an hour. The ruler of a land
Is bounden by his power and jilace to see
His people be not poison'd

them !

Why ? do tliey tolerate you ? Nay, many
of them

Would burn—have burnt each other;
call they not

The one true faith, a loathsome idol-

worshij) ?

Beware, Lord Legate, of a heavier crime
Than heresy is itself; beware, I say,

Lest men accuse you of indilTerence

To all faiths, all religion ; for you know
Right well that you yourself have been

supjiosed

Tainted with Luthcranism in Italy.

Pole [iVigen-d). lUit you,

A bookman, flying from the heat and
tussle,

Vou lived among your vines and oranges,
In your soft Italy yontler ! You were

sent for.

Tolerate^ Vou were appeal'd to, but you still

preferr'd

Your learned leisure. As for what I did

, my Lord
beyond all supposition,

In clear and open day were contrrucnt
\V ith that vde Cranmer m the accurse.l lie Cannot be heal'd by stroking. TlOf good Queen Catherine's divnrr.._ti,o

y^^^
^ *>" •^'Of good Queen Catherine's divorce—the

spring

Of all those evils that have flow'd upon
us

;

For you yourself have truckled to the
tyrant,

And done your best to bastardise our
Queen,

For which God's righteous judgment fell

upon you

In your five years of imprisonment, my
Lord,

Under young Edward. Who so bolster'd

up
The gross King's headship of the Church,

or more

Denied the Holy Father I

I sufler'd and repented. Vou, Loi.l

Legate

And Cardinal- Deacon, have not now to

learn

Th.at ev'n St. Peter in his time of fear
- Denied his Master, ay, and thrice, my

Lord.
^

Pole. But not for five-and-tweiuy
yearr, my Lord.

Gardim-r. I la ! good ! it seems then
I was summon'd hither

Hut to be mock'd and baited. Speak,
'

friend Bonner,
And tell this learned Legate he lacks zeal, :

The Church's evil is not as the King's,

le mad

%

Must have the cautery-tell him-and at

once.

What would'st thou do had'st thou lii>

])ower, thou

That layest so long in heretic bonds «ii!i

me;

I

Would'st thou not burn and blast tlitm

root and branch ?

Bomia: Ay, after you, my Lor;!.

Gardiner. Nay, God's passion, before

me ! speak I

Bonner. I am on fire until I see tliti:^

flame.

Gardiner. Ay, the psalm-singiri'

weavers, cobbler?;, scum
But this most noble prince Plantagcnet, I

I

'1
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Deacon, have not now to I

autery—tellhim— and .il

SCENE IV, QUEEN MARY.
581

C).r gocKl Queen's cousin-Cailying over
j

Fine eyes-hut .dancho.y. i.-^^
A fine hearc], IJonner, a very full fi„eKvcn when liis lirother's, nay, lii.s noble

mother's,

Head fell^

^'''''''
Peace, madman !

beard.

Hut a weak mouth, an indeterminate—ha?
/jVv/wr. \VdI,awcakmouth,i)crchance.
Ganihicr. And not like thine

I
Thou stirrest up a grief hou can' si n. .

''

T
""", '^"'^ ""' '"^'^ ">'"^

I fathom ' ""'

I

^

" F"''^'^
^ ''^••'='i'= ^^ l«^lc, roasted or raw.

T.K.U C^hnsti. Bi.ho, thou Lord
j ^""Z^^^Z^^ ^^ ^^^^

OrEn^n
.0 .ore rein u,on .hinej ^;nf S:^^;;- 1:^;^

"^^^"'•^''

Tlu„ »„y cl,i.,,
:
Tho„ n„k-,. „,e ™,ch 'o,,M:fS:M.eMo'':t^^^^^^^^^^^

ashamed „
^'-i.'"^> saw st not how he

Ti,^. T r nush'd?
1 Imt 1 was for a moment wroth at thee.
Mary. I come for counsel and ye give

me feuds,

I.ike dogs that set to watch ihei,- master's
gate,

Kill, when the thief is cv'n m iihin the walls,
lo worrying one an(jthcr. iMy Lord

Chancellor,

Vou havn an old trick of offending us
;

And but that you are art and part with us

flush'd

Touch him upon his old heretical talk,
He'll burn a diocese to prove his orthodoxy.
And let him call me truckler. In those

times,

'I'hou knowest we had to dodge, or duck,
or die

;

I kept my head for use of Holy Church •

And see you, we shall have to dodge again'
And let the Pope trample our rights, and

I'lunge
I" luL-King heresy, (veil ,ve miehl, for llris Hi, ford?,, ,lsl into o„r ishnd rh„„l

Legate,

Have shut you from our counsels,
Cousin Pole,

V-u are fresh from brighter lands.
Retire with me

For a time, for a time.

Why? that these stalules may be put in
force.

And that his fan may thoroughly purge
his floor.

-'»'.;»-.-«/„.,„ Of '.s,,i,ve;tn,oMn,-,,,Mj,:;trL!;^^^^^

"""'i'Sr'"
"'""" '^"•""'I'con.c, Me, ,.,e morsel s.uek^.his

Tl,oi ,. Cardinal's fault—
i i;at )ou may see according to our sight.

1
1 have gulpt it do.n. I am wholly fbrCome, cousin.

\Exeintt Queen and Pole, d-v
CardincK Polehas the Plantagenet face,

iJi't not the force made them our mightiest

the Pope,

Utterly and altogether for the Pope,
The Elenial I eter of the changeless chai

knifTsigs
Crown'd slave of slaves, and mitred king

of kings,

J

s*

"if



li

II!

f#

P^
ii!;i

K i

JUJI

582 • Q.UEEN MARY. ALT in.

God upon earth ! what more ? what would

you have ?

Hence, let's be gone.

Enter Usurp.

Cranmcrand Hooper, Kidleyand Latimer,
Rogers and Fcrrar, for tlioir time is come,
Tlicii- hour is hard at hand, their 'din'

Ira-,'

!
Their 'dic.^ Ilia," which will tea their =cct

Usher. Well tliat you be not gone,
, I feci it hut a duty-you will find in it

xAfy Lord. The Queen, most wroth at Pleasureas well as duty, worthy Bonner -
first with you,

j To test their sect. Sir, I attend the Ouccn
Is now content to grant you full forgive- To crave most humble pardon- o"f her

ncss,

So that you crave full partlon of tlic

Legate.

I am sent to fetch you.

Gardiner. Doth Pole yield, sir, ha !

Did you hear 'em ? were you by ?

Usher. I cannot tell you,

His bearing is so courtly-delicate
;

k A . n • 1 1 r 1. ,1 ».ourienav over sea.And yet methmks he falters : their two i r , * , T • , .

,

P J^<H\'. And banish d us (o Woodstock

•n ,
.

, , ... .arid the fields.Do so dear-cousin and royal-cousin him, -r-i 1 r
c 1 • .1 1 . , • , ^ ' 1 nc colours of our <)ueen are preen iti.So press on him the duty which as Lctrate ' ,•

>-^" "n. ^rctn .ui-

I wliitc
He owes himself, .and with such rovar-r. r ,,

'

siniles—
'"^'''' •'"'^ *'"'y £''^"<^"' ^hcy ""k

most

Royal, Infallible, Papal Legate-cousin.

[Exeiait,

SCKXL V. --Woodstock,

LijzAiir.Tii, Laky in Waiting.

Eli-^ak-t/i. So they have .'cnl pont

Courtenav over sea.

Gardiner. Smiles that burn men.

Bonner, it will be carried.

He falters, ha? 'fore God, we change and
change

;

Men now are bow'd and old, the doctors

tell you,

At diree-scorc years ; then if we change
at all

We needs must do it quickly ; it is an age
Of brief life, and brief purpose, and brief

patience,

As I have showi to-day. I am sorry for it

If Pole be like to turn. Our old friend

Cranmer,

me ga])e.

Elizabeth. There's whitethorn, girl.

Lady. Ay, for an hour in ."\[ay.

But court is always May, buds out in

masques,

Breaks into feather'd merrimenf^, mil

flowers

In silken pageants. ^Vhy do tliey kc-ji

us here ?

Why still suspect your Grace?
Eli-Mheth. Hard upon U\\\.

{Writes on the xdndemi 'with a diaiiioiui.

Much su.ispected, of me
Nothing proven cTn be.

Quoth Kli^.-tbeth, prisoner.
\,

.j;i.v^.i. . .il...\L'(_ll|, |.I1 IS< 1111:1. I

our more especiallove, hath turn'd SO /^,/„ \vi,.,f »,-,.i, . u' '

r,
y^aav. \\ hat hath your Hio; uiesj ,

„ ,

"^^^"' ,
!

written?
'

''

He knows not where he st.inds, which, if
|

Elizaheth. \ true rhyme.

\v. f
'Pft^' ,

j

^Mr- Cut with a diamond; SO ioIa:.f
\N c two shall have to teach him ; let cm nj-g t^^jj^

^°''^"toit.
i

Elizabeth. Ay, if truth last.
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[oopcr, Kidleyaii'.l Lntinier,

riar, for tlieir time is come,
hard nt hand, tlicir 'die;

1,' which will tCit lhcir?cct,
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I as duty, worthy ]?onncr, -
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c only green, they make

lierc's whitethorn, girl.

Ay, for an liour in .May.
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Hard upon ImiiIi.
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ig proven cin be.

Quoth Kli^.-ibetli, prisoiii-r.

t hath your Highness ,

A. true rhyme.
j

ith a diamond j so io la;t ,'

y, if truth last.

SCENE QUEEN MAHY,

Lady. But truth, they say, will out.
So It must last. It is not like a word,
That comes and goes in uttering.

Elizabeth. Truth, a word \

The very Tnith and very Word are one
But truth of story, which I glanced at, girl
Is like a word that comes from olden days'
And passes thro' the peoples : every tongue
i^ Iters it passing, till it spells and speaks
Quite other than at first.

f.'"/'-. ,
I <Io not follow.

hUzahclh. How many n.uncs in the
long sweep ot time

Tliat so foioshortcns greatness, may but
hang

I

On the chance mention of some fool that

!

once
j

Brake bread with us, perhaps
: and myi

poor chronicle '
'

' Is but of glass. Sir Henry JJedingfield
j

May split it for a sjiite. I

, ^fy- Ood grant it last,
And witness to your Cirace's innocence,
Till doomsday melt it.

En,abclh. Or ^ second fire,
Like that which lately crackled underfoot

i

And in this very chamber, fuse the glass,

"

And char us back again into the dust
^^ e spring from. Xevcr peacock against

rain

Screanvd as you did for water.

T ^^i^''.
^"^' I got it.

J

woke Sir Henry-and he's true toyou-
i read his honest horror in his eyes.

Elizabeth. Or true to you ?
Lady. Sir Henry Bedingfleld !

^will have no man true to me, your Grace,
i^ut one that pares his nails ; to me? the

clown
!

583 i

Eliiabcth. Out, girl

noble gentleman.
^<'<^y. For, like his cloak, h

ners want the nap

j'ou wrong a

IS mau'

And gloss of court
; but of this fire he says

Nay swears, it was no wicked wilfulness'
Only a natural chance.

'

Elizabeth. A chance-perchance
One of those wicked wilfuls that men

make,
Xor shame to call it nature. Nay, J know
They hunt my blood. Save for my daily

range

Among the pleasant fields of Holy Writ
I might despair. But there hath some

one come

;

The house is all in movement. Hence
rmd see. [/r,,v ^ndy!

Milkmaid i^itigiug •.rilhciif),

.'-liame upon you, Robin,
Shame upon j-ou now !

Ki^s mc would you? with my han.Js
>rilking the cow?
Daisies grow again,

Kingcups l)Iow again,
And you came .and kiss'd mc milking the cow.
Robin came 1 hind mc.

Kiss'd me well I voh- ;

Cuff him could I? with my hands
Milking the cow?
Swallows fly again,

Cuckoos crj- again,
And you came and kiss'd me milking the cow.
Come, Robin, Robin,

Come and kiss me now

;

Help it can I? with my hands
Milking the cow?
Ringdoves coo again.
All things woo again.

Come behind and kiss me milking the cow f

Elizabeth. Right honest and red-
check'd

; Robin was violent.
And she mms crafty~a sweet violence,
An<l a sweet craft. I would I were a

milkmaid.

To sing, love, marry, chmn, brew, bake,
and die.

I

Then hav

church

And all things lived and

e my simple headstone by the

ended hohestlv.

P' '11
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ACT JII.

I could not if I would. I am Harry's
daughter :

Gardiner would have my head. They are
not sweet,

The violence and the craft that do divide
The world of nature; what is weak must 1

lie;

The lion needs but roar to guard hisyoung ; I

The lapwing lies, says 'here' when they'
aje there. I

Threaten the child
; 'I'll scourge you if

you did it.'

What weapon halli the child, save his
soft tongue, '

To say 'I did not?' and my rod's the
block.

I never lay my head upon the pillow
liut that I think, ' Wilt thou lie there to-

morrow.'"

How oft the falling axe. that never fell.

Hath shock'il me back into the dayli<Tht
truth

"

That it m.iy fall to-day ! Those damp,
black, dead

Nights ia the Tower; dend-with the
fear of death

Too dead ev'n for a death-watch ' Toll
of a bell.

Stroke of a clock, the scurrying of a rat
Affrighted me, and then delighted me.
For there was life-And there was life in

death

—

1

The little murderd princes, in a pale'

Rose hand in hand, and whisper'd, «come i

away I

The civil wars are gone for evermore •

Thou last of all the Tudors, come away

'

With us is peace ;

' The last ? It was a
dream

;

I n-iust not dream, not wink, but watch.
She has gone,

Maid M•Manan to her Robin—by-and-by

Both h.appy
:
a fox may fUch a hen by night,

And make a morning outcry in the yard
'•

But there's no Renard here to 'catch her
tripping.'

(

^''"^'^ '"'^ ^^'10 can
; yet, sometime I have

wish'd

That I were caught, and kiU'd away at
once

(Out of the flutter. The gray rogue.
Oardmcr,

Went on his knees, and pr.ny'd me to
confess

In AV)atfs business, and to cast myself
I pon the good Queen's mercy ; av, when

my Lord ?

' '

God save the Queen ! My jailor^

Enter Sir Hexry Bedingfield.

Bcdingfield. One, whose bolts,
That jad you from free life, bar you from

death.

There haunt some Papist ruffians here-
about

Would murder you.

Elizabeth. I thank you lieartily, sir.
But I am royal, tho' your prisoner,
And CJod hath blest or cursed me with a

nose—
Vour boots are from the horses.

ncdiusfieU. Ay,myLadv.
\\ lien next there comes a missive from

the Queen

Jt shall be all my study fo. one hour
To rose and lavender my horsiness,
Before I dare to glance upon your Grace.

Elizabeth. A missive from the Queen ;

j

last time she wrote, 1

I had like to have lost my life ; it takes
my breath :

O God, sir, do you look upon your boots,
Are you so small a man? Help me:

what think you,
Is it lii'e or death ?
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uight, and kill'd away at

utter. The gray rogue,
'
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I

lost my life ; it takes

J look upon your boots,

a man? Help me:
you,

SCENE V. QUEEN MARY.

Bediugfield. I thouglu not on my
boots

;

The devil take all boots were ever made
Since man went barefoot. See, I lay it

here,

For I will come no nearer to your Gra-c
;

{Laying do-wn the letter i

And, whether it bring you ])ittcr news or

'

sweet,
j

And God hath given your Grace a nose, I

or not,
j

I'll help you, if I may. !

^
Elrabeth. Yonv pardon, then ;

'

it IS the heat and narrowness of the cage I

That makes the captive testy ; with free
i

wing
I

The world were all one Araby. Leave
me now,

Will you, companion to myself, sir ?

Bedbigfidd.
^yj]! J

,

With most exceeding willingness, I will •

\ou know I never come till I be call'd.

'

Elizabeth. It lies there folded : is there
venom in it ?

A snake-and if I touch it. it may sting,
tome, come, the worst

!

Best wisdom is to know the worst at oner-.

\_Hcaas

:

585

Then, Queen indeed : no foreign prince
or priest

Should fill my throne, myself upon the
steps.

I think I will not marry anyone,
Specially not this landless I'hilibcrt
Of Savoy; but, if Philip menace me,
I thmk that I will play with Philibert -
As once the Holy Father did with mine
Before my father married my good

mother,—
For fear of Spain.

E/iter Lady,

O Lord ! your Grace, your

It IS the King's wish, that you
should wed Prince Philibert of Savoy
^ ou are to come to Court on the instant

;

and think of this in your coming.

'Mary tiik Queen.'

Think
! I have many thoughts

;

J

think there may be birdlime here for me •

1 think they fain would have me from the
j

realm

;

I

I tliink the Queen may never bear a
child

;

I think that I may be so,ne time the
Queen,

Zady.

j

Grace,
1 1 feel so happy

: it seems that we shall

I

fly

I

These bald, blank fields, and dance into

j

the sun

That shines on princes.

Alizabet/,. Yet, a moment since
I wish d myself the milkmaid singinr'

here,
'^

To kiss and culT among the !)irds and
flowc-s

—

A right rough life and healthful.

,/'";'• Put the wench
Hath her own troubles

; she is wecpin-
! now; ^ '^

For the wrong Robin to.ok her at her
word.

Then the cow kick'd, and all her milk
was spilt.

Vour Highness such a milkmaid '

My Robins and my cows in sweeter
order

Had I been such.

/'7dy (slyly). And had j-our Grace a
Robin ?

Elizabeth. Come, come, yoii are chjll
here

; you want the sun
I
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That shines at court ; make ready for the

journey.

Pray God, \\e 'scape the sunstroke.

Koady at once. \F.\r-)in!.

SCENE VI.—London. A Room in

THK Talace.

Lord Petrf. and Lord Wh.t i \m

IIOWARP.

Petre. \o\\ cannot see tlie <^)uccn.

Rcnard denied Iter,

Ev'n now to inc.

J/oicard. Their Flemish go-between
And all-in-all. I came to thank her

Majesty

For freeing my friend Ragenhall from the

Tov.-cr

;

A grace to me ! Mercy, that hcrb-of-gracc,

Flowers now but seldom.

Ef/'i'. Only now perhaps.

Because the (^ucen hath been three days

in tears

For Philip's going- like the wild hedge-

rose

Of a soft winter, possible, not probable,

However you have prov'n it. 1

A fierce resolve and fixt heart-hate in men
Against the King, the Queen, the Holy

Father,

The faith itself. Can I not see him ?

^':"""'- Not now.
And in all i,iis, my Lord, her Majesty
Is (lint of flint, you may strike fire from

lier,

Not hope to melt her. I will give your
message.

[E.\\'itit( Petrc diiil I Toward.

EuL-y Phu.ii> (miish/g).

Philip. She \sill not have Prince
Philibcrl of Savoy,

|

I talk'd with her in vain—says .she will
'

li\e

And die true maid -a goodly creature too.

\Vould she had been the (lueen ! yet she
^

must have him
;

She troubles England : that she breathes
in England

Is life and lungs to every rebel birth
That passes out of embryo.

Simon Rcnard .'—

This Ho^^nrd, whom they fear, what wa.s

he saying?
ILm'arJ. \ must sec her.

|

Rcuvd. What your imperial father

Euto- Rf.nakd. !

'^'^' "ly ^'cgc,

J
To deal with heresy gentlier. Gardiner

Acnard. My Lords, you cannot see
j

burns.

her ^^ajesty.

no7i.iard. Why then the King ! for I

would have him bring it

Home to the leisure wisdom of his Queen,
Before he go, that since these statutes past,

Gardiner out-Gardiners Gardiner in his

heat,

Bonner cannot out-Bonner his own self-
Beast !~but they play with fir-, as chil-

dren do,

And burn the house. I know that these

are breeding

And Bonner burns ; and it would seem
this people

Care more for our brief life in their wet I

land,
I

Than yours in happier Spain. I told my
Lord

He .should not vex her Highness; she!

^^ould say

These are the means God works with,

that His church

May flourish.

Philip, Ay, sir, but in statesmanship

m



ACT III.

and fixt hcart-halc in men
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at your imperial father
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•esy gentlier. Gardiner
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! brief life in their wcl
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ex her Highness; she
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i

•ir, but in statesmanship

SCENK VI. QULEN MARY.

To strike too soon is oft to miss the blow.
Thou knowest I bad my chaplain, Castro,

prearh

Against these burnings.

5S7
Mj'

I.ntcr Marv.
Mary {asui). With Renard. Still

Parleying with Renard, all llio dav with
Renard,

llis comfort in your Grace that you were 'LI;" w"l,''''
''!" ^'^''^'^^^^ ''"

l.hnd '• ^^*-""' S'"'. 's there more?

And alluMe to men of all eslates. ' ^"^" ^'"Anv/^.v/ /.J. .^ueciO.

bi hope to charm them from ih-irhateof
Spain.

P/i/7i/. In hope to rnisli all lieiesy

under Sjiain.

But, Renard, I am sicker staying here
Than any sea could make mep ,sing))ence,
Tho' I be ever deadly sick at sea.

So sick am I with biding for this child.
Is it the fashion in this clime for women
lo go twelve months in bcarin" of a

child?

Tiic nurses yawn'd, the cradle gaped,
they led

May Simon Renard speak a sin.de
\\ord ?

"

r/i////. Ay.
A\;/ar,/. And be forgiven for it ?

,.

^'^"'^'^-
Simon Renard

Knows me loo well (o speak a single word
I hat could not be forgiven.

,. ^''"r"^-
^Vcll, my liege,

\our Grace hath a most chaste and loving
wife.

'^

^^"'''Z'. ^^hy not ? The Queen of
i'hiiiii should be chaste.

A\->t.7r,/. Ay, but, my Lord, you
know w hat ^il•gil sings.I'-ocessbn, chanted litanies, cla.h'd their Woman is various a^f^i^ttable.

bells,

i

Shot off their lying cannon, and her
priests

PM/y'. She play the harlot .' never.
Rcnanl. -^

Till,b/s,.>.,c.s.,i„a„„,elf,„erc„..| "^
t'S.."'"

"""''" " "" '»'""

Why do you lift your eyebrow at me thus?
Rmard. I never saw your Highness

moved till now.
i'Mip. So weary am I of this wet

land of theirs.

And every soul of man that breathes
therein.

Renard. My liege, wc must not drop
the mask before

i lie masquerade is over

,
{'''^'P- —Have I dropt it ?

shown
Who knew it from thcrfirst

ing face to you,

She came upon it, read it, and then rent it.

With all the rage of one who hates a
truth

He cannot but allow. Sire, I would
have you —

What should I say, I cannot pick my
words

—

Be somewhat less- majestic to your
Queen.

Philt^\ Am I to change my manners,
Simon Renard,

Because these islanders arc brutal beasts ?
Or \rouId you have me tuin a sonneteer

'

J
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S88 QUEEN jlElAT. ACT III.

Ami warble those brief-sighted eyes of

hers ?

KoiarJ. Brief- sighted tho' they be,

1 liave seen them, sire,

When you perchance were trifling royall\-
\

With some fair dame of court, suddenly
'

fill
I

With such fierce fire— had it l)ccn fire

indeed

It would have burnt both speakers.

rhilip. Ay, and then ?

,

Kciiard. Sire, might it not be policy

in some matter

Of small importance now and tlicn to

cede

A point to her demand ?

Philip. Well, I am going.

Keuard. For should her love when

you arc gone, my liege,

Witness these papers, there will not be

wanting

Those that will urge her injury—should

her love

—

And I have known such women more

than one

—

Veer to the counterpoint, and jealousy

Hath in it an alchemic force to fuse

Almost into one metal love and hate,

—

And she imjiress her wrongs upon her

Council,

And these again upon her Parliament—
^Ve are not loved here, and would be

then perhaps

Xot so well holpen in our wars with

France,

As else wc might be—here she comes.

Enter Mary,

Mary. O Philip

!

Xay, must you go indeed ?

riiilip. Madam, I must.

Mary. The parting of a husband and

a wife

Is like the cleaving of a heart ; one half

Will flutter here, one there.

/'////;/. Vou say true, Madam.
Mary. The Holy \irgin will iwi have

me yet

Lose the sweet hope that I may bear a

prince.

If such a prince wore born and you not

here !

Philip. I should be here if such a

prince were bon.

.Vary, lUit must you go?

Philip. Madam, you know my father,

Retiring into cloistral solitude

To yield the remnant of his years to

heaven,

Will shift the yoke and weight of all the

-orld

From -jff his neck to mine. We meet at

Brussels.

But since mine absence will not be for long,

Your Majesty .shall go to Dover with nie,

And wait my coming back.

Mary, To Dover ? no,

I am too feeble. I will go to Greenwich,

So you will have me with you ; and there

watch

.Ml that is gracious in the breath of heaven

Draw with vour sails from our poor land,

anu pass

.\nd leave me, Philip, with my prayers

f(jr you.

Philip. And doubtless I shall profit

by your prayers,

Mary. Mcthinks that would you tarry

one day more

(The news was sudden) I could moukl

myself

To bear your going better ; will you do it?

Philip. Madam, a day may sink or

save a realm.

Mary. A day may save a heart from

breaking too.
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Philip. Well, Simon Renard, shall we
stop a day ?

Renani. Your CJracc's liusiness will

not sutler, sire,

For one day more, so far as I can tell.

PInlip. Then one day more to please

her Majesty.

Mary, 'I'lie sunshine sweeps across

my life again.

if I knew you fell this parting, Philij),

As I do !

/'//////. \\\ St. James I do jirotest,

Upon the faith and honour of a Spaniard,

1 am vastly grieved to leave your Majesty.

Simon, is supper ready ?

Kenard. Ay, my liego,

I saw the covers laying.

Philip. Let us have it. \_Excitnt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—A Room in tiif. Palaci:.

Makv, Cardinal Vox.v..

Mivy. What have you there ?

Pole. So please your Majesty,

A long petition from the foreign exiles

To spare the life of Cranmer. Bishop

Thirlby,

And my Lord Paget and Lord William

I loward,

Crave, in the same cause, hearing of your

Grace.

Hath he not written himself—infatuated—
To sue you for his life ?

Mary. His life ? Oh, no
;

Not sued for that— he knows it were in

vain.

But so much of the anti-papal leaven

Works in him yet, he hath pray'd me not

to sully

Mine own prerogative, and degrade the

realm

Ry seeking justice at a stranger's hand
Against my natural subject. King and

Queen,

To whom he owes his loyalty after God,
Shall these accuse him to a foreign prince?
Death would not grieve him niore. I

cann:)t lie

True
1 this realm of England and the

Pope

Together, says the heretic.

''''''''• And there errs
;

As he hath ever err'd thro' vanity,

A secular kingdom is but as the body
Lacking a soul ; and in itself a beast.

The Holy Fatiicr in a secular kingdom
Is as the soul descending out of heaven
Into a body generate.

-''^"O'- Write to him, then.

Pole. I will.

I^fary, And sharply, Pole.
/''/('. Here come the Crannicrltes !

/;;//.•;• TiiiRi.nv, Lord Paokt, Lord
WlI.I.IAM IIoWAKU.

lAnuanl. Health to your Gr.ace

!

C;oo(l morrow, my Lord Cardi.ial

;

We make our humble prayer unto yom-
Grace

That Cranmer may withdraw to foreign

parts.

Or into jirivate life within the realm.

In several bills and declarations. Madam,
He hath recanted all his heresies.

Paip:t. Ay, ay ; if Ronner have not

forged the bill?. [Aside.

Mary. Did not More die, and Fisher ?

he must burn.

Howard. He hath recanted, Madam.
Mary. The better for him.

He burns in Purgatoiy, not in Hell.

Ilo-.i-ard. Ay, ay, your Grace ; but it

was never seen

That any one recanting thus at full,

fii

' i
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As Craumcr halli, came to the fire on Kxccpt when wroth, you scarce couUl
earth.

Mary. It will be seen now, liicn.

Thirlby. O Madam, Madam !

I thus implore you, low upon my knees.

To reach the hand of mercy to my friend,

1 have crr'd with him ; with him I have

recanted.

What Innnan reason is there why my
friend

Should meet with lesser mercy than my-
self?

meet his eye

And hold jour own ; and were he wroth
indeed,

Vou held it less, or not at all. I siiy,

Your father had a will that beat men
down

;

Vour father had a brain that beat men
down -

IWc: Not me, my Lord.

Hifii'dui. No, for you wi'ie not here
;

Vou sit upon this fallen Cranmer's throne
;

Mary. My Lord of Ely, this. After And it would more become you, my Lor.j

a i'i»t
I

Legate,

Weh.ang the leaders, let their follow inc; To join a voice, so potent with her II i^jh

yj'
I

ness,

Cranmer is head and father of these here- To ours in plea for Cranmerthan to stand
{

sies.

New learning as they call it
; yea, may

God
Forget me at most need when I forget

Her foul divorce—my sainted mother

—

No!—
ILmarJ. Ay, ay, but mighty doctois

doubted there.

The Pope himself wavcr'd ; .ind more

than one

On naked self-assertion,

^fi-iry. All your voices

Are waves on Hint. The heretic mii-t

bum.

Ho'Mrd, Vet once he saved your

Majesty's own life
;

Stood out against the King in yom- beli.ill',

At his own peril.

MiX)y. I know not if hedi.l;

And if he did I care not, my Lord I low.inl,

Row'd in that galley—Gardiner to wit,
\

My life is not so happy, no such boon,
Whom truly I deny not to have been That I should spare to take a heretic

Vour faithful friend and trusty councillor

Hath not your Highness ever read his

book.

His tractate upon True Obedience,

Writ by himself and Bonner ?

Maty. I will take

Such order with all bad, heretical books

That none shall hold them in his house

and live.

Henceforward. No, my Lord.

Jlomard. Then never read it.

The truth is here. Your father was a man
Of such colossal kinghood, yet so cour-

teous.

priest's.

Who saved it or not sav«d. Why ilo yrm

vex me ?

Paget. Yet to save Cranmer were to

serve the Church,

Your XL-ijesty's I mean ; he is effaced.

Self-blotted out ; so wounded in hii

honour,

lie can but creep down into some d.nrk

hole

Like a hurt beast, and hide himself anJ

die ;

But if you burn him,—well, your High-

ness knows
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The wying 'Martyr's blood- seed «-f| God Rnant you ampler mercy ..T^uVcaU
^''*= <-l»"'ch.' Ti.an j.ou i.^vc ihown to Cranmer.

; It' I

Mory. Of the true Church ; but his is

none, nor will be. r<;\:

[Exifunt Lords.

After this,
You are too politic for me, my Lord T.-igct. : Vour Grace will hardly care to overlook
And if he have to live so loath'd a life,

|

This same petition of the foreign exiles
It were more merciful to burn him now. For Cranmcr's life.

Thirlby. O yet relent. O, Madam,
if you knew him

As I do, ever gentle, and so graduus,

With all his learning—
''/"O'- Yet a heretic still.

His learning makes his burning the more
just.

Thirlby. So wir.^hipl of all those that

came across him

;

The stranger at his hearth, and all Ids

house

—

Mary. His children and his concubine,

belike,

Thirlby, To do him any wrong was to

beget

A kindness from him, for his lieart was
rich,

Of such fine mould, that if you sow'd
therein

Thosecd of Hate, it blos,om"d Charity.

Pole, 'After his kind it costs hini

nothing,' there's

An old world English adage to the point.

Tlicse are but natural graces, my good
Bishop,

Which in the Catholic garden aic as

flowers.

But on the heretic dunghill only weeds.
IlowarJ. Such weeds make dunghills

gracious.

Mary. Enough, my Lords.
It is God's will, the Holy Father's will.

And Philip's will, and mine, that he should
burn.

He is pronounced anathema.
Iloiuard. Farewell, Madam,

Mary. Make out the writ to-night.

[Exeunt.

SCENE H.—O.XFORD. CRA.N.MI.R IN

Trison,

Cniiniwr. Last night, I dreain'd the
faggots were alight.

And that myself was fasteu'd to the slake,

And found it all a visionary flame,

Cool as the light in old decaying wood
;

And then King Harry look'd from out a

cloud,

And bad me have good courage ; and I

heard

An angel cry ''I here is more joy in

Heaven,'—
And after that, the trumpet of the dead.

\Truinpets i^'ithont,

NVhy, there are trumpets blowing now

:

what is it ?

EnUrYKTMv.K Cole.

Ci.'k. Cranmer, I come to question

you again

;

Have you remain'd in the true Catholic

faith

I left you in ?

Cranmer. In the true Catholic faith,

By Heaven's grace, I am more and more
confirm'd.

NVhy are the trumpets blowing, Father
Cole?

Cole. Cranmer, it is decided by the

Council

That you to-day should read your recan-

tation
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Before the people in St. Mary's Church.

And there be many heretics in the town,

Who loathe you for your late return to

Rome,
And might assail you passing through the

street,

And tear you piecemeal : so you have a

guard.

Craiinwr. Or seek to rescue me. I

thank the Council.

Cole. Do you lack any money ?

Cranmei: Nay, why should I ?

The jnison fare is good enough for me.
Cole. Ay, but to give the poor.

Cranmcr. Hand it me, then !

I thank you.

Cole. For a little space, farewell

;

Until I see you in St. Mary's Church.

[Exit Cole.

Cranmer. It is against all precedent

to burn

One who recants ; they mean to pardon
me.

To give the poor—they give the poor who
die.

I

Well, burn me or not burn me I r.m

fixt;

It is but a communion, not a mass :

A holy supper, not a sacrifice
;

No man can make his Maker—Villa

Garcia.

Villa Garcia. It is no more than what

you have sign'd already.

The public form thereof.

Cniniiier. It may be so
;

I sign it with my presence, if I read it.

Villa Garcia, But this is idle of you.

Well, sir, well,

Vou are to beg the people to pray for you
;

Exhort them to a pure and virtuous life

;

Declare the Queen's right to the throne

;

confess

Vour faith before all hearers ; and retract

That Eucharistic doctrine in your book.

Will you not sign it now ?

Cranmcr, No, Villa Garcia,

I sign no more. Will they have mercy
on me ?

Villa Garcia.

of mercy !

Have you good hopes

So, farewell. \Exit.

theirs,

Enter Villa Garcia.

Villa Garcia. Pray you write out this

paper for me, Cranmer.
Cranmer. Have I not writ enough to

satisfy you ?

Villa Garcia. It is the last.

Cranmer. Give it me, then.

\He writes.

Villa Garcia. Now -sign.

Cranmer. I have sign'd enough, and
I will sign no more.

Cranmer, Good hopes, not

have I that I am fixt,

Fixt beyond fall; however, in strange

hours,

After the long brain-dazing colloquies.

And thousand-times recurring argiuncnt

Of those two friars ever in my prison,

When left alone in my despondency.

Without a friend, a book, my faith would

seem

Dead or half-drown'd, or else swam
heavily

Against the huge corruptions of the

Church,

Monsters of mistradition, old enough
To scare me into dreaming, ' what am I,

Cranmer, against whole ages ? ' was it so,

Oram I slandering my most inward friend,

To veil the fault ofmy most outward foe—
The soft and tremulous coward in the

flesh?

higher, holier, earlier, purer church,

1 have found thee and not leave thee any

more.

'I

;
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It is but a communion, not a mass
No sacrifice, but a life-giving feast

!

{Writes.) So, so; this will I say—thus
will I pray. IPuts up thepaper.

Enter Bonner.

Bonner. Good day, old friend ; \\liat,

you look somewhat worn
;

And yet it is a day to test your health

Ev'n at the best : I scarce have spoken
with you

Since when?—your degradation. At
your trial

Never stood up a bolder man than you
;

Vou would not cap the Pope's commis-
sioner

—

Vour learning, and your stoutness, and
your heresy,

Dumbfounded half of us. So, after that,

We had to dis-archbishop and unlord,

And make you simple Cranmcr once
again.

|

The common barber dipt your hair, and I

Scr.iped from your finger-points the holy

oil ;

And worse than all, you had to kneel to

me
\

Which was not pleasant for you, Master
Cranmer.

Now you, that would not recognise the

Tope,

And you, that would not own the Real
Presence,

Have found a real presence in the stake,
Which frights you back into tlie ancient

faith
;

And so you have recanted to the Pope. I

How are the mighty fallen. Master
Cranmer

!

i

Cranmer. You have been more fierce I

against the Pope than I
;

jBut why fling back the stone he strikes me
with ? lAsidc.

Bonner, if I ever did you kindness
Power hath been given you to try faith by

fire

—

Pray you, remembering how yourself have
changed.

Be somewhat pitiful, after I have gone,
;To the poor flock—to women and to

I
children—

That when I was archbishop held with me.
Bonner. Ay-gentle as they call you

—live or die !

:

Pitiful to this pitiful heresy ?

1 must obey the Queen and Council, man.
Win thro' this day with honour to your-

self.

And I'll say something for you—so
good-bye. \Exit.

Cranmer. This hard coarse man of old
hath crouch'd to me

Till I myself was half ashamed for him,

Enter Thiri.bv.

Weep not, good Thirlby.

Thirlby. Oh, my Lord, my Lord !

My heart is no such block as Bonner's is :

Who would not weep ?

Cranmer. Why do you so my-lord me,
Who am disgraced ?

Thirlby. On earth; but saved in

heaven

By your recanting.

Cranmcr, Will they burn me,
Thirlby ?

Thirlby. Alas, they will ; these burn-
ings will not help

The purpose of the faith ; but my poor
voice

Against them is a whisper to the roar
Of a spring-tide.

Cranmer, And they will surely

burn me ?

Thirlby. Ay ; and besides, will have
you in the church

Q Q
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No, I not doubt thai (iod will give nic

strength,

Albeit I liavc denied hiin.

Repeat your recantation in the ears

Of all men, to the saving of their souls,

Before your execution. May God help

you

Thro' that hanl hour

!

Cranmer. And may God bios )ou,

'

Thirlby

!

Well, they shall hear my recantation tliere.

\E.\it Tliirll)y.

Disgraced, dishonoui'd 1 not by tlicni,

indeed,

Ey mine own self-by mine own hand ! SCENE IH.— St. Mary's Ciu'RCII.

O thin-skinn'd hand and jutting veins, .,„,., ,,- i

iCdl.K /// the Pulpit, EnUD ^^II,I,IAMS|
twas you i ' '

That sign'd the burnini,' of [luor Joan of

Enter Soto r7//r/ Vii.i.A (iARCiA.

Villa Garcia. Wc arc ready

To take you tu St. Mary's, Master

C'ranmer.

Cranmcr. And I ; load on
; ye looso

me from my bonds, \E.xctiiit.

Kent

;

But then she wms a witch, ^(nl have

written much,

But you were never raised to plead for;

Frith,
j

Whose dogmas I have reach'd : he was
i

deliver'd
!

To the secular ann to burn ; and there
j

was Lambert

;

i

Who can foresee himself? truly the-e'

burnings, ;

As Thirlby says, are profitless to the;

burners, I

I >F Thame prcsidinsi. Lord William
Howard, Lord Paget, and others.

C'ranmer enters betxveen Soto and

^'ILLA Garcia, and the lu/iolc Choir ^

strike np ' Nunc Dimittis.' Cra\mi:k

is set npon a SeaJ/old before the people.

Cole. Behold him—
[.•/ pause: people in thejoreground.

People. Oh, unhapjiy sight !

Eirst Protestant. Sec liow the tear,;

run down his fatherly face.

Second Protestant. James, didst thou

ever see a carrion crow

Stand watching a sick beast before lit

And help the other side. Vou shall burn

'

dies ? ft

Eirst Protestant. Ilim perch'il uji
f|too.

Burn first when I am burnt.

Fire --inch by inch to die in agony !

Latimer,

Had a brief end—not Ridley. Hooper

burn'd

Three-quarters of an hour. Will my
faggots

Be wet as his were? It is a day of

rain.

I will not muse upon it.

there? I wish some thunderl">lt

Would make this Cole a cinder, ^\\\\\\ J
and all.

Cole. Behold him, brethren ; he hath

cause to weep I

—

So have we all : weep with him if ye will,

Yet

It is expedient for one man to die,

\
Yea, for the people, lest the people die,

;
Yet wherefore should he die that hath

My fancy takes the ^burner's part, and return'd

makes
*

To the one Catholic Universal Church,

The fire seem even crueller than it is. Repentant of his errors ?

! 1
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Protestant murmurs. Ay, tell us that.
Cole. Those of the wrong side will

despise the man,
Deeming him one that thru' the frar of

death

Gave up his cause, except he seal his faith
In sight of all with flaming martyrdom.
Cranmer. Ay.

]

Cole. Ye hear him, and albeit there
{may seem

According to the canons pardon due
To him that so repents, yet are there

causes

Wherefore our Queen and Council at this
time

Adjudge him to the death. He hath been
a traitor,

A shaker and confounder of the realm
;

And when the King's divorce was sued at
Rome,

He here, this heretic metropolitan,
As if he had been the Holy Father, sat
And judged it. Did I call him heretic?
A huge heresiarch ! never was it known
That any man so writing, preaching so,
So poisoning the Church, so long con-

tinuing,

Hath found his pardon ; therefore he must
die,

For warning and example.

Other reasons
There be for this man's ending, which

our Queen
And Council at this present deem it not
Expedient to be known.

Protestant murmurs. I warrant you.
Cole. Take therefore, all, example by

this man.
For if our Holy Queen not pardon him,
Much less shall others in like cause

escape,

That all of you, the highest as the
lowest,

595

May learn there is no power against the
Lord.

There stands a man, once of so high
degree.

Chief prelate of our Church, archbishop,
first

In Council, scfj, 1 person in the realm,

I

Friend for so long time of a mighty King

;

And now ye see downfallen and debased'
From councillor to caitiff-fallen so low
The leprous flutterings of the byway,

scum
And offal of the city would not change
Estates with him ; in brief, so miserable,
There is no hope of better left for him,
Xo place for worse.

Yet, Cranmer, be thou glad.
This is the work of God. I le is glorified
In thy conversion

: lo ! thou art reclaim'd

;

He brings thee home : nor fear but that
to-day

Thou shalt receive the penitent thief's

award.

And be with Christ the Lord in Paradise.
Remember how God made the fierce fire

seem
To those three children like a pleasant

dew.

Remember, too,

The triumph of St. Andrew on his cross.
The patience of St. Lawrence in the fire'
Thus, if thou call on God and all the

saints,

God will beat down the fury of the lame,
Or give thee saintly strength to undergo!
And for thy soul shall masses here besimg
By every priest in Oxford. Pray for hi-i.

Cranmer. Ay, one and all, dear
brothers, pray for me

;

Pray with one breath, one heart, one soul
for me.

Cok. And now, lest anyone among
you doubt

Q Q 2

mM
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The man's conversion and remorse of
heart,

Yourselves shall hearhun speak. Speak,
Master Cranmer,

Fulfil your promise made me, and pro-

claim

Your true undoubted faith, that all may
hear.

Cmnmei: And that I will. O God,
Father of Heaven !

O Son of God, Redeemer of the world !

Holy Ghost ! proceeding from them
both,

Three persons and one God, have mercy
on me,

Most miserable sinner, wretched man.
1 have offended against heaven and earth

More grievously than any tongue caT tell.

Then whither should I flee for any help ?

I am ashamed to lift my eyes to heaven.
And I can find no refuge upon earth.

Shall I despair then ?—God forbid ! O
God,

For thou art merciful, refusing none
|

That come to Thee for succour, unto Thee, I

Therefore, I come; humble myself toi

Thee

;

|

Saying, O Lord God, although my sins

be great.

For thy great mercy have mercy ! O
God the Son,

Not for slight faults alone, when thou

becamest

Man in the Flesh, was the great mystciy

wrought

;

O God the leather, not for little sins

Didst thou yield up thy Son to human
death

;

But for the greatest sin that can be sinn'd,

Yea, even such as mine, incalculable,

Unpardonable,—sin against the light.

The truth of God, which I had proven
and known.

,

Thy mercy must be greater than all sin.

i

Forgive me. Father, for no merit of mine,
But that Thy name by man be glorified.

And Thy most blessed Son's, who died
for man.

(icod people, every man at time of
death

Would fain set forth some saying that may
live

After his death and better humankind
;

For death ;ives life's last word a power
to li^ C,

And, like the stone-cut epitaph, remain
After the vanish'd voice., and speak to

men.

God gi-ant me grace to glorify my God !

And first I say it is a grievous case.

Many so dote upon this bubble world,
Whose colours in a moment break and fly.

They care for nothing else. What saitli

St. John :—
'Love of this world is hatred against

God.'

Again, I pray you all that, next to God,
You do unmurmuringly and willingly

Obey your King and Queen, and not for

dread

Of these alone, but from the fear of Him
Whose ministers they be to govern you.
Thirdly, I pray you all to live together
Like brethren

; yet what hatred Christian

men
Bear to each other, seeming not as

brethren.

But mortal foes ! But do you good to ail

As much as in you lieth. Hurt no man
more

Than you would harm your loving natural

brother

Of the same roof, same breast. If any do,

Albeit he ^hink himself at home with

.

^°'^'
iOf his be sure, he is whole worlds away. I
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Protestant murmun. What sort of
brothers then be those that lust

To burn each other ?

Williams. Peace among you, there !

Cranmcr. Fourthly, to those that o\\n
'

exceeding wealth,

Remember that sore saying spoken once
I3y Him that was the truth, ' How hard

it is

For the rich man to enter into Heaven ;

'

Let all rich men remember that hard word
I have not lime for more : if ever, now
Let them flow forth in chanty, seeing now
The poor so many, and all food so dear
Long have I lain in prison, yet have heard
Of all their wretchedness. Give to the

poor,

Ve give to God. Pic i. with us in the
poor.

And now, and forasmuch as I have
come

To the last end of life, and thereupon
Hangs all my past, and all my life to be.
Either to live with Christ in Heaven with

joy.

Or to be still in pain with devils in hell

;

And, seeing in a moment, I shall find

{Pointing u/nuanfs.
Heaven or else hell ready to swallow me,

, IPo-nting dozunwards.
i shall declare to you my very faith
Without all colour.

Cj^l<:- Hear him, my good brethren.
Cranmcr. I do believe in God, Father

of all;

In every article of the Catholic faith.
And every syllable taught us by our Lord,
His prophets, and .ipostles, in the Testa-

ments,

Both Old and New.
Cole. Be plainer, M?ster Cranmer
tranmer. And now I come to the

great cause that weighs

597

Upon my conscience more than anything
Or said or done in all my life by me

;
For there be writings I have set abro'ad
Against the truth I knew within my heart,
Written for fear of death, to save my life,'

If that might be ; the papers by my hand
Sign'd since my degradation-by this hand

{Holding out his right hand.
N\ ntten and sign'd— I hererenounce them

all;

And, since my han.l offended, having
written

Against my heart, my hand shall first be
burnt.

So I may come to the fire.

{Dead silence.

Protestant murmurs.
First Protestant. I knew it would be

so.

Second Protestant. Our prayers are
heard !

Third Protestant. God bless him I

Catholic murmurs. Out upon him !

out upon him !

Liar
! dissembler ! traitor ! to the fire !

Williams {raising his voice). Vou
know that you recanted all you
said

Touching the sacrament in that same
book

Vou wrote against my Lord of Winches-
ter;

Dissemble not
; play the plain Christian

man.

Cranmer. Alas, my Lord,
I have been a man loved plainness all my

life
;

I ^Z/;/ dissemble, but the hour has come
For utter truth and plainness

; wherefore,
I say,

I hold by all I wrote within that book.
Moreover,

As for the Pope I count him Antichrist,

"it

r -'it

1<

^ 1 i
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With all his devil's doctrines ; and refuse, I P'^^yf. Papers of recantation ! Think
Reject him, and abhor him. I have said,

j

you then

[Cries on all sides, ' Pull him down !
j

That Cranmer read all papers that he
Away with him !

'

|
sign'd ?

Cole. Ay, stop the heretic's mouth !

Hale him away !

Williams, Hann him not, harm him
not ! have him to the lire !

[Cranmer goes cut between Tiuo

Friars, smiling; hands are

reached to him from the croiod.

Lord William Howard and
LOP.D Paget are left alone in the

church.

Paget, The nave and aisles all empty
as a fool's jest !

Xo, here's Lord William Howard,
What, my Lord,

Vou have not gone to see the buruin^'?

Hoiuard. Fie

!

To stand at case, and stare as at a show.

And watch a good man burn. Never again.

I saw the deaths of Latimer and Ridley,

Moreover, tho' a Catholic, I would not.

For the pure honour of our common
nature.

Hear what I might—another recantation

Of Cranmer at the stake.

Paget. Vou'd not hear that.

He pass'd out smiling, and he walk'd

upright

;

His eye was like a soldiei-'ri, whom the

general

He looks to and he leans on as his God,

Hath rated for some backwardness and

bidd'n him
Charge one against a thousand, and the

man
Hurls his soil'd life against the pikes and

dies.

Howard. Yet that he might not after

all those papers

Of recantation yield again, who knows ?

Or sign'd all those they tell us that he

sign'd ?

Nay, I trow not : and you shall see, my
Lord,

That howsoever hero-like the man
Dies in the fire, this Bonner or another

Will in some lying fashion misreport

His ending to the glory of their church.

And you saw Latimer and Ridley die ?

Latimer was eighty, vva.3 he not ? his be^t

Of life was c\er ;hen,

Ilouard. His eigluy years

Look'd somewhat crooked on him in his

frieze
;

But after they had .strlpt him to hi.^

shroud.

He stood upright, a lad of twenty-one,

And gather'd with his hands the startuig •'

flame.

And wash'd his hands and all his face

therein.

Until the powder suddenly blew him

dead.

Ridley was longer burning ; but he died

As manfully and boldly, and, 'fore God,
I know them heretics, but right Lnglisli

ones.

If ever, as heaven grant, we clash with

Spain,

Our Ridley-soldiers and our Latimer-

sailors

Will teach her something.
j

Pa^et. Your mild Legate Pole !

Will tell you that the devil helpt them
]

thro' it.
;

[A vturmtir of the Crowd in thi \

distance. \

Hark, how those Roman wolfdogs howl
\

and bay him 1
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Iloimnl. Might it not be the other
bide rejoicing

In his brave end ?

P^iget. They are too crush'd, too
broken,

They can but weep in silence.

Ihey have brought it in large measure on
themselves.

Have I not heard them mock the blessed
Host

In songs so lewd, the beast might roar
his claim

To being in God's image, moie than
they?

Have I not seen the gamekeeper, the
groom.

Gardener, and huntsman, in the parson's
place.

The parson from his own spire swung out Half beast and fool as appertaining 't^'i't"

;

A„iT
^ '

. .

Altho' your Lordship hath as little ofAnd Ignorance crying in the streets, and each

7, 1- , , .
Cleaving to your original Adam-clav

Regarding her? I say they have drawn As may be consonant witli mortality.'

Now to the right, then as far to the left,

Push'd by the crowd beside-and under-
foot

An earthquake
; for since Henry for a

doubt

—

Which a young lust had clapt upon the
back.

Crying, 'Forward ! '-set our old church
rocking, men

Have hardly known what to believe, or
whether

They should believe in anything; the
currents

So shift and change, they see not how
they are borne,

Xor ^\•hither. I conclude the King a
beast

;

Verily a lion if you will-the world
A most obedient beast and fool—myself

the fir

On their own heads : yet, Paget, I do
hold

The Catholic, if he have the greater right.

Math been the crueller.

l/azcanf. Wo talk and Cranmer
suffers.

The kindliest man I ever knew ; see,

see,

p .

jl speak of him in the past. Unhappy
^^'S'-f. Action and re-action, I land'

The miserable see-saw of our child- j Hard-natured Queen, ludf Spanish in
' herself.

Make v;s des^.i.e ii at odd hours, my And grafted on the hard-grair.'d stock ofLord,

Heaven help that this re-action not re-

act,

Vet fiercelier under Queen Elizabeth,
So that she come to rule us.

II(nuard. The world's mad.
Paget. My Lord, the world is like a

drunken man.
Who cannot

Spain

Her life, since Philip left her, and she
lost

Her fierce desire of bearing him a child,

Hath, like a brief and bitter winter's day,
Gone narrowing down and darkening to a

close.

There

liiiiJ

"fi

7m\:
I'-*-
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I have seen heretics of llie poorer sort,

Expectant of the rack from clay to day,

To whom the fire were welcome, lying

chain'd

In breathless dungeons over steaming

sewers.

Fed with rank bread that crawl'd upon

the tongue,

And putrid water, every drop a worm,

Until they died of rotted limbs ; and

then

Cast on the dunghill naked, and become

Hideously alive again from head to heel,

Made even the carrion-nosing mongrel

vomit

With hate and horror.

Paget. Nay, you sicken mc

To hear you.

Hmvcu-d. Fancy-sick; these things

are done.

Done right against the promise of this

Queen

Twice given.

Paget. No faith with heretics, my
Lord !

Hist ! there be two old gossips—gospel-

lers,

I take it ; stand behind the pillar here ;

I warrant you they talk about the burning.

Enter Two Old Women. Jo.vn', and

after her Tin.

Joan. Why, it be Tib !

Tib. I cum behind tha, gall, and

couldn't make tha hear. Eh, the wind

and the wet ! What a day, what a day !

nighupo' judgement daay loike. Pwoaps

be pretty things, Joan, but they wunt set

i' the Lord's cheer o' that daay.

Joan. I must set down myself, Tib
;

it be a var waay vor my owld legs up

vro' Islip. Eh, my rhcumatizy be that

bad howiver be I to win to the burnin'.

Tib. I shouldsaay 'twurowerby now.

I'd ha' been here avore, but Dum^^'u rt'ur

blow'd wi' the wind, and Dumble's the

best milcher in Islip.

Joan. Our Daisy's as good 'z her.

Tib. Xoa, Joan.

Joan. Our Daisy's butter's as good '/

hern.

Tib. Noa, Joan.

Joan. Our Daisy's cheeses be better.

Tib. Noa, Joan.

Joan. Eh, then ha' thy waay wi' me,

Tib ; ez thou hast wi' thy owld man.

lib. Ay, Joan, and my owld man
wur up and awaay betimes wi' dree hard

eggs for a good pleace at the burnin' ; and

barrin' the wet, Hodge 'ud ha' been a-

harrowin' o' -white peasen i' the outfield

—and barrin' the wind, Dunible wur

blow'd wi' the wind, so 'z we was forced

to stick her, but we fetched her round at
j

last. Thank the Lord iherevore. Dum-
|

ble's the best milcher in Islip. i

Joan. Thou's thy way wi' man and
[

beast, Tib. I wonder at tha', it beats '

me ! Eh, but I do know ez Pwoaps and

vires be bad things ; tell 'ee now, I hecrd ,

sunmiat as summun towld summun o' '

owld Bishop Gardiner's end ; there wur
j

an owld lord a-cum to dine wi' un, and 1

a wur so owld a couldn't bide vor his
'

dinner, but a had to bide howsomiver, !

vor ' I wunt dine,' says my Lord Bishop,
j

says he, ' not till I hears ez Latimer and

Ridley be a-vire ; ' and so they bided on
^

and on till vour o' the clock, till his man

cum in post vro' here, and tells un ez the

vire has tuk holt. ' Now,' says the

Bishop, says he, ' we'll gwo to dinner;'

and the owld lord fell to 's meat wi' a

will, God bless un ! but Gardiner wur

struck down like by the hand o' God
j

avore a could taste a mossel, and a set un 1

I

1

li
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all a-vire, so 'z the tongue on un cunr a

lolluping out o' 'is mouth as black as a

'

rat. Thank the Lord, therevore.

Paget. The fools

!

Tib. Ay, Joan; and Queen Mary
gwoes on a-buniin' and a-burnin', to get

her baaby born ; but all her burnins' 'ill

'

never burn out the hypocri.sy that makes
'

the water in her. There's nought but'

the vire of God's hell ez can burn out -

that.
I

Joan, Thank the Lord, therevore.

Paget. The fools !

Tib. A-burnin', and a-burnin', and
a-niakin' o' volk madder and madder

;

but tek thou my word vor't, Joan,—and
I bean't wrong not twice i' ten year—the
liurnin' o' the owld archbishop 'ill burn
the Pwoap out o' this 'ere land vor iver

and iver.

IJirMvd. Out of the church, you
brace of cursed crones.

Or I will have you duck'd ! {Women
hurry out. ) .Said I not right ?

For how should reverend prelate or

throned prince

Brook for an hour such brute malignity?
Ah, what an acrid wine has Luther

brew'd !

Paget, Pooh, pooh, my Lord ! poor
garrulous country-wives.

Buy you their cheeses, and they'll side

with you ;

Vou cannot judge the liquor from the lees.

Ilirward. I think that in some sort we
may. But see.

Enter Peters,

Peters, my gentleman, an honest
Catholic,

\Mio foUow'd with the crowd to Cran-
mer's tire.

One that would neither misreport nor lie.

Not to gain pnradi.se : no, nor if the Pope
Charged him to do it—he is white as

death.

Peters, how pale you look ! you bring

the smoke
Of Cranmcr's burning with you.

P''fi'>'f- Twice or thrice

1 he smoke of Cranmer's burning wrapt
mc round.

J/o'Mjnf. Peters, you know me
Catholic, but llnglish.

Did he die bravely ? Tell mc that, or leave
All else untold.

Peters. My Lord, he died most
bravely.

Jlo-vard. Then toll mc all.

Paget. Ay, Master Peters, tell us.

Peters. You saw him how he past
among the crowd

;

And ever as he walk'd the .Spanish friars

Still plied liim with entreaty and
reproach :

But Cranmer, as the Jielmsman at the

I

helm

Steers, ever looking to the happy haven
Where he shall rest at night, moved to

his death
;

And I could see that many silent hands
Came from the crowd and met his own

;

and thus.

When we had come where Ridley burnt
with Latimer,

He, with a cheerful smile, as one whose
mind

Is all made up, in haste put off the rags
They had mock'd his misery with, and all

in wliite,

His long white beard, which he had never
shaven

Since lieniy's death, down-sweeping to

the chain,

Wherewith they bound him to the stake,

he stood
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More like an ancient father of the Church,

Than heretic of these *imes ; and still

the friais

riicd him, but Cranmer only shook his

head.

Or answer'd them in smiling negatives
;

Whereat Lord Williams gave a sudden

cry

ACT V.

SCENE I.—London. Hall in mi:
Palace.

QCEEX, Sir Nicholas Heath.

Heath. Madam,
'Make short ! make short !' and so they I do assure you, that it must be look'd

lit the wood.
j

to :

Then Cranmer lifted his left haiid tojCalais is but ill-garrison'd, in Guisnes
heaven, JAre scarce two hundred men, and the

And thrust his right into the bitter flame ; French Heet

And cryinq, in his deep voice, moie thin
,
Rule in the narrow seas. It must be

once,
I liuk'dlo,

•This hath offended— this un-;ciiih> If war should fall between yourself and
hand !

'

So held it till it all was burn'd, bcfmo
The flame had reach'd his body ; I stood

near

—

Mark'd him—he never uttered nxian of

pain :

France

;

Or you will lose your Calais.

ISLiry. It .shall be look'd to;

I wish you a good morning, good .Sir

Nicholas :

Here i:i the King. ]^Exit Heath,
He never stirr'd or writhed, but, like a

statue,

Unmoving in the greatness of the flame,

Gave up the ghost ; and so past niarlyr-

like—

Martyr I may not call him- i)ast -but ; Mivy, Go? must you go, indeed

-

whither ?
j

again—so soon ?

Pii^vt. To purgatory, man, to puiga-
! Why, nature's licensed vagabond, the

Eiilcf Philip.

Philif. Sir Nicholas tells you tiiie,

And you must look to Calais \\\\tn

I go.

tory.

Ptiers. Nay, but, my Lord, he denied

purgatory.

Pit^et. Why then to heaven, and God
ha' mercy on him.

Hoxoard. Paget, despite his fearful

heresies,

I loved the man, and needs must moan
for him ;

O Cranmer !

Pagd. But your moan is useless now :

Come out, my Lord, it is a world of fools.

\Exiuni,

swallow.

That might live always in the sun'.>>uanii

heart,

Stays longer here in our poor north than

you :—
j

Knows where he nested—ever comes I

again.

Philifi. And, Madam, so shall I. !

Mary. O, will you? will yon?

I am faint with fear that you will cemu-

no more.

Philip, Ay, ay ; but many voices call

me hence.
,
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Miipj: Voices- 1 hear unhappy ru-

mours—nay,

I say not, I believe. What voices call

you

Dearer than mine that should be dearest
to you >

y/ii'/i/. No, Madam, no ! a candle in
the sun

Is all but smoke—a star beside the
moon

Is all but lost
; your people will not crown

me-
Alas, my Lord I what voices and how Vour people are as cheerless as yourmany

JVii/i/>, The voices of Castille and
Aragon,

Granada, Naples, Sicily, and Milan,-^
The voices of Franche-Comtc, and the

Netherlands,

The voices of Peru and Mexico,
'I'luii-,, and Gran, and the Philippines,

And all the flilr spice-island, of the
East.

.Vu>y {(ui/iiirini^/y). \-„u are the
mightiest monarch upon earth,

Ilml a little Queen ; and, so indeed,
Need you the more.

Phili/. A little (^)ucen ! but when
Icimetowedyour majesty, Lord Howard,
Sending an insolent shot that dash'd the

seas

Ui)un u^:, made us lower our kingly flag
To yours of England.

Maiy. Howard is all English !

There is no king, not were he ten times
king.

Tin times our husband, but must lower
his flag

To that of England in the seas of
England.

fhilifi. Is that your answer ?

^fary. Being Queen of England,
I have none other.

Philip. So,

^^^"O'- But wherefore not
Helm the huge vessel of your state, my

liese.

Here by the side of her who 1love

most?

***' • ' u

s you

clime
;

Hate me and mine : witness the brawls,
the gibbets.

Here swings a Spaniard -there an Eng-
lishman

;

The peoples are unlike as (heir com.
plexion

;

Vet will 1 be your swallow and re-

turn

—

But now I cannot bide.

•^^njy- Not to help ;«c?
They hate iii: also for my love to you,
My Piiilij)

; and these judgments on the
land

—

Harveslless autumns, horiible agues,

plague —
P/ti/ij'. The Ijiocd and sweat of

heretics at Llie stake

Is Cod's best dew up^n the barren Held.
Burn more !

Mvy. I will, I s\ill ; and yoii will

stay ?

J'/u7i/. Have I not said ? Madam, I

came to sue

Vour Council and yourself to declare
war.

Ma>y. Sir, there are many English in

your ranks

To help your battle.

Philip. So far, good. I say
I came to sue your Council and your-

self

To declare war against the King of

i^rance.

Mary. Not to see me ?

P/iilip. Ay, Madam, to see y ou.

, t.
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Unalterably and pcsteringly fond ! [Aside,

Hut, soon or late you must have war with

France
;

King Henry warms your traitors at his

hearth.

Carew is tlicrc, and Thomas Stafford

there.

Courtenay, belike

—

No hnir is harm'd. Will you not hcij.

me liere ?

Miuy. Alas! the Council will not

hear of war.

They say jfuir wars are not the wars of

Kngland.

They will not lay more taxes on a lani!

,-''o hun^'er-nipt and wretched; and ymi
Miuy. A fool and featherhcad :

I

know
ritilip. Ay, Init they use his name.

|

The crown is jwor. We have given tlit;

In brief, this Henry
|

churchdands b.ick :

.Stirs up your land against you to the The nobles would not ; nay, thvy cl.ipt
intent

That you may lose your English heritage.

And then, your Scottish namesake marry-

ing

The Dauphin, he would weld France,

England, Scotland,

Into one sword to hack at Spain and
nie.

their hands

Upon their swords w hen ask\I ; and

therefore (lod

Is hard upon the pcojile. What's to be

done ?

Sir, I will move them in your cause

again.

And we will raise us loans and subsidies
Mary. And yet the Pope is now Among the merchants ; and Sir Thoma

colleagued with France
; Grcsham

You make your wars upon him down In Will aid us. There is Antwerp and llic

Italy :—
Philip, can that be well ?

Jews.

Philip. Madam, my thanks.

^

ritilip. Content you. Madam
;

|

Mary. And you will stay voiir

Vou must abide my judgment, and my' going?
'^''^^''^' Philip. And furtlier to discour.ige .111(1

Who deems it a most just and hol\ lay lame

The plots of P'rance, altho' you love her

not,

Vou must proclaim Elizabeth your heir, i

She stands between you and the Queen of

Scots,

Mary. The Queen of Scots at least is

Catholic.

Philip. Ay, Madam, Catholic; but

I will not have

The King of France the King of EngLind

war.

The Pope would cast the Spaniard out of

Naples :

He calls us worse than Jews, Moors,
Saracens.

The Pope has pushed his horns beyond
his mitre

—

Beyond his province. Now,
Duke Alva will but touch him on the

horns,

And he withdraws; and of bis holy

head

—

For Aiva is true son of the true

church—.

too.

Ma)y. But she's a heretic, and, when

I am gone,

Brings the new learning back.
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riiilip. It must he (lone.
I I\',h, T«"i«»'

'~'.

Man: What, not one day ?

/'//////. ^,,„ i,(;_^i j,j„,^ jIjp |.^^,^^

'W^;!'. And I am I)if>kcn there.

sure

She will not serve nic l)cttcr-so mv
(Juceii

^

Would leave me—as-niv wife.

)vc them in your caib

'Iierc is Antwerp and thr

.'^^'"'.C-
Is this a place

I
Jrrh, ^

1
o wail in, Ma.Iam ? wlnt ! a public hall. r/,i/i'f> m,n mi

."''' *''''" '"•

(io in, I pray you. '

^ /"///. She will not have Prince

]/„,. r^ .
riidibert of .Savoy.

.'/</n. Do not seem so changed. F,r,\u \o, ,i,cSay Ro ; hut only say it lovingly. /y..y •, ' .
, .

mii^ Vou ,lo n>istake. \ am not % ,J
""" '° ''">• ^«"' -^"'"^

one to change. r., .. 1 .1 '^.
I never loved you more.

Th,s •
" '""'' ""'^'"^'y «>'

a;;t'iiickiy. ""*
'

"'^^
-
""•

1 f I r,F^^
;'"• '"' ^^ ^^^"^ ^^''-'^

=

yy,//v*. Av ' .xr
r^";"^'l "^^' '>»^v she takes it.

^' •'^'^^'">--
;;;''.';'• sirdwin.

-£"///^;- COL-NT ir Fkria,
^ //"'//• I am not certain hut that

>;2^(-'"^^- The (^ueen in tears
!

j Shall bl'uJe'ln
; and I shall urge his

,, /^' Feria!, suit

lleTar-"''''"-^""^
''""

'"l
^'"'^ '" ^"'=^"' ^^ ^ -" -t

„ , ,

,

! certain
:

.low doubly .aged this Queen of ours hath Vou understand, Foria

I

S.nce she lost hope of bearing „s a /V.//^. And if you be not stet in

Queen of Scots at least i

child?

^irh. Sire, ifyour Grace hath mark'd
It, so have I.

^/"/'/. Hast thou not likewise mark'd
Flizaljcth,

this nutter,

Vou understand me there, too ?

^'^''/^-
Sire, I do.

/'//////. \"ou must be sweet and supple,
like a Frenchman.

,,,. f,,\. 1 . ,. "i>.c u rrencnman.

ted?
'°>-^'-'"^^ ^ Q"^-. in- ^he i«_none of those wholoathe the

^^na. Allow me the same answer as
before

—

I That if your Grace hath mark'd her, so

Pi
have I,

'!'!f. r.r.r.jOOu, now; melhinks

honeycomb. [^^/^ pcria.

£///i:r Re.VARD.

/Cc'nard. My liege, I bring you goodly

Queen is like enough
To leave me by and by.

my
j P.ii/iji.

tidings.

Well
Renard. There -jjill be

France, at last, my liege

w-ar with
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Sir Thomas Stafford, a bull-headed ass,

Sailing from France, with thirty English-

men,

Maiy. '["here were not many hang'd
for Wyatt's rising.

Lady Clarence. Nay, not two hundred.Hath taken Scarboro' Castle, north of
j

Afayy. i could weep for them

i> I . V^.' ,,
'
•^"'' '^'^'' 'i"^' "i'"e own self and all the

Proclaims hunself protector, and affirms
j worM,

The Queen has forfeited her right to Lady Clarauc. For her? for whon,
reign - '

Ey marriage with an alien—other things

As idle
; a weak Wyatt ! Little doubt

This buzz will soon be silenccil ; but the

Council

(I have talk'd with some already) are for

war.

This the fifth conspiracy hatch'd in

France

;

They show their teeth upon it ; and your
Grace,

So you will take advice of mine, should
stay

Yet for awhile, to shape and guide the
event.

Philip. Good • Renard, I will st.n.y

then,

Kmard. Also, sire.

Might I not say—to please your wife, the
Queen ?

Philip. Ay, Renard, ifyou care to put
it so. \EMmt.

your Grace?

Enter Usher,

Usher. The Cardinal,

Enter Cardinal Pole. (Mary rises^

SCENE II. —A Room in the
Palace,

Mary, sitting: a rose in her hand. Lady
Clarence, Alice in the baekgronnd.

Mary. Look ! I have play'd with this

poor rose so long

I have broken off the head.
Lady Clarenee, Your Grace hath been

xAIore merciful to many a rebel head

Mary. Reginald Pole, what news hath

plagued thy heart ?

What makes thy favour like the bloodless

head

Fail'n on the block, and held up by the

hair?

Philip ?— :

Pole. No, Philip is as warm in life i

As ever. I

Mary. Ay, and then as cold as ever,
j

Is Calais taken ? I

Pole. Cousin, there hath chanced
A sharper harm to England and to

Rome,
Than Calais taken, Julius the Third
Was ever just, and mild, and fntlier-

like

;

But this new Pope Caraffa, Paul the

Fourth,

Not only reft me of that legateship
Which Julius gave me, and the legate-

ship

Annex'd to Canterbury—nay, but worse-
j

And yet I must obey the Holy Father,
i

And so must you, good cousin ;-ivor5e|

than all,
•

{

A passing bell toU'd in a dying car-
I

He hath cited me to Rome, for heresy,
'

That should have faDen, and may rise
|

before his Inquisition.

''S^'"' -

I

^^^'y- I knew it, cousin,
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But held from you all p.ipers sent by
Rome,

That you might rest among u^, till the
Pope,

607

When I was made Archbishop,^
approved me.

And how should he have sent me Legate
hither,

To compass which I wrote myself to j Deeming nle' heretic? aad what hereby^^°'"^'
since?

Reversed his doom, and that
j , might But he was evermore mine enemy

And hates the Spaniard-fiery-:h;ieric,
A drinker of black, strong, volcanic

wines,

mm

not seem

T(i disobey his IJolines-;.

^olc. Hclmtcs I'hiJip;

"'
'sli^!'."'

"' '" '"'" '^^ That ever mkkes him fierier. I, a hereSpaniard
;

lie cannot dream that / advised the
war

;

He strikes thro' me at Philip and your-
self.

X.iy, but I know it of old, he hates me
too

;

So brands me in the stare of Christen-
dom

A heretic !

Now, even now, when bow'd before my
time,

Tlie house half-niin'd ere the lease be
out

;

When I should guide the Church in peace
at home.

After my twenty years of banishment,
And all my lifelong labour to uphold
The primacy- a heretic. Long ago.
When I was ruler in the patrimony,
I was too lenient to the Lutheran,
And I and learned friends among our-

selves

Would freely canvass certain Lutheran-
isms.

What then, he knew I was no Lutheran.
A heretic

!

He drew this shaft against me to the
head,

When it was thought I might be chosen
Pope,

But then withdrew it. In full consistory,

tic?

Vour Highness knows that in pursuin--
heresy

I have gone beyond your late Lord
Chancellor,—

He cried Enough ! enough I before his
death.—

Gone beyond him and mine own natural
man

(It was God's cause) ; so far they call mc
now.

The scourge and butcher of their English
church.

^yary. Ha^•e courage, your reward is

Heaven itself.

Pole. They groan amen ; they swarm
into the fire

Like flies-for what ? no dogma. They
know nothing

;

They burn for nothing.

Mary. You have done your best.
Pole. Have done my best, and as a

faithful son,

That all day long hath wrought his father's
work.

When back ho comes at evening hath the
door

Shut on him by the father whom he
loved.

His early follies cast into his teeth,
And the poor son turn'd out into the

street
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To sleep, to die— I shall die of it,

cousin.

Mary. I pray you be not so dis-

consolate
;

Mary. Have you been looking at the
'Dance of Death?'

Pole. No ; but these libellous papers
which I found

I still will do mine utmost with the Strewn in your palace. Look you herc-
I'"PC. the Pope

Poor cousin ! Pointing at me with ' Pole, the heretic,
Have not I been the fast fnend of your Thou hast burnt others, do thou burn

"^'^
thyself,

Smcc mme began, and it was thought we Or I will burn thee;' and this other'
two

I

s,.j.;_
Might make one flesh, and cleave unto ' We pray continually for the death

each other of our accursed Queen and Cardinal
As man and wife ? PqJ^ >

Pole. Ah, cousin, I remember This last-I dare not read it her. \Asidc.
IIow I would dandle you upon my

knee

At lisping-age. I watch'd you dancing
once

Mary. ^way

;

Why do you Ijring me these ?

I thought you knew me better. I never

read,
With your huge father; he look'd the; I tear them ; they come back upon mj'

Great Harry,
j

dreams.
Vou but his cockooat; prettily you

: The hands that write them should be
did it,

And innocently. No—we were not made
One flesh in happiness, no happiness

here

;

But now we are made one flesh in

niiseiy

;

Our bridemaids are not lovely—Dis-
appointment,

Ingratitude, Injustice, Evil-tongue,

Labour-in- vain.

Mary. Surely, not all in vain.

Peace, cousin, peace ! I am sad at heart

myself.

burnt clean off

As Cranmer's, and the fiends that utter

them

Tongue-torn with pincers, lash'd to death,

or lie

Famishing in black cells, while famisli'd

rats

Eat them alive. Why do they bring nic

these ?

Do you mean to drive me mad ?

'^'''^<'- I had forgotten

IIow these poor libels trouble you. Xowx

pardon,
Pole. Our altar is a mound of dead

j

Sweet cousin, and farewell ! ' O bubble
men's clay,

j
^-orld.

Dug from the grave that yawns for us

beyond
;

And there is one Death stands behind the

Groom,

And there is one Death stands behind the

Bride—

Whose colours in a moment break and

fly!'

Why, who said that ? I know not-
true enough

!

iPiits up the. papers, all but the last,

which/alls. Exit Pole.
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I thee ;
' and this other

;

icy come back upon my

^W,.j. Clarence, they hate uk- e t IF. . n'? ^^i'^'^
while I speak ' '" "'*'

'f'f
""^ ^'<^'» (-'''•^-i^ ."^nd driven

There lu,ks a silent dagger, listening The Frenchmen f ., •

In some dark closet, some long gaLy, '^1/
"" '^^'''' '^'"^'''^^ '

drawn, L,,
"

Alas ' no.

'''*cXr;,,»:L;'"'""''
""» °" ""^ i-" «™-' r- .- ......a

And have often f nnd them. Tc r
^^^'^^

•

Mary. ,- ,
Ms 1' ranee again.

^-^" ^ . . Av. Ma ;m .'^,:i;;;Lf
'^''-

,
^'^^ but it is not lost-

^ ,^ -^HeatK.heiifi'"^-:i„,r^-= ^^ ^^"^'-^ -
\\ouId see yom- Highness. Ir;.,- ,, .

^W.n- Wherefore should I see him^ 't , ,
'

"' ''"•' '"^^
'"'"'^P '"'^

/.../K a.vvw. Well, Madam he '

'""'^ '''' '7'^ '"'^"'"^S from her-ay,

-.r^^ra--"'^^-"'^^'- ^-'^

-^r ^- S^d o.. send ont,

''^':^ri;i.;
^^^""^^^^^- M.,ern;r:^ ,.„„,,,

^ ,,,._„from sixteen years to sixty ; collect the
lleet

;

Let every craft that cairies sail and gtm
I^ all the clearer see,,:" x;";r;vh., !

'' '?"''' ^'^''^- «"i^"es is not
' '

^^ "'^' taken yet ?

It tumbles all abroad.

Bo/^^"-n ,

^'''''i'e gray dawn
Ik. Of an old age that never Mill be mine

oil (h„ „1

IlcMth. Guisnes is not taken yet.
Mary There yet' is hope.
Jl^-ath. Ah, Madam, l.-ut your people

nre so cold ;

I do much fear that England will not
tare.

matters ?

Forlorn I am, and let me look forlorn.

Enter Sir Nicholas Heath.
Ilcath. I bring your Majesty such

grievous news „ ..

Igrievetobringit. Madam,Calais istaken Ar ., •

\'''\

'^f"y. What traitor spoke ?
"

] lere," |

^^"^^ ""^""^ '^ "" manhood left among
let my cousin Pole '

1 i/,,,,'"" .• ,

LaJv r/j,-.,,-. >r » I

rarliamcnt :

I
were

R R
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^i/ father for an hour ! Away now

—

quick

!

[Exil Heath.

I hoped I had served God with all my
miglit

!

It seems I have not. Ah ! much heresy

Shelter'd in Calais. Saints, I have rebuilt

Your shrines, set up your broken images

;

Be comfortable to me. Suffer not

That my brief reign in England be

defamed

Thro' all her angry chronicles hereafter

By loss of Calais. Grant me Calais.

Philip,

We have made war upon the Holy

Father

All for your sake : what good could come

of that .'

Lad}' ClaraiiC. 2so, Madam, not

against the Holy Father;

You did but help King Philip's war with

France,

Your trcops were never down in Italy.

Mary, I am a byword. Heretic and

/ebel

Point .. iiie and make merry. Philip

gone !

And Calais gone ! Time that I were

gone too !

Lady Clarence. Nay, if the fetid

gutter had a voice

And cried I was not clean, what should

I care?

Or you, for heretic cries ? And I believe,

Spite of your melancholy Sir Nicholas,

Your England is as loyal as myself.

Mary (seeing the paper dropt hy Pole).

There ! there ! another paper !

Said you not

JIany of these were loyal ? Shall I try

If this be one of such?

Lady Clarence. Let it be, let it be.

God pardon me ! I have never yet

found one. [Aside.

xMary (reads). * Your people hate you
as your husband hates you.'

Clarence, Clarence, what have I done?
what sin

Beyond all grace, all pardon ? Mother
of God,

Thou knowcst never woman meant so

well,

And fared so ill in this disastrous

world.

My people hate me and desire niy

death.

Lady Clare/tee. No, Madam, no.

Mary. My husband hates me, and

desires my death,

Lady Clarence. No, Madam ; these

are libels.

Mary. I hate myself, and I desire ni)'

death.

J.ady Clarence. Long live your

Majesty ! Shall Alice sing you

One of her pleasant songs ? Alice, my

child.

Bring us your lute (Alice goes). Tiicy

say the gloom of Saul

\Vas lightcn'd hy young David's harp.

Mary. Too young

!

And never knew a Philip.

Re-enter Alice.

Give i;ie the lute,

He hates me !

(She sings.

)

Hapless doom of woman happy in betrothing 1

Beauty passes like a breatVi and love is Icist i.i

loathing :

Low, my lute ; speak low, my lute, but siy ihe

world is nothing-
Low, lute, low I

!

Love will hover roiwid the flowers when they first

awaken

;

Love will fly the fallen leaf, and not be over-

taken

;

Low, mv lute I oh low, mv lute ! v.*e fricls ^".d

arc 'forsaken

—

^

Low, dear lute, low !
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Take it away ! not low enough for me

!

Alice. Your Grace hath a low voice.

Maty. How dare you say it ?

Even for that he hates me, A low voice

Lost in a wilderness where none can hear !

A voice of shipwreck on a r-,horeless sea !

A low voice from the dust and from the

grave

{Sttliiig on t/'ic i^rotdtJ). Thiic, am I

low enough now ?

Alice, Good Lord ! how giiui and
ghastly looks lier Grace,

With both her knees drawn upward to

her chin.

There was an okl-worlu tomb beside my
father's,

And this was open'd, and tlie dead were
found

Sitting, and in this fashion ; she looks a

corpse.

Enhr Lady Magdalen Dacrls.

Lady Magdalen. Madam, the Count
de P'eria waits without,

In hopes to see your Highness.

Lady Clarence {JJoiHlingio Mary) . Wait
he must

—

Her trance again. She neither sees nor
hears.

And may not speak for hours.

Lady Magdalen. Unhappiest
Of Queens and wives and women !

Alice (in the foreground with Lady
Magdalen). And all along

Of Philip,

Lady Magdalen. Not so loud ! Our
Clarence there

Sees ever such ar aureole round the Queen,
It gilds the greatest wronger of her peace,
Who stands the nearest to her,

^li^e- Ay, this Philip
;

I used to love the Queen with all my
heart

—

God help me, but methinks I love her less

For such a dotage upon such a man,
I would I wore as tall and strong as you.
LMdy Magdalen. I seem half-shamed

at times to l)c so tall.

Alia: You are the stateliest deer in

all the herd

—

I^eyond his aim—but I am small and
scandalous.

And love to hear bad tales of Philip,

Lady Magdalen. Why?
I never heard him utter worse of you
Than that you were low-staturcd.

-'-'''''''• Does he think
Low stature is low nat'trc, or nil women's
Low as his own?
Lady Magdalen. Thcic you strike in

the nail.

This coarseness is a wnnt of phantasy.
It is the low man thinks the woman low

;

Sin is too dull to sec beyond himself.

Alice. Ah, Magdalen, sin is bold as

well as dull.

How dared he ?

Lady Magdalm. Stupid soldiers oft

are bold.

Poor lads, they see not what the general
sees,

A risk of utter ruin. I am not

Beyond his aim, or was not.

^lice. Who ? Not you ?

Tefl, tell me j save my credit with myself.

Lady Magdalen. I never breathed it

to a bird in the eaves.

Would not for all the stars and maiden
moon

Our drooping Queen should know ! In
Hampton Court

My window look'd upon the corridor
;

And I was robing ;—this poor throat of
mine.

Barer than I should wish a man to see

it,—

%i ! .

.Mi' if,'Mlr
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When he we speak of drove the window
back,

And, like a thief, push'd in his royal

hand

;

But by God's providence a good stout staff

Lay near me ; and you know me strong

of arm
;

I do believe I lamed his Majesty's

For a day or two, Iho', give the Devil

his due,

I never found he bore me any spite.

Alice. I would she could have wedded
that poor youth,

My Lord of Devon— light enough, God
knows,

And mixt with Wyatt's rising—and the

boy

Not out of him—but neither cold, coarse,

cruel.

And more than all—no Spaniard,

Lady Clarence. Not so loud.

Lord Devon, girls ! what are you whis-

pering here ?

Ali\e. Probing an old state-secret

—

how it chanced

That this young Earl was sent on foreign

travel,

Not lost his head.

Lady Clarence, There was no proof

against him.

Alice. Nay, Madam ; did not Gardiner

intercept

A letter which the Count de Noaillcs

wrote

To that dead traitor Wyatt, with full proof

Of Courtenay's treason ? ^^hat became

of that?

Lady Clarence, Some say that

Gardiner, out of love for him,

Burnt it, and some relate that it was lost

When Wyatt sack'd the Chancellor's

house in Southwark.

Let dead things rest.

Alice, Ay, and with him who died

Alone in Italy.

Lady Clarence, Mucli changed, I hear,

Had put off levity and put graveness on.

The foreign courts report him in his

manner

Noble as his young person and old shield.

It might be so—but all is over now
;

I Ic caught a chill in the lagoons of Venice,

And died in Padua,

Ma>y {looking up suddenly). Died in

the true faith ?

Lady Clarence. Ay, Madam, happily,

J^^ary. Happier he than I,

Lady Magdalen. It seems her Highness

hath awaken'd. Think you
That I might dare to tell her that the

Count

S\/ary. I will sec no man hence for

evermore.

Saving my confessor and my cousin Pole,

Lady Magdalen. It is the Count dc

Feria, my dear lady.

Mary. What Count ?

LMdy Magdalen. The Count de Feria,

from his Majesty

King Philip.

Mary. I'hilip ! quick ! loop upmy hair!

Throw cushions on that seat, and make it

throne-like.

Arrange my dress—the gorgeous Indian

sliawl

That Philip brought me in our happy

days !

—

That covers all. So—am I somewhat

Queenlike,

Bride of the mightiest sovereign upon

earth ?

Lady Clarence. Ay, so your Grace

would bide a moment yet,

Mary. No, no, he brings a letter,

I may die

Before I read it. Let me see him at once.



and with him who died
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SCENE HI. QUEEN MARY,
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Entn- Count de Feria {knech).

Fa-ia. I trust your Grace is well.

{Aside) How her hand burns !

Mary. I am not well, but it will better

me,

Sir Count, to read the letter which you
bring.

Feria. Madam, I bring no V-tter

And that I am in state to bring forth

death—
Thou art commi.ssion'd to Elizabeth,
And not to me !

^

Feria. Mere compliments and wishes.
But shall I take some message from your

Grace ?

Mary. Tell her to come and close my
dying eyes,

strange affairs— I /.„..., ,,'.
,

/iJ. "Nay, Mn<l™,, „n,. : „. ,.„d.

^°"'
';'-^,«^<» <>'V-.pi.i.=<l. Ai,.„,l

A...;:: .1:1 -i'::^ ,„..,,.
|'«-''-'.a^;o".Mad.™,inou,..,™

V
'^^'"^''

,
!^"^'' ^""^ '"^^^'-'^

•
I

^'o" '1™0P i» your dim London.
\ou, sir, do jw<r-iember what j.w said Mary TTnvV."
When last you .ame to England ? I sick "n of his readiness " ''" '^""^ '

J"J^\ ,

^^'''''''""' ^ ^™"Slit Lady Clarence. My Lord Count

Sur En"'"' '*'""
' ' ""'"^"'^ ""• ^''S''ne- is too ill for'coHoquy

^ our Highness was once more in happy Feria {kneels, and kisses her find) Istate

To give him an heir male.

^

Mary. Sir, you said more
;

You said he would come quickly. I had
horses

On. all the road from Dover, day and
night

;

On all the road from Harwich, night and \

day

;

'

wish her Highness Ijetter. {Aside)
How her hand burns ! [Exeunt.

SCENE HI.-A House near
London.

Emzareth, Steward of the House-
hold, Attendants.

Elizabeth. There's Jialf an an-^elBut the child came not, and the husband
\ wrongVl in your account

;

^*'\'"« "ot

;

Methinks I am all angel, that I bear itAnd yet he wdl come quickly.
. . Thou Without more ruffling.' Cast it owli„.hast learnt

Thy lesson, and I mine. There is no
need

For Philip so to shame himself again.
Return,

And tell him that I know he comes no
more.

Tell him at last I know his love is dead,

Stc-d'ard. I were whole devil if I

wrong'd you. Madam.

{Exit Steward.
Attendant. The Count de Feria, from

the King of Spain.

Elizabeth. Ah .'—let him enter. Nay,
you need not go :

[7(7 //^;- Ladies.

l! i
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Remain within the chamber, but apart.

We'll have no private conference. Wel-

come to England 1

Enter Feria.

Feria, Fair island star !

Elizabeth. I shine ! What the,

Sir Count ?

Feria. As far as France, and into

Philip's heart.

My King would know if you be fairly

served,

And lodged, and treated.

Elizabeth. You see the lodging, sir,

I am well-served, and .'>in in everything

Most loyal and most grateful to the

Queen.

Feria. You should be grateful to my
master, too.

lie spoke of this ; and unto him you owe
|

Spain would be England on her seas, and
That Mary hath acknowledged you her England

"^"''
I Mistress of the Indies.

FJi-Mbeth. No, not to lier nor him ;
I Elizabeth. It may chance, tli.ii

but to the people,
j

England
Who know my right, and love me, as I W'ill be the Mistress of the Indies vet,

Elizabeth. Is it so fine ?

Troth, some have said so.

Feria. —would be deemed a miracle.

Elizabeth, Your Philip hath gold hair

and golden beard
;

There must be iauies many with hair like

mine.

Feria. Some few of Gothic blood have

golden hair,

But none like yours.

Elizabeth, I am happy you approve it.

Feria, But as to Philip and your

Grace—consider,

—

If such a one as you should match with

Spain,

What hinders but that Spain and England

join'd,

Should make the mightiest empire earth

has known.

love

The people ! whom fiod aid !

Feria. \c>\\ will be Queen,
And, were I Philip—

Elizabeth. Wherefore pause you—
what ?

Feria. Nay, Ijut I speak from mine
\

Without the help of Spain.

Feria, Impossible

;

Except you put Spain down.
Wide of the mark ev'n for a madman's

dream.

Elizabeth, Perhaps ; but we have

seamen. Count de Feria,
own self, not him

; 1 1 take it that the King hath spoken to you

,

\ our royal sister cannot last
; your hand But is Don Carlos such a goodly match ?

Will be much coveted ! What a delicate I Feria, Don Carlos, Madam, is but

°"^

'

j

twelve years old.
Our Spanish ladies have none such -and Elizabeth. Ay, tell the King that I

*"^^'^» will muse upon it

;

Were you in Spain, this fine Aiir gossamer He is my good friend, and I would keep
gol^— him so

;

Like sun-gilt breathings on a frosty

dawM

—

That hovers round your shouId<.r

—

But—he would have me Catholic of Rome,
And tlial 1 scarce can be ; and, sir, till

now
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SCENE IV. QUEEN MARY.
6is

My sister's marriage, and my father's

marriages,

M.ikc me full fain to live and die a maid.
But I am much beholden to your King,
liave you aught else to tell me?

^^''"- Nothing, Ma.lam,

I

Save that methought I gather'd from the

Queen
That she would see your Grace before she

—died.

Elizabeth. Gotl's death 1 and where-
fore spake you not before ?

We dally with our lazy moments here,

And hers are number'd. Horses there,

without 1

I am much beholden to the King, your
master.

Why did you keep me prating ? Horses,

there ! {Exit Elizabeth, ^c.
Fcria. So from a clear sky falls the

thunderbolt !

Don Carlos? Madam, if you marry
Philip,

Then I and he will snaffle your ' God's
death,'

And break your paces in, and make you
tame

;

God's death, forsooth—yeu do not know
King Philip. lExit.

SCENE IV.

—

London'. Before the
Palace.

A light burning within. Voices of the

night pasniig.

First, Is not yoa light in the Queen's
chamber ?

Setond. Ay,
They say she's dying.

fi>-sf- So is Cardinal Pole.

May the great angels join their wings,

and make
Down for their heads to lieaven !

Second, Amen. Come on.

[/•Exeunt,

Two Others.
first. There's the Queen's light. I

hear she cannot li\c.

Second. CJckI curse her and her Legate !

Gardiner burns

Already
; but to pay them full in kind,

The hottest hold in all the devil's den
Were but a sort of winter ; sir, in Guem-

sey,

I watch'd a woman burn ; and in her
agony

The mother came upon her—a child was
born

—

And, sir, they hurl'd it back into the fire,

That, being but baptised in fire, the
babe

Might l)e in fire for ever. Ah, good
neighbour,

There should be something fierier than
fire

To y'eld them their deserts,

-''''*'''• Amen to all

Your wisli, and further.

A Third I'oicc. Deserts ! Amen to

what? Whose deserts? Yours? You
have a gold ring on your finger, and soft

raiment about your body ; and is not the
woman up yonder sleeping after all she
has done, in peace and quietness, on a
soft bed, in a closed room, with liglit,

fire, physic, tendance
; and I have seen

the true men of Christ lying famine-dead
by scores, and under no ceiling but the

cloud that wept on them, not for them.

First. Friend, tlio' .so late, it is not

safe to preacli.

You had best go home. What are you ?

Third. What am I ? One who cries

continually with sweat and tear? to the

Lord God that it would please Ilim out

of His infinite love to break do\.'n all

Ja'

I r

r i'
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kingship and queenship, all priesthood
and prelacy ; to cancel and abolish all

bonds of human allegiance, all the magis-
trac)', all the nobles, and all the wealthy

;

and to send us again, according to His
piomis-, the one King, the Christ, and
all things in common, as in the day of
the first church, when Christ Jesus was
King.

I'irst. If ever I heard a madman,

—

let's away !

|

Why, you long-winded Sir, jou go
beyond me.

I pride myself on being moderate.
Good night ! Go home. Besides, you

curse so loud.

The watch will hear you. Get you home
at once. [Exeunt.

What haih she written

K i

SCENE v.—London'. A Room i.\

THE Palace.

A Gallery on one side. The moonlight
streaming through a rattle of windoios
on the loall opposite. Mary, Lady
Clarence, Lady Magdalen Dacres,
Alice, Queen pacing the Gallery.

A writing-table in front. Quei:n
comes to the table an.i -writes and goes
again, pacing the Gallery.

Lady Clarence. Mine eyes are dim :

what hath s!ie written ? read.
|

Alice. ' I am dying, Philip ; come to

me.'

Lady Magdalen. There—up and down,
poor lady, up and down.

Alice. And how her shadow crosses

one by one

The moonlight casements pattem'd on
the wall,

Following her like her sorrow. She
turns again.

[Queen sits and xvrites, andgoes again.

Lady Clarence

now ?

Alice. Nothing; but 'come, come,
come,' and all awry,

And blotted l)y ),er tears. This cannot

J'ist. [Queen returns.

Mary. I whistle to the bird has broken

.Vnd all in vain. [Sitting d.ron.

Calais gone—Guisnes gone, too -and
Philij) gone .

Lady Clarence. Dear ALidam, Philip

is but at the wars
;

I cannot doubt but that he comes again
;

And he is with you in a measure still.

I never look'd upon so fair a likeness

As your great King in armour there, his

hand

Upon his helmet.

[Pointing to the portrait <y Philip oji

the -wall.

Mary. Doth he not look noble ? i

j

I had heard of h:.,\ in battle over seas, '

And I would havemy warrior all inarms.
He said it was not courtly to stand i

helmeted
|

Before the Queen. He had his gracious

moment,
i

Altho' you'll not believe me. How he
'

smiles

As if he loved me yet !

Lady Clarence. And so he does.

Mary. He never loved me-nay, he

could not love me.
It was his father's policy against France.
I am eleven years older than he,

Alice. That was a lusty boy of twenty-

seven
; i^s/./e.

Poor enough in God's grace !

Mary. _And all in vain !

Tlie Queen of Scots is married to the

Dauphin,
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And Chnrles, the lord of this low world
is gone

;

'

And all his wars and wisdoms past iway •

And m a moment I shall follow him '

L^uJy Clamue. Nay, dearest J,ady
see your good physician.

^/'rr. Drugs-Lut he knows tliey
cannot help me—says

That rest i, nll_tcil, „,e j „u.st not
think—

That I must rest-I shall rest byand-by.
Catch the wild cat, cage lu.„, and when

he springs

And maims himself against the bars, sav
' rest '

:

^

Why, you must kill hiiu if you would have
him rest-

Dead oralive you cannot make him happy
La,h' Clarata: \'our Majesty has

lived so pure a life, I

And done sucn mighty things by Holy
|

Church, I

I tri^t that God will make you happy yet.
-'^"J. What is the strange thing

happiness? Sit down here :

Tell me thine happiest hour.
Lady Clarence.

nvill, ifthat
May make your Grace forget yourself a

little.

There runs a shallow brook across our field
tor twenty miles, where the black crow

lies five,

Anddolhso bound and babble all the way
As If Itself were happy. It ;vas May-time,
And I was walking with the man I loved
Horn him, but I thought I wMs not loved"
And both were silent, letting the wild

brook

Speak for us-tillhe stoop'd and gathered
one

From out a bed of thick forget-me-nnf.
i-ool a hard and s,veet at me, and gaVe

It nie.
1

6l? p
I took ,t, tho-

r
did not know I took it.

And put it in my bosom, and all at onre
1 felt his arms about me, and his lips

^rory. O God; I have been too .slack
too shack

;

'

There are Hot Gospellers even among
our guards— "

Nobles wc dared not touch. We have
but burnt

The herdi^c priest, workmen, and women
and children.

Wet, famine, ague, fever, storm, wreck,
wrath,— '

^^''•" ^''^^'' «° P'-i)'! the co«ard
; but by

God's grace,

VNVll follow Philip's leading, and set upIhe Holy Uihcehcre-garner the wheat.
And burn the tares with unquenchable fire '

j

Isurn !—
Fie, what asavour! fell the rooks foclose

jThe doors of all the offices below.
Latimer !

I

Sir, we are private with our women here-
l^ver a rough, blunt, and uncourtly fel-

low

—

Thou liRht a torch that never will go out-
i.s out-mine flames. Women, the

Holy Father
"as ta'en the legateship from our cousin

lole—
Was that well done? and poor Pole pines

of it,

As I do. to the death. lambutawoman
I i>avc no power. -Ah, weak and meek

old man,
Seven-fold dislionour^d even in the sight

i'Jt thine own sectaries-Xo, no. Xo
l^ardon .'—

Why that was false: there is the riVht
hand still

**

Beckon?, me hence.

Sir. you were burnt for heresy, not for
treason,

; I

i! .- ':

I,.
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Remember that ! 'twas I and Bonner did

it,

And Pole ; we arc three to one—Have
you found mercy thcie,

Grant it me here : and sec, he smilei and

goes
Gentle as in life.

Alue. . Madam, who goes ? King

Philip ?

Mary, No, Philip comes and goes,

hut never goes.

Women, when I am dead.

Open my heart, and there you will find

written

Two names, Philip and Calais ; open

his,

—

So that he have one,

—

Vou will hnd Philip only, policy,

policy,

—

Ay, worse than that—not one hour true

to me !

Foul maggots crawling in a fester'd vice

!

Adulterous to the very heart of Hell.

Hast thou a knife ?

Alice. Ay, Madam, but o' God's

mercy

—

Mary, Fool, think'st thou I would

peril mine own soul

By slaughter of the body ? I could not,

girl,

Not this way—callous with a constant

stripe,

Unwoundable. Tlie knife !

Alice, Take heed, take heed !

The blade is keen as death.

Maty. This Philip shall not

Stare in upon me in my haggardness

;

Old, miserable, diseased,

Incapable of children. Come thou down.

\Cuts out the picture and thrcni's it cloxutt.

Lie there. (IVails) O God, I have

kiil'd my Philip I

Alice, No,

Madam, you have but cut the canvas out

;

We can replace it.

Mary, All is well tlun ; rest—
I will to reiit ; he said, I must have re-;t,

[Cries of ' Elizabeth ' /;/ the street.

Aery! What's that? Eli/.ibcth ? revolt ^

A new Northumberland, another Wyatt?

ril fight it on the threshold of the grave.

Lady Clarence, Madam, your royal

sisirr comes to see you.

Mary. I will not see her.
I

WTio know if Boleyn's daughter be my
sislei .'"

i

I will see none except the priest. Vour
{

arm. [yi* Lady Clarence. I

O Saint of Atagon, with that swtet worn
i

smile
j

Among thy patient wrinkles—Help me
\

hence. {Exeunt.

The Priest passes. Enter Fi.izahf.iii

and Sir William Cecil.

Elizabeth. Good counsel yours

—

No one in waiting? still,

As if the chamberlain were Death himself
.'

The room she sleeps in- - is not this the

way ?

No, that w.iy there are voices. Am I

too late ?

Cecil . . . God guide me lest I lose tlic

way. \Exit Elizabeth,

Cecil, Many points weather'd, many

perilous ones,

At last a harbour opens ; but therein

Sunk rocks—they need fine steering-

much it is

To be nor mad, nor bigot—have a minJ-

Nor let Priests' talk, or dream of worlds

to be,

Miscolour things about her— sudden

touches

For him, or him -sunk rocks ; no

passionate faith—
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SCENE V. QUEEN MARY.

But-if let bc-balance and compromise
;

Brave, wary, sane to the heart of her—

a

Tudor
School'd by the shadow of death-

a

Boleyn, too,

Glancing across the Tudor-n.^t so well.

Enter An i:.

How is tTie good Queen n.H ?

619

Tray'd me to pay her debts, and keep the
Faith

;

Then claspt the cross, and pass'd away
in peace.

I left her lying still and beautiful,
^rnrc beaiuiful than in life. Why would

you vex yourself,

Poor sister? Sir, I swear I have uo heart

Alice. -
- Awaynomr,.ilip.r^'^Z/^"^^"- '^" '^•'^" '--'-

Backm^her^hi.dhood-prat..ingo>..iT^^^
Peaceiswith

And childlike-jealous of him again ~.m
once

SIk- thank'd her father sweetly foihis book
Against that godless German. Ah, those

days

Were happy. It was never merry worM
In England, since the Bible came among

nipt

:

And she loved much : pmy God she be
forgiven.

Cecil. Peace with the dead, who never
were at peace

!

Vet she loved one so much-I needs must
say

—

That never English monarch dying leftr..v7. And who snys that?
j
England so little.

'"..L" ' "^'"2 ^»'-g "-I ^-^'^. But with Cecil-s aidCatholics.

Cecil, It never will !„ merry world in

England,

Till all men have their Bible, rich and
poor.

Alice. The Queen is dying, or you
dare not say it.

Enter Eltz.vbeth.

Elizabeth. The Queen is dead.
Cecil. Then here she stands ! my

homage.

Elizabeth. She knew me, and ac-
knowledged me her heir,

And others, if our person be secured
From traitor stabs -wc will make England

great.

Enter PAGET, and other Lords of the
Council, Sir Rali-h Bagf.nhall
d-v.

!-orih. God save Eli^aluih, the Queen
of England !

Bagenhall. God save the Crown ! the
Papacy is no more.

Paget (aside). Are we so sure of
that?

Acclamation. God save the Queen !

1 4

k^
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HAROLD:
A D/i..4MA.

To His Excellency

THE RIGHT HON. LORD LYTTON,
I 'keroy and Govcriwr-Ceneral of India.

My dear Loun Lytton,—After old-world records—such as the Rayeux tapestry
and the Roman de Rou,—Edward Freeman's History of the Norman Conquest, and
your father's Historical Romance treating of tlie same times, have been mainly helpful
to me in writing this Drama. Your father dedicated his 'Harold' to my father's
brother

; allow me to dedicate my ' Harold ' to yourself. A. TEXNYSOX.

SHOW-DAY AT BATTLE ABBEY, 1876.

A GARDEN here—May hreath and bloom of spring—
The cuckoo yonder from an English elm
Crying 'with my false egg I overwhelm
The native nest

:

' and fancy hears the ring
Of harness, and that deathful arrow sing,

And Saxon battleaxe clang on Norman helm.
Here rose the I'ragon-banner of our realm :

Here fought, here fell, ourXormanslander'd king.
O Garden blossoming out of English blood !

O strange hate-healer Time ! We stroll and stare
Where might made right eight hundred years ago ;

Might, right ? ay good, so all things make for good-
But he and he, if soul be soul, are where
Each stands full face with all he did below.

DRAMATIS PERSONJE.
KisT, Edward the Contessor.
.Stioand, created Archbishop of Canterbury by the Anii/o/ir Benedict.
Aldked, A>-chbish0fi of York. '1'he Norman Bishop ok London.
Harold, Earl 0/ U'esse.x, n/iei-wards Kiitsef Kns!and\
loSTiG, Earl ofNorihumbriii
Girth, Earl ofEast Auglia
I.KOFWiN, Earl ofKen and Essex
WlLFNOTH
Count William of Normandv. William Rl-fl's
William Malet, Norman Noble.*
Kdwin, EarlofMercia

}

MoRCAR, Earl ofNorthutnhria after Tostig
CJamf.l, a Northumbrian Thane.
Rolf, <t Eonthieu Fisherman.

Sons of
Godwin.

Sons ofAlf^arof
) jMercia.
CiVV. Count of Pontiiieu.

f. .. . , .
Hugh Margot, rt .\o;v//(j«^/p«^.

Usi;oD itWAthf.i.kic, Canons from A altham.
'he Quken, Edward the Confessor's Wife,„ , , . , ' • i^'"ighter of Godwin.
-.ldwvth, Daughter of Alfgar and Widow of Gri/Tyth, Kins of Wahs.
t.wxHfU ard ofKing Edivard.

Courtiers, Earls an<l Thanes, >rpn-at-Arm?, Gmona of Waliham, Fishermen, S-C.

• . . . quidam partim Normannus et Anglus
Compater Heraldi. {fiuy ofAmiens, 587.)
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' Harold ' to niv father's

A. TENXYSOX.

SCENi; I.

ACT I.

SCENE I;—London. Tmk King's
Talack.

{.1 comd seen ihrotish the o/en -wiiKfim:)

Aldwytii, Gamel, Courtiers talkins
together.

First Courtier. Lo I tljere once more
—this is the seventh night

!

Von grimly. glaring, treble • brandish-d
scourge

Of England

!

Seeomi Courtier. Horrible ^

First Courtier. Look you, there's a star
That dances in it as mad with agony !

7hird Courtier. Ay, like a'spirit in
Hell who skips and flies

To right and left, and cannot sca])e the
flame.

Seeomi Courtier. Steam'd upward
from the undescendable

Abysm.

I'irst Courtier. Or floated downward '

from the throne I

Of God Almighty.
j

Jl'l'fh. Gamel, son ol Orm,
I

\\iiat thmkest thou this means?
Gamel. War, my dear lady

'

Aldwyth. Doth this affright thee?
Ganiel. M ightily , „,y ^lear Jady <

Aldwyth. Stand by me then, and look
upon my face,

iVot on the comet.

(£';.V.7-MoRCAR.)

Ijrother
! why t^o pale?

^lorear. It glares in heaven, it flares
upon the Thames,

The people are as thick as bees below,
Hiey hum like bees, -they cannot speak—for awe

;

J-0"k
to the skies, then to the river, strike

Tlieu- hearts, and hold their babies up to it.

I think that they would Molochize them
too,

To have the heavens clear.

Ald^vyth. They fright not mc.
{Euter Leofwin, after him Gurth

)Ask thoti Lord Leofwin what he thinks
of this

!

^"^rorear Lord L.ufwin. dost thou
believe, that these

Three rods of blood-red fire up yonder
mean

The doom of England and the wrath of
Heaven?

BisJwp of Loudon (passing). Did )-e
not cast with bestial violence

Our holy Xoman bishops down from all
Their thrones in England? I alone

remain.

Why should not Heaven be wroth ^

Lefvin. With us, or' thee?
tishop ofLoudon. Did yc not outlaw

j

your archbishop Robert
Robert of Jumieges-well-nigh murder

I him too?
'is there no reason for the wrath of

Heaven?

Leofrcin. M'hy then the wrath of
Heaven hath three tails,

The devil only one.

[Exit Bishop of London.
{Enter Archijisiiop Stigand.)

,. . ,
'^sk our Archbishop.

Stigand should know the purposes of
Heaven.

Stigand. Not L I cannot read the
face of heaven

;

Perhaps our vines will grow the better iox
it.

Leofiuin (laughing). He can but read
the king's face oii his coins.

Stigand. Ay, ay, young lord, there the
kmg's face is power.

Ci

*ii

%'^'\
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Gurth. O father, mock not at a public

fear,

But tell us, is this pendent hell in heaven

A harm to England ?

S/igaiid. Ask it of King Edward I

And he may tell thee, / am a harm to

England.

Old uncanonical Stigand—abk of Wt.'

Who had my pallium from an Antipope !

Not he the man— for in our windy

world

What's up is faith, w hat's down is heresy.

Our friends, the Normans, holp to shake

his chair.

I have a Norman fever on mc, son,

And c?nnot answer sanely . . . What il

means ?

Ask our broad Earl.

{Pointing to HARtn.i), w/io ciiicrs.

Harold (seeing Camel). Hail, Gamel,

son of Orm

!

Albeit no rolling stone, my good friend

Gamel,

Thou hast rounded since we met. Thy
life at home

Is easier than mine here. Look ! am I

not

Work-wan, flesh-fallen?

Ganicl. Art thou sick, good Earl?

Harold, Sick as an autumn swallow

for a voyage.

Sick for an idle week of hawk and hound

Beyond the seas—a change ! When
earnest thou hither?

Gamel. To-day, good Earl.

Harold. ,s the North quiet, Gamel?

Gamel. Nay, there be murmurs, for

thy brother breaks us

With over-taxing—quiet, ay, as yet

—

Nothing as yet.

Harold. Stand by him, mine old

friend,

Thou art a great voice in Northumberland

!

Advise him : speak him sweetly, he will

hear thee.

He is jiassionatcbut honcbt. Stand thou

by him !

Mure talk of this to-morrow, if yon weird

sign

Nut blast us in our dreams.—Well, father

Stigand—

•

[/(' Stigand, "i'lio advances to Itiiit,

Stigand (pointing to the comet). 'War

there, n^y son? is thcit the doom

of l''ngland ?

Harold. Why not tlic doom of all ihi-

worhl as well ?

i For all the world sees it as well as Kiig

land,

These meteors came and went before om
'

day,

Not harming any : it threatens us no nioic

Than French or Norman, War ? ilie .

worst that follows

Things that seem jerk 'd out of the common
rut !

Of Nature is the hot religious fool,

Who, seeing war in heaven, for heaven's

credit '

Makes it on earth : but look, wliere

'

Edward draws

A faint foot hither, leaning upon Tostig.

He hath learnt to love our Tostig much

of late.

Lcofuin. And he hath learnt, despite

the tiger in him.

To sleek and supple himself to the king's

hand,

Gurth. I trust the kingly touch that
|

cures the evil

May serve to charm the tiger out of him.

Leofwin. He hath as much of cat as
|

tiger in him.
|

Our Tostig loves the hand and not the

,

man.

Harold. Nay ! Better die than lie!
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SCENE I. HAROLD.

£ntcf KiSG, Queen, «;/./ Tostig.

hdu<a>-d. In heaven signs !

Signs upon earth! !,igns everywhere!
your Priests

Gross, worldly, simoniacal, unlearn "d

!

They scarce can read their Psalter ; and
your churches

Uncouth, unhandsome, while in Norman-
land

God speaks thro' abler voices, as He
dwells

In statelier shtincs. I say not this, as
being

Half Nonnan-blooded, nor as some have
held.

Because I love the Norman better~no,
But dreading God's revenge upon this

realm

For narrowness and coldness: and I say it

For the last time perchance, before I go
To find the sweet refreshment of the

Saints,

I have lived a life of utter purity :

I have builded the great church of Holy
Peter

:

I have wrought miracles—to God the
glory—

And miracles will in my name be wrought
Hereafter.—I have fought the fight and

go—
I see the flashing of the gates of pear!—
And it is well with me, the' some of you
Have scorn'd me—ay—but after I am

gone

Woe, woe to England ! I have had a
vision

;

The seven sleepers in the cave at Ephesus
Have turn'd from right to left.

Harold. My most dear Master,
What matters? let them turn from left to

right

I And sleep again.

6271

Tostig. Too hardy with thy king

!

A life of prayer and fasting well may see
Deeper into the mysteries of heaven
Than thou, good brother.

Ald-d>yih {aside). Sees he info thine,
That thou wouldst have his promise for

the crown?
Edivard. Tostig says true ; my son,

thou art too hard,

Not stagger'd by this ominous earth and
heaven :

But heaven and earth are threads of the
same loom,

Play into one another, and weave the web
That may confound thee yet,

Harold. Nay, I trust not,
i' or I have served thee long and honestly.

Edivard. I know it, son ; I am not
thankless : thou

Hast broken all my foes, lightcn'd for me
The weight of this poor crown, and left

ine time

And peace for prayer to gain a better one.
Twelve years of service ! England loves

thee for it.

Thou art the man to rule her !

Aldiiyth (aside). So, not Tostig !

I/arold. And after those twelve years
a boon, my king,

Re.^pite, a holiday : thyself wast wont
To love the chase : thy leave to set my

feet

Oa board, and hunt and hawk beyotid
the seas !

Edward. What with this llaming
horror overhead ?

Harold. Well, when it passes then,
Edward. Ay if it pass.

Go not to Normandy—go not to Nor-
mandy.

Harold. And wherefore Hot, my king,
to Normandy ?

Is not my brother Wulfnoth hostage there
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\ f17m'''''', ^f""'I
'°^'"^ *° '^'^•^

' ' '^'^<=" '^"^^tie '°° ^vcrc wi^cr than he seemsI pray thee, let me hence and bring hin, ; I love the nKm but not his phantasiel

Eikvard. Not thee, my son : some

'

other messenger.
'

Harold. And why not me, my lord,
to Normandy ?

Is not the Norman Count thy friend and
mine ?

Edtvard. I pray tliee, do not go to
Normandy.

Harold. Because my father drove the
Normans out

Of England ?—That was many a summer
gone

—

Forgotten and forgiven by them and
thee.

Edivard. Harold, I will not yield thcc
leave to go.

Harold. Why then to Flanders. I

will hawk and hunt
In Flanders.

Edward. Be tliere not fair woods and
fields

In England? Wilful, wilful. Go—the
Saints

Pilot and prosper all thy wandering out
And homeward. Tostig, I am faint

again.

Son Harold, I will in and pray for thee.

{Exit, leaning on Tostig, and

{AV-c7//<V'T0SlIG.)

Well, brotiier,

When didst thou hear from thy Northum-
bria ?

Tostig. When did I hear aught but
this ' When ' from tliee ?

Leave me alone, brother, with my
Northumbria :

She is my mistress, let mc look to her !

The King hath made me Earl; make me
not fool I

Nor make the King a fool, who made
nie Earl

!

Harold. No, Tostig—lest I make
myself a fool

Who made the King who made thee,
make thee Earl,

Tostig. AMiy chafe n.e then? Tliou
knowest I soon go wild.

Gurth. Come, come ! as yet tliou art

not g' .-' so wild
But thou caji i.ear the best and wises:

of us

Harold. So says old Gurth, not I:

yet hear ! thin -. earldom,
Tostig, hatli been a kingdom. Their old

crown
Is yet a force among them, a sun set/•// ji o- . ,- ° - ^ -•"•""-'- «i""Jiig uiem, a sun set

followed bv Stigand, Morcar, and\ But leaving light enougk for Alfgar'
Courtieis.

Harold. What lies upon the mind of
our good king

That he should harp this way on
Normandy ?

Qiiccn. Brother, the king is wiser than
he seems

;

And Tostig knows it ; Tostig loves the
king.

Harold, And love should know ; and
—be the king so wise,

—

house

To strike thee down by-nay, thisgliastly

glare

May heat their fancies.

Tosiig. My most worthy brother,
Thou art the quietest man in all ihe

world

—

Ay, ay and "-' „ -ace and great in

war

—

Ffay God th- n^^,|g choose thee for

their king i .
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liut all the powers of the house of Godwh^Are not enframed in thee/WV Thank the Saints, no '

but thou hast draln'd them shallop by"
thy tolls,

'

And thou art ever here about the King •

Ihme absence well may seem a want of
care.

Cling to their love
J for, now the sons of

uodwin
Sit topmost in the field of England, envy,

ILike the rough bear beneath the tree
good brother,

'

Waifs till the man let go,
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Fool still? cr

Good counsel truly
I heard from my Northumbria yestel^Say,/MJ. How goes it then with thy

INorthumbria? Well?
Tos/i^. And wouldst thou that it went

aught else than well ?

/uvo/r/. I would it went as well as
witii nunc earldom,

Leofwin's and Curth's.

^"^f'i'-- Ve govern milder men.W..
_

We have ma<le them milder
by just government.

^osii^. Ay, ever give yourselves your

'

own good word.

W:o,-„. An honest gift, by all the
bamts, if giver

And taker be but honest ! but they bribe
Lack other and .0 often, an honest world
Will not beheve them.IM I may tell thee. Tostig,
I !.eard from thy Northumberland to-day.

^<^sh^^. From spies of thine to spy
my nakedness

In my poor North .'

AWin'f'
^'^^--^ '« a "movement there,A blind one—nothing yet.

With .11 fK
^'-''^ '^ ^t once

will r_f°"'"
'''''' --^ "^"^'-I

Crush it half-born!

wisdom there,
Ary wise head-shaking Harold ?

HiiroId. Aj„,

Ihe nothing something. Wisdom when
in power

And wisest, should not frown as Power
,

but smile
'

j

As kindness, watching all, till the true
iltllSt

Shall make her strike as Power : but
when to strike—

O Tostig. O dear brother -If they
prance, ^

Rein in, not lash thorn, lest th.y rear and
run

And break both neck and axle.
Tosfii^. r 1

/- , Oood acain '

Good counsel the' scarce needed. Pou^
not water

I" the full vessel running out at top
1 o swamp the house
I^ofi^in. Nor ' . be a wild thingOut of the waste, to turn and bite the handWould help thee from the trap.

LeoMn To the deaf adder thee, that
wilt not dance

However wisely charai'd,

^ % No more, no more !Gnrth I ]i,,ewise cry ' no :aure.'
tnwholesome talk

For Godwin-s house! Leofwi.i. thou hast
a tongue !

Tostig, thou lookst as thou would'st
spring upon him.

\

St. Oku; not uhilc I an. by! Com-^ '

come, ''
I

J^^ia hands, let brethren dwell in unity; I

Let kith and kuK.t.and close as our shield. !

wall.

Who breaks us then ? I say, thou hast a
tongue,

f

m- ->
\ !i<"

m > u
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And Toslig is not stout enough to bear it.

Vex him not, Lcofwin.

Tostig. ^'^'> I ""^ "'^'^ ^'^'^^' ~

AUho' yc seek to vex nic, one and alh

I have to make report (jf my good car) lorn

To the good king wlio gave it— not. to

you

—

Not any of you.— I am ni:it vcxt at all.

Hardd. The king? the king is cvci

at his prayers ;

In al! 'hat hai.idles matter of the slate

\ ,un the king.

Tc^tig. That vialt thou never be

If I v;an l'i:',vart thcc

JI<:-yi'. Brother, brother!

\Exit Tostig.

Qurau Spite of this giisly star ye

three must gall

Poor Toslig.

Leofiuin. Tostig, sister, galls himself

;

He cannot smell a rose but pricks his nose

Against the thorn, and rails against the

rose.

Queen. I am the only rose of all the

stock

The boyw^'.kl f^-t nic hard, and A\hen

we fo iiijht

I ccnquer'd, and he. loved me nt -i the

less,

Till ihou woul''-,t get him all apnit, .ind
1

tell him

That where he was but worsted, he w.-.s

wrong' d.

Ah ! thou iiast taught the kin^- 10 s,,>oil

hiia too

,

Nov.- the spoilt child swtys bolli. Take

hoed, take i\>:ed ;

Thou an llie (^ucen ; ye arc boy and giil

no more :

Side not with Tostig in any violence,

Lest llv u be sideways guilty of tl.cl

vi'dcnce.

Queer. Come nrll not foul on mc, 1

l'.u e thee, brother.

Ilaivlu. Nay, my gooti sister—

{Exeunt Queen, Harold, Gurlh, (i;;:!

Lcof ',in.

Aldwyth. Gamel, son of Orrn,

\Yhat thinkest thou this means ?

{Pointing to the coin:\

Gamel. War, my dear l>.ly.

That never thom'd him ;
Edward loves

him, so

Ye hate him. Harold always haled him.

Why—how they fought when boys—and.

Holy Mary

!

How Harold used to beat him !

Harold. Why, boys will fight.

Leofwin would often fight mc, and I beat

him.

Even old Gurth would fight. I had

much ado

To hold mine own against old Gurlh.

,

Old Gurlh,

We fought like great states for grave

cause ; but Toslig—

On a s;>.;. n-at a something -for a

n .''V:. r—

War, waste, plaguo, famine, all maligi;;!

ties. f
Aldivyth. It means the fall of TojiJ

from his earldom.

Gamel. That were too small a mat:,!

for a comet

!

Aldwyth. It means the lifting of

house of Alfgar.

Gamel. Too small ! a comet wodj

not show for that !

Aldwyth. Not small for ihce, if ilJ

canst compass it.

Gamel. Thy love?

Aldwv '• As much as I cangij

I lan

;

This T '
J!, !->, or like to be, a tyrant

;

Uar -'
' y people : oust him I
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SCENE II.

HAROLD.

Game!.

Alciwyt/i.
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And thy love ?
As much as thou canst bear

, ?"f, .

I can bear all,"
And not be giddy.

Alihc^yt/i. No more now : to-morrow.

SCENE II. -In the Garden'. Thf
King's House near I.adon
Sunset.

Editk._ Mad for thy mate, passionate
nightingale . . .

I love thee for it-ay, but stay a moment

;

I/e can but stay a moment : he is going
I fam would hear him coming!

. . . near
me . . near,

'

I

!
Somewhere-To draw him nearer ^^ kh a

charm

I

Like thine to thine.

(Sinking.)

Love is come with a song and a smile,
I Welcome I.ove with a smile and a son'"
iLove can stay but a little while

'^

[Why cannot he stay? They "call him

I
away

:

lYe do him wrong, ye do him \vrong
|Love will stay for a whole life long.

'

£uter Harold.

Harold. The nightingales at Havering-

1

in-the-bower

Bang out their loves so loud, that
\ Edward's prayers

fVeredeafen'd, and he pray'd them dumb,
\

and thus

\ dumb thee too, my wingless nightingale

!

„ [A'issing /ur.
£-dith. Thou art my music ! Would

their wings were mine
po follow thee to Flanders ! Must thou

go?

^<rrold. Not must, but will. It is

but for one moon.

Edith Leaving so many foes in
Edward's hall

To league .igainst thy wesl. The Lady
Aldwyth '

Was i,ere to-day, .-md when slie (ouch'd
on thee.

She stammer-d in her hate ; I am sure
slie hates thee,

Pants for thy blood.

JIaychL Well,! have given her
cause

—

I fear no woman.
Edith. Hate not one who feltSome puy for thy hater! I .am stne

iler mornmg wanted sunligl,t, she so 1

praised
I

The convent and lone life-wiihin the
P'lle

—

I3eyond the passion. Nay-she held with
Edward,

At least methought she held with holy
Edward, '

That marriage was lialf sin.

Harold. A i„
^. ,

A lesson worthFmger and thumb-thus ^snaps his
fingers). And my .answer to it-

hcc here—an interwoven H and E '

Take thou this ring
; I will demand his

ward
From Edward when I come again. Ay

would she ?

She to shut up my blossom in the dark '

Thou art my nun, thy cloister in mine
arms.

Edith (taking the ring), y^a, but
Earl Tostig—

7/^;./,/ That's a truer fear!
FonftheNorthtakefire.Ishouldbeback:
1 shall be, soon enough.
Edith Ay^ ^^,j j^^j

An evil dream that ever came and vvenL
Haro/d. A gnat that vcxt thy pillow J

Had I been by

. s s 2

'1''
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I would have spoii'd his horn. My giil,

wliat was it ?

Edith. Oh ! that thou wert not gohig !

For so methoughl it was our mairiage-

morn,

And while wc stooti together, a dead r^an

Rose from behind the altar, tore away
My marriage ring, and rent my bridal veil

;

And then I turn'd, and saw the church

all fill'd

With dead men upright from then- graves,

..nd all

The dead men made at ih.ce to murder
thee,

But thou didst back thyself against a

pillar,

And strike among them with thy battle-

axe

—

There, what a dream !

Iliuchl. Well, well—a dream

—

no more

!

Edilh. Did not Heaven speak to men
in dreams of old?

Harold. Ay-well—of old. I tell

thee what, my child
;

Thou hast misread this merry dream of

thine.

Taken the rifted pillars of the wootl

For smooth stone columns of the sanc-

tuary.

The shadows of a hundred fat dead deer

For dead men's ghosts. True, that the

battle-axe

Was out of i)Iace ; it should have been

the bow.

—

Come, thou shalt dream no more such

dreams ; I swear it.

By mine own eyes—and these two sap-

phires—these

Twin rabies, that are amulets against all

The kisses of all kind of womankind
In Flanders, till the sea shall roll me back

To tumble at thy feet.

Edit'i. That would but shame me,
Rather than make me vain, The sea may

roll

Sand, shingle, shore-weed, not the living

rock

\\ hich guards the land.

Harold. Except it be a soft one,

And undereaten to the fall. Mine
amulet . . .

This last . . . upon tliine eyelids, to

shut in

A hapjaer dream. Sleep, sleep, and
ihou shalt see

My grayhounds fleeting like a beam of

light.

And hear my peregrine and her bells in

heaven ;

And other bells on earth, which yet are

hea\cn's
;

Guess what they be.

Edith. He cannot guess who knows.
;

Farewell, my king.

Harold. Not yet, but then—my queen.

\Exeiint.

Enter Al.mwTn from th-: thickd.

Ahlwytli. The kiss that charms thine

eyelids into bleep.

Will hold mine waking. Hate liim?

I could love him
More, tenfold, than this fearful child can do;

Grifiyth I hated : why not hate the foe ^

Of England ? Griffyth when I saw him i

flee,

Chased deer-like up his mountains, all

the blood

That should have only pulsed for GriiTyth,

beat I

For his pursuer. I love him or think I

love him.

If he were King of England, I his queen,
i

T might be sure of it. Nay, I do love

him.

—



hore-weecl, not the living

upon lliinc eyc-llils, to

SCENE 11.

JIAKOLD.

She must be cloistcr'd somehow, losi~il,c
King

Should yicKl his w.nl to Haiohr., ^^iH
\v liat haini ?
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With earthquake and disrupt"i^ome
division—

Then fling; mine own fair person in the gapA sacntlce to Harold, a peaccoffcring.She Jiath but blood enough to live i„i A
''''"''""

''' "'"'''' " Peace-offcring,

love.-
^ '^^'

'^'V^ -^cape-goat marri.agc-all the sins of
When Harold goes and Tostig, si,.!! I 'ti, • I,

play '*" ^"''" ^l'7=>^-««""""c head-then a fair life

The cr.aftier Tostig with him ? fawn upon
y^'""

!
'^""'" "^ ^''"S'""^'-

him? -

'^^^nu,,o^ ^^o.^ar {co,„m;rfn„n llu- thicket). Art
Chime in with .alP 'Q thon ,,,.. • .. , •

'"" ''"""''''

than king -

'

" """' ^""' ">' If ""^' "•'""''• '-cs but Ldith ?than king !

'

And that were true enough. • Q blessed
relics !

'

' Holy rcler !' If he found me thus,
Harold might hate me ; he is broad and

honest,

Breathin- an easy gladness . . . not
like Aldwyth . .

HM ' I'lorcar

!

^M'ycreepst thou like a timorous beast
of prey

Out of the bubh by night ^

'a'/}"'', ^ follow'd thee.
Auk.yth Follow my lead, and I will

make thee carl.

Morcar. What lead then ?Forwhich I strangely love him. Should liZu, '\f;^' '^f J'^
?

not England .
' ^^

, " ''"" '^^'^'^ '' secretly

LoveAldwyth. if she stay the feuds that """^th!'r
^'""'^ ^'"'^humbrian folk,

part
—

Aldwyth !

Let all thy people bless thee !

,. , , , ,

Our wild Tostig,
Fdward hath made him Earl : he would

be king :

—

I would not
That it should come to that.

a/TT''", .
I will both flashAnd thunder for thee.

A/.i7aj't/i.
r said 'secretly;'The dog that snapt the sjiadow, dropt the It

1
' t'S fl, , . , .

^
'"''^ ' ''"'^'>' '

'

bone.-
^ " " ^^*^ '^^sh that murders, the poor

Hear the king's music, all alone with him, ThIfSlV .,. . P^" ^1'''^ Tostig !

Ironounced his heir of England.
I see the goal and half the way to it.—

„, - — x^.Yii ,vuu losiig;
rhat firstof all.-And when doth Harold

go

Mm;7r. To-morrow-first to Bosham.
then to Flanders.Of England's who':: t^ ^^^t,J ,,^.;;-

^ ^-^ers.

theXcrth
to snake ,W.,j,th, ^^^^ ^^ ^^^^^^ ^^^^^^ ^.^^

I

i"sl>g shall Iwve shown

m

iX
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And redden «i with liis |)ooivie's blood the

tcci :i

That shall dc broken by us—yea, and

thou

ChairM 111 his place. Good-night, and

dream ihyself

Their chosen Earl. \Exit .' .awytn.

Morcar. Earl first, and after that

Who knows I may not dream myself their

king !

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Seashore. Tonthieu.

Nir.irr.

Harold audhis Men, ivreckcd.

Harchf. Friends, in that last inhos-

pitable plunge

Our boat hati\ burst her rib'; ; but ours

arc whole
;

I have but bark'd my hands.

AttenJ.uit. I dug mine into

My old fast friend ilie sin re, and dinging

thus

Felt the remorseless ouldraught of the

deep

Haul like a great strong fcilow at my legs,

And then I rose and ran. The bias' that

came

So suddenly haiii (alien as suddeitl> -

Put thou tlie comet and this blast to-

gether

—

Harold. Tut ...ou thyself and mothcr-

wil together.

Be not a fool !

{Enter Fishermen 'd<ith torches. ''lAROi.D

going up to om of them, ' '.)

Wicked sea-will-i le-w !

Wolf of the shore ! dog, \vili thy lying

lights

Thou hast betray'd us on these rocks of

thine !

JMf. Ay, but thou liest as loud as the

black hrring-pond behind thee. We 1
>

fishermen ; I came to see after my nets.

Harold. To drag us into them.

Fishermen ? devils !

^"' 1. while ye fish for men with your

fals" fires,

Lef the great Devil fish for your own souls.

Rolf. Nay then, we be liker the blessed

Apostk's ; ///c^' were fishers ofmen, Father

Jean says.

Harold. I had liefer that the fish had

swallowed me,

Like Jonah, than have known there were

such devils.

What's to be done ?

\To his Islcw—goes apart with them.

Fisherman. Rolf, what fish did swallow

Jonah ?

Rolf. A whale !

Fisherman. Then a whale to a whelk

we have swallowed the King of Englaml.

I saw him over there. Lookthr. Rolf,

when I was down in the fever, she was

down with the hunger, and thou did>t

stand by lier and give her tiiy crabs, and

set her up again, till now, by the patient

Saints, she's as crabb'd as ever.

Rolf. And I'll give her my crabs again,

when thou art down again.

Fisherman. I thank thee, Rolf. Run
|

thou to Count Guy ; he is hard at hand.
|

Tell hill; what hath crept into our creel,

and he will fee ihce as freely as he will
j

wrench this ouaander's ransom out of

him—and v\ by not ? for what right had

he to get himself wrecked on another
j

mar. s land ? i

/vV//. Thou art the human beartedest,

Chrislian-charitiest of all tiab-catchers. -

Share and shart .like ! \Ii.xiL

Harold (to Fishern in). Fellow, dost;

thou catch crabs?

^1
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.SCENE 11. JIAKOLD.
631

Fh/imnan. As few as I m.-iy in a
wind, and less than I would in a calm.
Ay I

Ifatohi. I have a mind that thou shaft
catch no more.

Fisheintan. I low ?

JfaroU. I have a mind to brain thee
with mine axe.

risha-maii. Ay, do, do, anil our
great Count-crab will make his nippers
meet in thine heart ; he'll sweat it out of
thee, he'll sweat it out of thee. Look,
he's here! He'll speak for hims :

Hold thine own, if tho'.' canst *

Enta- Guv, Count ok roNTiiiEU,

IluroU. Guy, Count of Ponthieu !

Guv,

Thou shall or rot or ransom. Hale him
iicnce .'

I To om ,/ his Attendants
Fly thou to William ; tell him we liave

H;u-old.

SCENE 11. -BAYtl'.x. I'A, \,,,...

Count William 0:1 / Wii i iam Malet.

IVilliam. We liohl ,,iir .Saxon wood-
cock in the sjVriiigo.

But he begins to flutter. As I think
He was thine host in England when I

went

To visit Edward.
Malct. VcM, and there, my lord,

To make allowance for their rougher
fashions.

II. "
I

Harold, Earl of Wessex
!

j

I found him all' a noble host should be.Hai-ohi. Thy villain.s with their lying

lights have wrcck'd us !

Guy. Art thou not Earl of Wessex?
IlaivIJ. In inine earldom

.i man may hang gold bracelets on a
bush,

.'
.

i'.-ave them for a year, and coming
back

find them 'n.

Guy. Thou art a mighty man
In ihinc own earldom !

flarold. Were such murderous liars

In Wessex— if I caught them, they should
hang

ClifT-gibbeted for sea-marks; our sea-mew
Winging their only wai! !

^"y- Ay, but my men
Hold that the ..liipwreckt are accursed of

God;-
What hindei-s me to hold with mine own

men .'•

William. Thou art his friend : thou
know'st my claim on England

Thro' Edward's promise : we have him in

the toils.

And it were well, if thou sh-nildst let him
feel.

How dense % fold of danger nets him
round,

.So that he bri.stle himself against my
will.

Malct. What would I do, my lord, if

I were you ?

William. \\\vM wouldst thou do ?

Makt. My lord 1,e is (hy guest.
William. Nay, by , , splemioiir of

God, no guest of mir
He came not to see me, hau ^ast me by
To hunt and hawk elsewhere, sa\-e for the

fine

Which hunted him when that unSaxon
Mast,

Harold. The Clui^tian manhood of And bolts of thunder moulded in luLdi
the man who reign.i

;

I heav.

n

Guy. Ay, rave thy worst, but in our' To serve the Norman purpose, drave and
oubliettes crack'd
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His boat on Ponlhieu bcacli ; where our

friend Guy
Had wrung liis i nsom from him by the

racl<,

But that I stcpt between and purchased

him,

Translating his captivity froiji Guy
To mine own hearth at liaycux, where he

sits

My ransom'd prisoner.

Malct. Well, if not with gold,

With golden deeds and iron strokes that

brought

Thy war with Brittany to a goodlier close

Than else liad been, he paid his ransom

back,

William. So that henceforth they arc

not like to league

With Harold against me.

Mah't. A marvel, how
He from the liquid sands of Coesnon

Haled tliy shore-swallow'd, annour'd

Normans up

To fight for thee again

!

IVilliaiii. Percliancc against

Their saver, save thou save him from

himself.

RIakt. But I should let him home
again, my lord.

William. Simple ! let fly the bird

within the hand.

To catch the bird again witliin the bush !

No.

Smooth thou my way, before he clash with

me

;

I want his voice in England for the crown,

I want thy voice with him to bring him

round

;

And being brave he must be subtly cow'd,

And being truthful wrought upon to

swear

Vows that he dare not break. England

our own

Thro' Harold's help, he shall be my dear

friend

As well as thine, and thou thyself shall

have

Large lordship there of lands and tcrritor)'.
!

Maid. I knew thy purpose ; he and

Wulfnoth never

Have met, except in public; shall ihcy

meet

In private? I have often talk'd with '

Wulfnoth,
I

And stuffd the boy with fears that these

may act

On Harold when they meet.

William. Then let them meet I

Mah't. I can but love this noble,

honest Harold.

William. Love him ! why not? thine

is a loving office,

I have commission'd thee to save llie

man :

Help the good ship, showing the sunken

rock,

Or he is wicckt for ever.

Enter William Rufus,

William Rufus. Father.

William. Well, boy.

William Rufus, They have taken

away the toy thou gavest me,

rhe Norman knight.

William. Why, boy ?

U illiam Rufus. Because I broke
|

The horse's leg— it was mine own to i

break
;

I like to have my toys, and 1 'rcak tliem too. :

William. Well, thou shalt h.ive
j

another Norman knight !

William Rufus, And may I break hi:

legs?

William. Yea,—get thee gone !

IVilliam Rufus. I'll tell tiiem I have
j

had my way with thee. [Exit,
j
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SCENE II,
//AAOLD.

6J3

A/n/if. I never knew thee check thy
will for ought

Save for the prattling of iliy little ones.
nWiant. vVho shall be kings of

Kngland. I am heir

Of Kngland by the promise of her king.
Miilit. Hut there the great Assembly

choose their king,

The choice of England is the voice of
England. I

William. I will be king of Englaml

'

by the laws,

The choice, and voice of England.
^^"^'^- Can that be?
nWiam. The voice of any people is

the sword

That guards them, or the sword that beats
them down.

Here comes the would-be what I will

be . . . kinglike . . .

Tho' scarce at ease; for, save our meshes
break,

.Morekinglike he 'han lik: to prove aking.

(F.iitir IlAROl-i), w//j//,.r
.^^,l(/^ /„-j ^^.^^

en the ground.)

He sees me not— and yet he dreams of mc.
Earl, will thou fly my falcons this fair day ?

Tiiey are of the best, strong-wing'd against
the wind.

Harold {looking up suddenly, having
caught but the last woni) . Which
way does it blow ?

William. Blowing for England, ha ?

Xot yet. Thou hast not learnt thy quarters
here.

The winds so cross and jostle among these
towers.

Harcld. Count of the Normans, thou
hast ransom'd us,

Maintain'd, and enlertain'd us royally !

William. And thou for us hast fought
as loyally.

Which binds us friendship-fast for ever f

„
^^'""''"'- Good !

Hut lest we turn the scale of courtesy
Hy loo much pressure on it, I would fain.

Since tiiou hast promised Wulfnolhhomc
with us.

Be home again with Wulfnoth.
William. Stay- as yet

Thou hast but seen how Norman hands
can strike,

But walk'd our Norman Held, scarce
touch'd or tasted

The splendours of our Court.

Harold. I am in no mood :

I should be as the shadow of a cloud
Crossing your light.

Willia III. Nay, rest a week or two,
And we >,ill nil thee full of Norman sun.
And send thee back among thine island

mists
' With laughter.

Harold. Count, I thank thcc, but
had rather

Breathe the free ^^ind from off our Saxon
downs,

Tho' charged witii all the woTof all the
west.

William. Why if thou wilt, so let it

be—thou shall.

That were a graceless hospitality

To chain the free guest to the banquet-
boaril

;

To-monow we will ride with thee to
I larfleur,

And see thee shipt, and pray in thy behalf
For happier homeward winds than that

which crack'd

ThybarkatPonthieu.-yettous, in faith,

A happy one—whereby we came to know
Thy valour and thy value, noble earl.

Ay, and perchance a happy one for thee,
Provided-1 will go with thee to-mor-

rov.-

—

If
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Nay—but there be conditions, easy ones,

So thou fair friend, will take them easily.

Enter Pack.

Page. My lord there is a post from
over seas

With news for thee. \^Exit Page.

William. Come, Malet, let us hear !

[Exeinil Count William and Malet.

Hareld. Conditions? What condi-

tions? p.iy him back

I lis ransom? * easy '—that were easy

—

nay-
No money-lover he ! What said the

King?
' I pray you do not go to Normandy.'
And fate hath blown me hither, bound

me too

With bitter obligation to the Count— j

Have I not fought it out ? What did he
mean ?

There lodged a gleaming grimness in his

eyes,

Gave his shorn smile the lie. The walls

oppress me,

And yon huge keep that hinders half the

heaven.

Free air ! free field !

{Mores to go out, A Man-at-arms

follo:vs Jiivi.

Harold [to the l\ran-at-arms). I need

thee not. Why dost thou follow me ?

Man-at-arms. I have the Count's

commands to follow thee.

Harold. What then ? Am I in danger

in this court ?

Man~(it-arms. I cannot tell. I have

the Count's commands.
Hirold. Stand out of earshot then,

and keep nie still

In eyeshot.

Man-at-arms, Vea, lord Harold.

[ \Vithdrau<s.

Harold. And arm'd men
Ever keep watch beside my chamber door,

And if I M'alk within the lonely wood.
There i« an arm'd man ever glides behind .'

(Z.";;/(V- MALfiT.)

Why am I follow'd, haur.led, harass'd,

watch'd ?

See yonder !

[Pointing to the Man-at-arms.

Malet. 'Tis the good Count's care for

thee !

The Normans love thee not, nor thou llic

Normans,

Or—so they deem.

Harold. But wherefore is the wind,

Which way soever the vane-arrow swing,

Not ever fair for England ? Why bn;

now
He said (thou heardst him) that I nnisi

not hence

Save on conditions,

Malet. So in truth he said.

Harold. Malet, thy mother was nii

Englishwoman
;

There somewhere beats an English pulse

in theo !

Malet. Well— for my molhci's sake

I love your England,

But for my father I love Normandy
Harold. Speak for thy mother's sak1^'',

\\

and tell me true.

Malet. Then for my mother's sake,

and England's sake

That suffers in the daily want of thee,

Obey the Count's conditions, n-.y good

friend.

Harold. How, Malet, if they be not

honourable !

Malet. Seem to obey them.

Harold. Better die than lie '

\

Malet. Chon-^c therefore whether the;:

'

wilt have thy conscience
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SCENE II. HAROLD.

White ns a maiden's hand, or whether
England

Be shatter'd into fragments.

Hayold. News from England ?

635

{^Euter WiJi.iNorir.)

Poor brother ! still a hostage !

IViilfuolh,

Asnin.. ,l,y br„,h„ ToMfe's governance , I

"
c,'it

""' """'•"""« <" «" '«"

And all the North of Ilumber isone storm ' \or mnrl- ti, . • 7

Ilarol,. I shou! 1 be there. Mal^ 1

1

hover
""" """^' '''"^'

should be there ! Alin,v> .i,„ • , • .

M.,y. A„., Tostig i„ ,„ „,,„ ,„„ „„ !

f,!
' r™ >;X;

»»'• "" "« *>
suspicion

|

! .
^'^'^-'^"fa''»ter — never — save

guest,

Gamel, the son ofOrm : and there be more
As villainously slain

Duke
To let me go.

//arM. Why, brother, so he will
;//.;././. The wolf - the beast ! BuV^n conditio;,"''"' ^''-'ll

'" '' '^"' '

111 news for gt,e.ts, ha, Malet ! More ? thJm >
" ^"'^' ""'

What more? j,r, ,,. ,,
'

^,Unljmth. Draw nearer, -I was inWhat do they say ? did Edward know of
this?

Makt. They say, his wife \^as knowing
and abetting.

Harold. They say, his wife !—To
marry and have no husband

Mal<es the wife fool. My God, I should
be there.

^! I'll hack my way to the sea.

Maid, I'hou canst not, Harold

;

Our Duke is all between thee and the sea'
Our Duke is all about thee like a God

;

'

All passes block'd. Oljey him, speak
him fair,

For he is only debonair to tliose

That follow where he leads, bui stark as
death

To those that cross him.— Look thou,
here is Wulfnoth !

I leave thee to thy talk with him alone
;

the corridor,

I saw him coming with his brother Odo
The Ba3cux bishop, and I hid myself.

Harold. They did thee wrong who
made thee hostage

; thou
^^ast ever fearful.

WulfnolJ,. And he spoke -I
heard him—

'This Harold is not of the royal blood.
Can have no right to the crown,' and Odo

said,

'Thine is the right, for thine the might

;

lie is here,

And yonder is tliy keep.'

Harold. No, Wulfnoth, r.o.

mdjnoth. And William laugh'd and
swore thai might was right,

I-ar as he knew in this poor world of
ours

—

'Marry, the Saints must go along with us.

liaroid (muiieniig). Go not to
Normandy—go not to Normandy !

Vca, yea, he would be king of England,
Harold.

Never

!

i;l
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Wiilfmth. Yea, b'!! thou must not

this way answer him,

Harold. Is it not better still to speak

the truth ?

VViilfnoth. Not liere, or thou wilt

never hence nor I :.

I'or in the racing toward thisg. 'len goal

He turns not right or left, but tramples flat

Whatever thwarts him ; hast tliou never

heard

His savagery at Alenjon,^—the town
Hung out raw hides along their walls, and

cried

'Work for the tanner.'

Ilorolti. That had anger'd 7)te

Had I been Vi'illiam.

Wiilfnoth. Nay, but he had prisoners.

He lore their er-es out, sliced their hands

away,

And flung them streaming o'er the battle-

ments

Upon the heads of those who walk'd

within

—

O speak him fair, Harold, for thine own
sake.

Harold. Your Welshman says, ' The
Truth against the World,'

Much more the truth against myself.

Widfnoth. Thyself ?

But for my sake, oh brother ! oh ! for

my sake !

Harold. Poor Wulfnoth ! do they not

entreat thee well ?

IVidfiwth. I see the blackness of my
dungeon loom

Across their lamps of revel, and beyond
The merriest nunmurs of their banquet

clank

The shackles that will bind me to the

wall.

Harold. Too fearful still

!

IVulfiioth. Oh no, no—speak

'

him fair

!

'

Call it to temporize ; and not to lie
;

Harold, I do not counsel thee to lie.

The man that hath to foil a murderous aim
May, surely, play with words,

Harold. Words arc the man.
Not ev"n for thy sake, l;rothcr, would I

lie.
,

Then for thine Edith? i

There thou prickst luc
;

Wulfnoth.

Harold.

deep.

Widfnoth.

land ?

Harold.

Widfnoth.

And for our Mother Y.\w-

Deeper still.

And deeper still the dccj)-

down oubliette,

Down thirty feet below the smiling day -

In blackness—dogs' food thrown \\\ <,;i

thy head.

And over thee the suns arise and set,

And the lark sings, the sweet stars com,:

and go.

And men are at their markets, in ilicii

fields,

And woo their loves and have forgotten I

thee
;

And thou art upright in thy living grr.vc, !

Where there is barely room to shift ihy
|

side.

And all thine England hath forgotten tlicc;

And he our lazy-pious Noiman King,

With all his Normans round him once

again,

(."ounts his old beads, and hath forgultui

thee.

Harold. Thou art of my blood, and

so methinks, my boy.

Thy fears infect me beyond reason,

I eace

!

Widfnoth. And then our fiery Toslig,

while thy hands
Are palsied here, if his Northumbrians li-c

And hurl him from them,— I have heard

the Normans
|
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s'.;i-.N[; n. HAROLD.

Count upon this confusion—may he not
make
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invoU. Better methinks have slain
tlie man at once !A league with William, so to brin- him '

/ry/.V7„/''^ui i?"''^

'

back>
"a "11", nu.iam. \V e have respect for man's

jT„,.„ji '.,.,
, ,. . , .

immortal soul,

onhecSn'r"""'"
"""•"°" "•= -1^- "K= """'^ '"«. «cep, in

IVidfnotlt. And like a river in flood
thro' a burst dam

Descends the ruthless Norman- our good
King

Kneels mumbling some old bone— our
helpless folk

Are wash'd away, wailing, in their own
blood

—

Harold. Wailing
.' not warring? Boy,

thou hast forgotten

That thou art English.

Wtilfuoih. Tiien our modest women—
I know the Norman license—thine own

Edith—
Harohl. No more ! I will not hear

thee—William comes.

Wiilfnoth. I dare not well be seen in

talk with thee.

Make thou not meati(jn that I spake with
thee.

\_Mozes atvay to Ihc lack ofthe stage.

Enter William, Malet, and Officer.

war

;

It flights the traitor more to maim and
blind.

Harold. In mine own land I should
have scorn'd the man,

Or lash'd his rascal back, and let him ^o
lldHam, And let him go? To slander

tliee again !

Vet in thine own land in thy father's day
1 hey blinded my young kinsman, Alfred

Some said it was thy father's deed.

{^:i:'''^- They lied.
// tdiam. But thou and he-whom at

thy word, for thou
Art known a speaker of the truth, I free
From this foul charge—
Harold. Nay, nay, he freed himself

l^y oaih and compurgation from the
charge.

The king, the h.rds, the people clear'd
him of it.

William. ]!ut thou and he drove our

nm iir 1 ,
Sood Normans out

ArLli.ii^hop R,.>hert hai-dly scaped with
life.

Harold. Archbishop Robert ! Robert
the Archbishop

!

Robert of Jumieges, he that—

ff
'''^-

Quiet ! quiet

!

Harold. Count .' if there sat within
tliy Norman chair

A ruler all for England-one who fdl'd
All offices, all bi.hopiicks with English—
We could not move from Dover to the

number
Saving thro' Norman bishoprlcks-I say

against thy birth

U'illiaiu. Tear out his tongue.

OJ/icer. He shall not rail again.

1 't said that he should see confusion fall

On thee and on thine house.

miliam. Tear out his eyes,
And plunge him into prison.

^^^"' It shall be done.

[Exit Officer.

IVilliain. Look not amazed, fair earl

!

Better leave undone
Than do by lialvcs—tongueless and eye-

less, prison'd—
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Ye would applaud that Norman who
should drive

The stranger to tlie fiends !

WiUiavi. Why, that is reason !

Warrior thou art, and mighty wise withal !

Ay, ay, but many among our Norman
lords

Hate thee for this, and press upon mc—
saying

God and the sea have given thee to our

hands

—

To plunge thee into life-long prison here :

—

Yet I hold out against them, as I may.
Yea—would hold out, yea, tho' they

should revolt

—

For thou hast done the battle in my cause

;

I am thy fastest friend in Normandy.
Harold. I am doubly bound to thee

... if this be so,

William. And I would bind thee

more, and would myself

]3e bounden to thee more.

Harold. Then let me hence
With Wulfnoth to King lidward.

IVilliam. So we will.

We hear he hath not long to live.

Harold. It may be.

IVilliam. Why then the heir of

England, who is he ?

Harold. The Atheling is nearest to

the throne.

IVilliam. But sickly, slight, half-

witted and a child.

Will England have him king ?

Harold. It may be, no.

William. Anil hath King Edward not

pronounced his heir?

Harold, Not that I know.
William. When he was here in

Normantly,

He loved us antl wc him, because we
found hint

A Nonnan of tho Xormans.

So did we.

gracious, pure and

Harold.

William. A gentle

saintly man

!

And gi-ateful to the hand that shielded

him,

He promised that if ever he were king
In England, he would give his kingly

voice

To me as his successor. Knowest thou

this?

Harchl. T learn it now,

William. Thou knew t I am Iiis

cousin,

And that my wife descends from Alfred?

Harold. Ay,

IVilliaiit. Who hath a better claim

then to the crown

So that yc will not crown the Atheling?

Harold. None that I know . . . if

that but hung upon

King Edward's will.

William. Wilt tliou uphold my claim?

3Ialct [aside to Harold). Be careful o'

thine answer, my good friend.

Wulfnoth (aside to Harold). Oil!

Harold, for my sake and for thine

own !

Harold. Ay ... if the king have

not revoked his promise.

William. But hath he done it then?

Harold. Not that I know,

William. Good, good, and thou wil:

help me to the crown?

Harold. Ay ... if the Witan wil!

consent to this.

William. Thou art the mightiest voice

in England, man.

Thy voice will lead the Witan—shall I

have it ?

Wtilfiwth {aside to Harold). Oh:

Harold, if thou love thine Edith,

ay.

Harold. Ay, if— ,
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Malet Uisiuc /<; Harold). Thine »ifs'

will sear thine eyes ou'— ay.
William. I ask thee, wilt thou help

me to the crown ?

And I will n)ake tliee my great Earl of

Earls,

Foremost in ICngland and in Normandy

;

Tliou Shalt be verily king—all but the

name

—

For I sliall most sojourn in Xorniandy
;

Andthju be my vice-king in England.

Spe.ak.

U'ulfiwth {a^ide to Harold). Ay,
brother - for the sake of lilng-

land—ay.

Harold. My lord—
Midd {aside to Harold). Take heed

now.

Harold. Ay.

William. I am content,

For thou ait truthful, and thy word thy
bond

.

To-morrow v.ill we ride with thee to

Harfleur. {Exit William.
!\Iah-t. Harold, I am thy friend, one

life with thee.

And even as I should bless thee saving

mine,

I thank thee now for having .saved thyself.

;

\_E.xit Malet.
|

Harold, For having lost myself to save !

myself,
j

Said 'ay' when I meant 'no,' lied like

a Lad !

ihat dread.s the pendent scourge, said.

' ay ' for ' no '

!

'>>
!
Xo !—he hath not bound mo ])y an

\

oath

—

I

'ay' an oath? is 'ay' stmng as an
oath ?

Or is it the same sin to break my word
As break mine oath ? He call'd my word

my bond

!

He is a liar who knows I am a liar,

And m.akes believe that he believes my
word—

The crime ])e on his head- not bounden -

no.

[Suddenly doors are flung open, dis-

drocriiig in an inner hali Count
Willi,\M hi his state robes, seated

upon his throne, between t'u>o

Bisliops, O1..0 OF Bayeux being
one

: in the centre ofthe hall an ark
covered 'cith cloth of gold ; and en
cither side of it theAWman barons.

Enter a J.Mi.or before William's throne.

William (to Jailor). Knave, hast thou
let thy prisoner scajie ?

7"''''"'^- Sir Count,
He had but one foot, he must have hopt

away.

Yea, .some familiar spirit must have help'd
him.

William. Woe knave to thy familiar

and to iheo I

Cive me thy keys. [ Theyfall clashing.

X.ay lot them lie. Stand there and wait

my will. [7'he Jailor stands aside.

William (to Harold). Hast thou such

I

trustless jailors in thy North ?

I

Harold. We have few prisoners in

j

mine earldom there,

j

So less chance for flilse keepers.

William. We have heard
Of thy just, mild, and equal governance

;

Honour to thee ! thou art perfect in all

honour

!

Thy naked word thy bond 1 confirm it

now
Before our gather'd Xorman baronage.

For they will not believe thee—as I

believe.

[Descends from his tlu-one and stands

by the ark.

tn

i m
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Let all men here bear witncs; of our

bond !

\Bcckons to Harold, who advances.

Enter Mamct hfh'uid him.

Lay thou tliy hand upon this jjoiden pal]

!

Behold the jewel of St. Pancratius

Woven intothe gold. .Swear thou on tliis !

Ilarohf. What should I swear? Why
should I swear on this ?

IVitliam {sm'agelv). Swear thou to

help me to the crown of I'ngland.

Malet {;whispcnng Harold). My friend,

thou hast gone too far to palter

now.

IVuIfnoth (Jt'.v/j/t'/v;/^- Harold). Swear
thou to-d.ay, to-morrow is thine

own.

Harold. I swear to help thee to the

crown of England . . .

According as King Edw.ard promises.

IVilliam. Thou must swear absolutely,

noble Earl.

Ahih't {icihis/c-n'/ig). Delay is death to

thee, ruin to Enf,-Iand.

JVid/Koth {~u-his/>i-rit!!i). S\vear, dear-

est brother, I beseech thee, swear !

llarohi (putting his hand on the /e:cv/).

I swear to help thee to the crown
of England.

William. Thanks, truthful Eavl ; I

did not doubt thy word.

But that mybarons might believe thy word,

And that the Holy Saints of Normandy
When thou art home in England, with

thine own.

Might streng^then thee in keeping of thy

word,

I made thee swear.—Slow him by whom
he hath sworn.

[77fc' /7w Bishops adr-aiur, and raiie

the cloth 0/ gold. The bodies and
bones 0/ Saints are seen lying in the

ari.

The holy bonts of all the Canonised

Erom all the holiest shrines in Nor-
mandy I

Harold. Horrible! {They let the cloth

fall again,

ll'illiam. Ay, for thou hast sworn an

oath

Which, if not kept, would make the hard

enith rive

To the very Devil's horns, the bright sky

cleave

To tlie very feet of Cod, and send her

hosts

Of injured Saints to scatter sparks of

pl.ague

Thro' all your cities, blast your infants,

dash

The torch of ^^•ar among your standing

corn,

Dabble your hearths with your own
blood.—Enough !

Thou wilt not break it! I, the Count

-

t!ie King

—

Thy friend— am grateful for thine honc^'.

oath,

Xut coming fiercely like a conqueror,

now,

But softly as a bridegroom to his own.
Eor I .shall rule according to your

laws.

And ui.ake your evev-jarring Earldon;,;

move
To music and in order—Angle, Jute,

IXane, Sa\on, Norman, help to build a

throne
\

Out-towering hers of France . . . The •

wind is fair

Eor England now . , . To-night we will

be merry.
\

To-morrow will I ride with thee to

Harfleur.

[E.wunt WiW'amand all the A'orme.n

barons, d-r.



ACT 11,

of all the Canonised

holiest shrines in Nor-

Trible ! [Thi:y Id the clolh

II.

y, for thou hast sworn an

ept, would make tlie hard

e

ivil's horns, the bright sky

it ff Cod, and send licr

Ints to scatter sparks of

L'ities, blast your infants,

ar among your standing

hearths with your ov.ii

Enough !

break it ! T, the Coiint-

1 grateful for thine hones;

ercely like a conqueror,

bridegroom to his own,

rule according to v T.r

:r ever-jarring Earldon,

I order—Angle, Jute,

Vorman, help to bui!.'

MS of p'rance . . . The

air

w . . . To-night we will

II I ride with thee to

illiam ami all the A'ormcn i

SCE.N'K r,

HAROLD.
641//aW To-night we will be mer^i^Zr^' _

and to-morrow— ^ ^''
^ ^^'y 'ord .' thou art white

I
Juggler ami ba.tard-bastard-he hates // /! ^^l'''

that most-
"""'^^

^^"'-"f
^Vith looking on the de.d

I
William the tanner's bastard ' Wm-li'-ri ^,^'" ^ ^o white?

I he heard me !

" ^^ ""'*'

j

^'>>' ^"'^'^ ^^ill seenr the darker. Hence
i God, that I were in some wide, was'c

''

f^'''.;./
^"

field

With nothing but my battle-axe and him
'

ACT irr
1" spatter his brains! ^,Vhy let earth' SCFVP r ^r've, gulf in

I

•^^^•^^' ^--TnKlviNr/sPAMrn
These cursed Normans-yea and mine'

I-<'NI>(,..n.

m own self. Kixi; Fnwv'ii) /
'

I

rieave heaven, and send thy saints that' '''"'
^'^'-'^i./^l^^^i^.'^trif n'

|I.v'n to their faces, 'If ye side with' I-oputx. Akc„;:;^^ '^:^

I
Uae not noble.' How their pointed Sli-anJ c:, •

I fingers
^"'',

'"^'^J'^, .
^'«i;'"{? or dying there

.

^Glared at me I Am I Harold H.rold Th.n
^^ ^'"^ ^'^ '''-^'l'.

'
"""'^'' ^''^^^

^^J
e'-^-'^t Council wait to crowi,

|0r our great Godwin? Lo : I touch Come I'^Ir'';!; ,nime arms,
,

'"^''tr, 1 na\e a j)owcr

;

My limbs -they are not mine-thev are T1,pv .,11 .
f^^ Ilarold.

I

a liar's- ^ ""^
I i^"""

'"'^ "^^'' ^^^ I ^rn close to thee
^ mean to be a liar-I am not bound -

^^"gl'-^nd-I, old shrivell'd Stigand,

Stigand shall give me absolution for it- ' Drv .c
'

,

,

Wd the chest move? did it move ' lam'
,"" "'oo^'-fungus on a dead

utter craven! 't,
''"'

thee,

EutcrV.KG^. Ask me for this at thy most need, son

00 I wdl.narold. Where they eat dead men's
fl-.'sh, and drink their blood

1/age. My lord-

! HarojJ, T \r

is so spiced

[masks all this.

you I Norman cookery

If

Stigand. Red gold-a hundred purses
—yea, and more !

canst make a wholesome use of
these

To chink against the J
believi

^'orman, I do

TT

'm
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My old crook'd spine would bud out two

young wings

To fly to heaven straight with.

Harold, Thank thee, father !

Thou art English, Edward too is English

now,

He hath clean repented of hi:^ Nur-

nianism.

A twilight conscience lighted thro' a

chink ;

Thine by the sun ; nay, by some sun to be,

When all the world hath learnt to speak

the Irutli,

And lying were self murder by that stale

Which was the exception.

Harchl. That sun may God speed 1

Stii^and, Ay, as the libciiiiie repents .Sti^iind. Come, Harolil, shake tlio

wlio cannot

Make done undone, \\hcn tluo' his dying

sense

.Shrills ' lost thro' tliee.' Tlicy have

built their castles here ;

cloud off

!

J/arold. Can I, father ?

Our Tosiig parted cursing me an!

lingland ;

i

Our sister hates us fur his banishment

;

Our priories are Xorman ; the Xonnan lie hatli gone to kindle Xorw.ay against

adder
|

England,

Hath bitten us ; we are poison'd : uur And Wulfnoth is alone in Normandy.

dear England

Is demi-Norman. He I-
-

{Pointing to King Edward, sleeping.

Harold, I would I were

As holy and as passionless as he !

That I might rest as calmly ! Look at

him

—

The rosy face, and long down-silvering

beard,

The brows unwrinkled as a summer

mere.

—

Stigand. A summer mere w ith sudden

wreckful gusts

From a side -gorge. Passionless? How
he flamed

When Tostig's angcr'd earldom flung

him, nay.

He fain had calcined all Northumbria

To one black ash, but that thy patriot

passion

Siding with our great Council against

Tostig,

Out-passion'd his ! Holy i ay, ay, for-

For when I rode with William down to

Harfleur,

'Wulfnoth is sick,' he said ;
' he cannot

follow;'

Then with that friendly-fiendly smile of

his,

' We have learnt to love him, let him a

little longer

Remain a hostage for the loyalty '•

Of Godwin's house,' As far as touches

Wulfnoth

I tliat so prized plain word and nakei

truth

Have sinn'd against it—all in vain.

Leofivin, Good brotlior,

By all the truths that ever priest haih

preach'd,

Of all the lies that ever men have lied,

Thine is the pardonablest.

Harold. May be so!

I think it so, I think I am a fool

To think it can be otherwise th.an so.

Stigand. Tut, tut, I have absolve

thee ; dost thox! scorn me.

A conscience for his own soul, not liis ! Because I had my Canterbury paliimn

realm

;

From one whom they dispoped ?
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Harold. Ko, Stigand, no I

i^tt^anJ. Is naked truth actable in
true life ?

I have heard a saying of thy father
Godwin,

That, were a man of state nakedly true
Mon would but take him for the 'craftier

liar.
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And shot out sidelong boughs across the
deep

;

That dropt themselves and rooted in far
'

isles
I

Royond rr,y seeing
: and the great Angel

'

rose

And past again along the highest crying
1 h,. doom of Kngland !'_To".tig, raiseLeofunn. Be men less delicate than

| n.v head •
' XPnU rV""" 7"^

the Devil himself? ,/ /, . ;
^^"^^^ ^'"'''^' S''>!sr/as.

I thought that naked Truth would sl.me I t v T,r tS ,f
.''" '"' """'^

the Devil I n;r',.
The Devil is f,o modest. Tostt'^n ;ii 1

"'""''' ""''''''

Gur//i TT„ „ • , . 1 ^ '"' '"-' '^•'^""'^' ^'^"•vc for Tostitr 'He never sa>d .t ' Ay, raise his head, for thou hast laid itIfojiotn. Be thou not stupid-honest,
brother Gurth !

HaroU Better to be a liar's dog, and
hold

low !

The sickness of our saintly king, for .

whom
My prayers go up as f.ist as my tears fall.My m..,cr honos., ,hn„ l„,i„e .„„ lying ll^SJ^ l^nT ™,?!Z ""^

'fi

cannot

Move one without the other. Edward
wakes !

—

Dazed—he hath seen a vision.

^

f-'^'^'crJ. The green tree ! Harold I'olJlv)

I

Then a great Angel pnst along the highest
j

unrid.lle
' '

^'>''"e^2I_'^
cloom of England,' and at

j

This vision, canst thou?

i
He StJ lleside me, in his grasp , sword ^^^^ (,/,.,,>„ ,. ''"i^'. ,

.

,

Of hghtnmgs. wherewithal he cl.A the n^-'c bui,t\he Lordthouse-ul!."!!:;!!

him.

Harold. Nay-but (he council, and
the king himself,

/,?!.";. V'?'}.
''•"''" '''"'' ''^'<^=^t him.

Ay— Stigand,

tree

From off the bearing trunk, and hurl'd
it from him

Three fields away, and then he dash'd
and drench'd.

He dyed, he soak'd the trunk with
human blood,

And brought the sundcr'd tree again, and
set it

Straight on the trunk, that thus baptized
in blood

Grew ever high and higher, beyond my
seeing.

hath dwelt
In darkness. I have built the Lord a

house

—

Palms, flowers, ixjniegranates, golden
cherubim

With twentycubit wings from wall to
wall

—

I have built tl,o I.onl a house -sinrr
Asaph ! clash

The cymbal, Ileman ! blow the trumpet,
piicst ;

Fall, cloud, and fill the housc-lo ! my
two pillars,

I

T T «
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Jachiii and Boaz I—
[.SVivVf^ Harold ntid Gurtli.

Harold, Gurtli,—where am I?

Where is the charter of cair Westminster?

Stigaiui. It liis beside thee, king,

upon thy bed,

Edward. Sign, sign at once—take,

sign it, Stigand, Aldred !

Sign it, my good son Harold, Gurth, and

Leofwin,

Sign it, my queen !

All. We have sign'd it.

F.d:oard. It is nni-,h'd I

The kijiglicst Abbey in all Christian

lands,

The lordliest, lofiiest minster ever built

To Holy Peter in our English isle I

Let me be buried there, and all our

Edtvard. O friends, I shall not over-
i

live the day.

t^i^'aitd. Why then the throne is

empty. Who inherits?

For tho' we be not bound by the king's voice

In making of a king, yet the king's voice '

Is much toward his making. Who
j

inherits ?

Edgar the Alheling?
I

Edward. No, no, but Harold. I

I love him ; ha hath served me : none
!

but he

Can ru'e all ICngland. Vet tho curse i-:
|

on Iiiui

Eor swearing falsely by those blisscj
j

bones
;

He did not mean to j^ccp his vow.

Harold. Not mean
':igs,

,
To make our England Norman.

And .; : \". just and wise and holy men
[

Edward. Thei spake Godwin,
Th:iv i'( he born hereafter. It is Who hated all the Normans; but their

.>J-::d! I .Saints

Hast i"' I !uad absolution for thine oath?. Have heard thee, Harold.

[To Harold.

Harold. Stigand hath given me abso-

lution for it.

Edilh. Oh ! my lord, my king I

He knew not whom he s«are by.

Edward. Yea, I know
Edward. Stigand is not canonical lie knew not, but those heavenly ears I

enough
|

have heard,

To save thee from the wrath of Norman Their curse is on him ; wilt thou bring
j

Saints.

Stigand. Norman enough ! Be there

no Saints of England
To help us from their brethren yonder?
Edward, Prelate,

The Saints are one, but those of Nor-
manland

Arc mightier than our own. Ask it of

Aldred. [Tt; Harold.

Aldred. It shall be granted him, my
king ; for he

Who vows a vow to strangle his own
mother

Ts guiltier keeping this, than breaking it.

another,

Edith, upon his head ?

Edith. No, no, not I,
I

Edward. Why then, thou must nol i

wed him.

Harold. Wherefore, wherefore'

Edward. O son, when thou didst tell

me of thine oath,

I sorrow'd for my random promise given

To yon fox-lion. I did not dream then

I should be king.—My oon, the S.iimi

are virgins

;

They love the white rose of virginity,

The cold, white lily blowing in her ce!
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I have been myselfa virgin; and! sware
ro consecrate my virgin here to heaven-
Hie silent, cloister'd, solitary life
A life of life-long prayer against theatric
1 hat hcs on thee and Kngland.

Lck,ard. Treble denial of the tonmie
of flesh.

Like I'eter's when he fell, and thou wilt
have

To wail for it like Peter. O my son '

Are all oaths to be broken then, a]]
promises

Ma<le in our agony for help from heaven'
Son, there is one v ho loves thee : and a

wife.

What matters who, so she be serviceablem all obedience, as mine own hath
been :

God bless tliee, wctldcd daughter.
{Laying his hand on the Queen's head

^^"';"- Wess thou too
Tha brother whom I love beyond the restMy l)anish'd Tostig.

Ed,,ard. All the sweet Saints
bless him ;

Spare and forbear him, Harold, if he

!

con)cs !

And let him pass unscathed
; he loves i

me, Harold ! I

Be kindly to the Normans left among us,
\\ ho follow'd me for love ! and dear son

swear
'

When thou art king, to see my solemn
vow

Accomplish'd.

Harold Nay, dear lord, for I have
sworn

iVot to swear falsely twice.
L.^hvard. Thou «ilt not swear?
Iiarold. I cannot.
iidxvard. Then on thcc remains

the curse,

Harold if thou enibrace her: and on thee!"
I-fl'th. if thou abide it,—

L/'/zMung sxvoom; Edith /,//x and
kneels by Ihe eoiuh.

Sligand.

Death?
. .

Idarcld.

Edith !

Aldrcd.

He hath swoon'd
as yet a breath.

Look u]) ! look up
;

Confuse her not ; she hath
hegun

Her Mfc-long prayer for thee.
Ald,.yt!u o noble Harold,iNmiid thou couldst have sworn.

A^m, ^J^'hine own pleasure?
^^l^i-yth. ^o, but to please our dying

kmg, and thoseking, and those
Who n,ake thy goo.I their own-all

England, Eail.

Aldrcd I would thou couldst have
sworn. Our holy king

Hath given his virgin lamb to Holy
Church ^

To save thee from the curse.
Harold. ^\~.^

IT- ,
^^^^

• poor man.
II's promise brought it on me.AIdred. ,.

I

luller

J

To find a means whereby the curse might
glance ^

i

F''°m thee and England

I

^^Mrd The more the love, the
'

ni'ghtier is the pr.iyer •

The more the love, the more 'acceptable

1
he sacrifice of both your loves to heavenNo sacrifice to heaven, „o help from

heaven

;

That runs thro' all the faiths of all the
world.

And sacrifice there must be, for the king
r^ holy, and hath talk'd with Qod, and

seen
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646 HAROLD. ACT III.

A shadowing horror, there are signs in

heaven

—

Harold. Your comet came and went.
AUred. A.nd signs on earth !

Knowest thou Senlac hill ?

Harold. I know all Sussex
;

A good entrenchment for a perilous hour !

Aldrcd. Pray God that come not

suddenly ! There is one
Who passing by that hill three nights ago—
He shook so that he scarcf could out

with it

—

Heard, heard

—

Harold. The wind in his hair ?

Aldred. A ghostly horn
Blowing continually, and faint battle-

hymns,

And cries, and clashes, and the groans of

men :

And dreadful shadows strove upon the hill.

And dreadful lights crept up from out

the marsh

—

Corpse-candles gliding over nameless
graves

—

Harold. At Senlac?

Aldrcd. Senlac.

Edward (waking), Senlac ! Sanguelac,
The Lake of Blood I

Stigand. This lightning before death
Plays on the word,—and Normanizes too

!

Harold. Hush, father, hush !

Edward. Thou uncanonical fool,

Wilt thou play with the thunder ? North
and South

Thunder together, showers of blood are

blown

Before a never ending blast, and hiss

Against the blaze they cannot quench—

a

lake,

A sea of blood—we are drown'd in blood
—for God

Has fiH'd the quiver, and Death has
drawn the bow—

Sanguelac ! Sanguelac ! the arrow ! the
arrow ! [Z?/b.

Stigand. It is the arrow of death in

his own heart—
And our great Council wait to crown thee

King.

SCENE n.—In the Garden. The
King's House near London.

Edith. Crown'd, crown'd and lost,

crortrn'd King—and lost to me !

{Singing.)

Two young lovers in winter weather.
None to guide them,

Walk'd at night on the misty heather

;

Night, as black as a raven's feather;
Both were lost and found together,

|

None beside them,
!

That is the bunhen of it—lost and found \

Together in the cruel river Swale
Ahundred years ago; and there's another,

Lost, lost, the light of day.

To which the lover answers lovingly

• I am beside thee.'

Lost, lost, we have lost the way.
'Love, I will guide thee.' '

Whither, O whither ? into the river,

Where we two may be lost together.

And lost for ever ? ' Oh ! never,

oh ! never,

Tho' we be lost and be found to-

gether.'

Some think they loved within the pale

forbidden

By Holy Church : but who shall say?

the truth

Was lost in that fierce North,, where%
were lost,

Where aU good things are lost, where

Tostig lost
j

,«
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SCENE ir. HAROLD.

The good hearts of his people. It i

Harold J

i- i " 1

(^«Ar Harold.)

Harold the King

!

Harold. Call me not King, but
Harold.

Edith. Nay, thou art King !

Harold. Thine, thine, or King
or churl

!

My girl, thou hast been weeping : turn
not thou

Thy face away, but rather let me be
::ing ofthe moment to tliee, and commi.nd
That kiss my due when subject, which

will make
My kingship kinglier to me than to reign
King of the world without it.

.^'-^f-
/.k me not.

Lest I should yield it, and the second
curse

Descend upon thine head, and thou be
only

King of the moment over England.
Harold. ttj.-h,

Ti I ,
Jt-dith,

Tlio somewhat less a king to my true self
Than ere they crown'd me one, fori have

lost

Somewhat of uprigh^ stature thro' mine
oath.

Vet thee I would not lose, and sell not
thou

Our living passiomor a dead man's dream :

Stigand believed he knew not what he
spake.

OJ,
God

! I cannot help it, but at times
Ihey seem to me too narrow, all the faiths
Uf t.as grown world of ours, whose baby

eye

Saw them sufficient. Fool and wise, I
fear

This curse, and scorn it. Bat a little
hght !—

647

And on it falls the shadow of the priest •

Heaven yield us more ! for better,
Woden, all

Our cancell'd warrior-gods, our rrim
Walhalla,

^^

Eternal war, than that the Saints at peace
The Holiest of our Holiest one should be
This Wi.liam's fellow-tricksters ;~better

die

Than credit this, for death is death, or else
Lifts us beyond the lie. Kiss me-thou

art not

A holy sister yet, my girl, to fear
There might be more than brother in my

kiss.

And more than sister in thine own

Harold. Scared by the church-
' Love for a whole life long

'

When was that sung ?

Edith. Here to the nightingales.
Harold. Their anthems of no church,

how sweet they are !

Nor kinglypriest, norpriestly kingtocross
1 heir biihngs ere they nest.

E<ii^h- They are but of spring,
iftey fly the winter change-not so wUh

us—
No wings to come and go.
Harold But wing'd s-uls flying

Beyond all change and in tlic eternal
distance

To settle on the Truth.
^dii't- They are not so true,
iney change their mates.
Harold. Do they ? I did not know it.
Edith. They say thou art to wed the

Lady Aldwyth.
Harold. They say, they say.

.^f^'-.
If this be politic.

And well for thee and England-and for
her—

Care not for me who love thee.

mM

'm\

M'i

.X.'\
iT
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648 HAROLD. ACT III.

Gui-th (calling). Harold, Harold!

Harold. The voice of Gurth ! (Enter

GuRiH.) Good even, my good

brother !

Gurth. Good even, gentle Edith.

Edith. Good even, Gurth.

Gurth, 111 news hath come ! Our
hapless brother, Tostig

—

He, and the giant King of Norway,

Harold

Hardrada—Scotland, Irelanrl, Iceland^

Orkney,

Arc landed North of Humber, and in a

field

So packt with carnage that the dykes and

brooks

Were bridged and damm'd with dead,

have overthrown

Morcar and Edwin.

Harold. Well then, we must

fight.

How blows the wind ?

Gurth. Against St, Valery

And William.

Harold. Well then, we will to the

North.

Gurth. Ay, but worse news : this

William sent to Rome,
Swearing thou swarest falsely by his

Saints :

The Pope and that Archdeacon Ililde-

brand

His master, heard him, and have sent him
back

A holy gonfanon, and a blessed hair

Of Peter, and all France, all IJargundy,

Poitou, all Christendom is raised against

thee

;

He hath cursed thee, and all those who
fight for thee,

And given thy realm of England to the

bastard.

Harold. Ha ! ha !

Edith. Oh : laugh not ! . . . Strange

and giiaslly in the gloom
And shadowing of this doul)le thunder-

cloud

That lours on England—laughter !

Harold. No, not strange I

This was old human laughter in old Rome
Before a Pope was born, when that which

. .gn'd

Call'd itself God.—A kindly rendering

Of ' Render unto Caesar.' The
Good Shepherd !

Take this, and render that.

Gurth. They have taken York.

Harold. The Lord was God and caire

as man—the Pope

Is man and comes as God.—York taken?

Gurth. Ye.i,

Tostig hath taken York !

Harold. To Yoi.c then. Edith,
i

Hadst thou been braver, I had better

braved

All—but I love thee and thou me—and

that

Remains beyond all chances and allj

church
j

And that thov .irest. !

Edith. Ay, but take back thy ring,

It burns my hand—a curse to thee and me.

I dare not wear it.

[Proffers Harold the ring, rvhich he takes.

Harold. But I dare. God with thee!

[Exeunt Harold and Gurth.

Edith. The King hath cursed him, if

he marry me

;

The Pope hath cursed him, marr>' me or

no !

God help me ! I know nothing—can bul

pray

For Harold—pray, pray, pray—no help

but prayer,

A i)reath that fleets beyond this iron world.

And touches Him that made it.
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SCENE I. HAROLD.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—In Nortiii'mbri.x.

ARCHniaiwpALDRED, MoRCAR, Edwin-
and Forces. £„(cr Harold, zyj
standard 0/ t/ie golden Dragon of JVcs-
sex preceding him.

Harold. \Vhat
! are thy people sullen

from defeat ?

Our Wessex dragon flies beyond theHumber,

No voice to greet it.

Edwin. Let not our great king
Believe us su'len-only shamed to the

quick
j

Before the king-as having been so bruised
'

By Harold, kmg ofNorway ; but cur help
Is Harold, king of England. Pardon us

thou

!

'

Our silence is our reverence for the
king

!

I

Harold. Earl of the Mercians .' if the'
truth be gall,

j

Cram me not thou with honey, when our
good hive I

Needs every sting to save it.

^rf'";, „. Aldwyth
! Aldwyth !

Harold. Why cry thy people on thy
sister's name ?

Monar. She hath won upon our
people thro' her beauty,

And pleasantness among them.
j

!?'"';'. ^ Ardwyth,"Aldwyth!|
Harold. They shout as they would

'

have her for a queen.
Morcar. She hath followed with our

host, and suffcr'd all,

Harold. What would ye, men ?
^'"ice. Our old Northumbrian

crown.
And kings ofour own choosing.
Harold. Vr..,..^,i 1« our old crown

"49

Were little help without our Saxon cari^
Against Hardrada.

Voice. Little ! we are Danes,
^^ho conquer'd what we walk on, our

own field.

Harold. They have been plotting here !

,T . [Aside,

n,, n^,
"e calls us little !

Harold The kingdoms of this world
hegan with little,

A hill, a fort, a city-that reach'd a handDown to the field beneath it. « Be thou
mine,'

Thentothenext,'ThouaIso!'
Ifthefield

Cned out 'I am mine own; 'another hill
|Orfort,orcity, took it, and the first

j

i'cU, and the next became an Empire
I owe. '

Thouart but a West Saxon : -u..are Danes I
'

I

Harold. My mother is a Dane, and I
am English

;

There is a pleasant fable in old books,
^e take a stick, and break it; bind a score
All in one faggot, snap it over knee,
» e cannot.

Foic-e. Hear ^ing Harold .' he
says true !

Harold. ^Vouldyebex\orsemen?
rotas. ^Tq

j

Harold. n.. -NT

T' .
*-*' Norman.'

I / oiees. ..

,

j

Harold. Snap not the faggot-band then.'
/ owe. rp, ^ .

,. . ,
,

fhat IS true !

!

I^onr. Ay, but thou art not kinjrlv '

only grandson
To Wulfnoth, a poor cow-herd

Wnnn'fi
This old Wulfnoth

^^ ould take me on his knees and tell me
tales

Of Alfred and of Athelstan the Great
\\hodroveyouDanes;andyethehcId

that Dane,
Jute, Angle, Saxon, were or should be all

'*
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One England, for this cow-herd, hke my
father,

Who shook the Norman scoundrels eff

the throne,

Had in him kingly thoughts—a king of

men.

Not made but bom, like the great king

of all,

A hght among ihe oxen.

Voice. That is true !

Voice. Ay, and I love him now, for

mine own father

Was great, and cobbled.

Voice. Thou art Tostig's brother.

Who wastes the land.

Harold. This brother comes to save

Your land from waste ; I saved it once

before.

For when your people banish'd Toslig

hence,

And Edward wo"i^ have sent a host

against you.

Then I, who loved my brother, bad the

king

WTio doted on him, sanction your decree

Of Tostig's banishment, and choice of

Morcar,

To help the realm from scattering.

Voice. King ! thy brother.

If one may dare to speak the truth, was

wrong'd.

Wild was he, born so : but the plots

against him
Had madden'd tamer men.

Morcar. Thou art one of those

Who brake into Lord Tostig's treasure-

house

And slew two hundred of his following.

And now, when Tostig hath come back

with power,

Arc frighted back to Tostig.

Old Thane. Ugh ! Plots and feuds !

This is my ninetieth birthday. Can ye not

Be brethren ? Godwin still at feud with

Alfgar,

And Alfgar hates King Harold. Plots

and feuds 1

This is my ninetieth birthday !

"

Harold. Old man, Harold

Hates nothing ; not his- fault, if our two

houses

Be less than brothers.

Voices. Aldwyth, Harold, Aldwyth !

Harold. Again ! Morcar ! Edwin

!

What do they mean ?

Edwin. So the good king would deign

to lend an ear

Not overscornful, we might chance—per-

chance

—

To guess their meaning.

Morcar. Thine own meaning, Harold,

Tomake all England one, to close all feuds,

Mixing our bloods, that tlience a king

may rise

Half-Godwin and half-Alfgar, one to rule

All England beyond question, beyond

quarrel.

Harold. Who sow'd this fancy here

among the people ?

Morcar. Who knows what sows itself

among the people ?

A goodly flower at times.

Harold, The Queen of "
• ales ?

Why, Morcar, it is all but duty in her

To hateme ; I have heard she hates me.

Morcar. j^g

'

For I can swear to that, but cannot swear

That these will follow thee against (he

Norsemen,

If thou deny them this.

Harold. Morcar and Edwin,

When will ye cease to plot against my

house ?

Edjuin. The king can scarcely dream

that we, who know
His prowess in the mountains of the West,
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SCENE I. irAROLD.

Should care to plot against liim in the
North,

Morcar. Who dares arn,ign us, king,
of such a plot ?

Harold. Ye heard one witne-;? even now.
Morcar. The craven

*'

There is a faction risen again for Toslig,
j
>.enever_oh: good ^

no'tiovr"'
^""^'-^y-fright

I

His conqueror conqi;

Harold. Morcar and Edwin, will ye,
if I yield.

Follow against the Norseman ?

Morcar. Surely, surely !

Harold. Morcar and Edwin, will ye
upon oath,

Help us against the Norman ?

Morcar. With good will

;

Yea, take the Sacrament upon it, king.
Harold. Where is thy sister ?

Mor Tr. Somewhere hard at hand.
Call and she comes.

\Onegoes out, then cuter Aldwyth.
Harold. I doubt not but thou knowest

Why thou art summon'd,
Aldwyth. Why ?-I stay with these,

Lest thy fierce Tostig spy me out alone,
And flay me all alive.

Harold Canst thou love one
Who did discrown thine husband, unqueen

thee ?

Didst thou not love thine husband ?
AKhvyth. Oh ! my lord,

1 he nimble, wild, red, wiiy, savage king-
That was, my lord, a match of policy
Harold

^v,,5ijp
I knew him brave ; he loved his land : he

fain

Had made hergreat : his finger on her harp
(I heard him more than once) had in it

i

Wales,
I

Her floods, her woods, her hilLs

been his.

^\

I had been all Welsh.

Aldwyth. Oh, ay-ail We!sh~and yet
i saw thee drive him up his hills-and

women
Cling to the conquer'd, if they love, the

more
;

If not, they cannot hate the conqueror
\\ enever-oh

: good Morcar, speakforus,
"IS conqueror conquer'd Aldwyth.
Harold. r^^ji
- <joodly news !

Morcar. Debt it not thou ! Since
Gnffyth's head was sent

lo Edward, she hath said it.

Harold. T 1 ,, ,,

c,
I I.ad rather

She would have loved he- husl>and.
Aldwyth, Aldwyth,

Canst thou love me, Uiou knowing where
I love ?

Aldwyth. I can, my lord, for mine
own sake, for thine.

For England, for thy poor white dove
who flutters

'

Between thee and the porch, but then
would find

Her nest within the cloister, and be still.
Harold Canst thou love one, who

cannot love again ?

Aldwyth. Full hope have I that love
will ansM-er love.

Harold Then in the name of the
great God, so be it !

Come, Aldred, join our hands before the
hosts.

That all may see.

[Aldred joins the hands of Harold
and Aldwyth and blesses them.

Voices. Harold, Harold and Aldwyth!
Hatvld. Set forth our golden Diagon,

let him flap

The wings that beat down Wales !

Advance our Standard of the Warrior,
had r Dark among gems and gold ; and thou,

brave banner,

I
Blaze like a night of fatal star^ on those

m
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Who read their doom and die.

Where lie the Norsemen ? on the Dcr-
went ? ay

At Stamford-bridge.

Morcar, collect thy men ; Edwin, my
friend

—

Thou lingeiest.—Gurth,

—

Last night King Edward came to me in

dreams

—

The rosy face and long down-silvcring

beard—
lie told me I should conquer :

—

I am no woman to put faith in dreams.

(To his army).

Last night King Edward came to mc in

dreams,

And told me we sliould conquer.

Voices. Forward ! Forward !

Harold and Holy Cross !

Aldayth. The day is won !

Free thee or slay thee, Norway will have

SCENE IL—A Plain. Before the
Battle of Stamford-Bridge.

Harold and his Guard.

Harold. Who is it comes this way ?

Tostig? (Enter Tostig -with a
smallforce. ) O brother,

What art thou doing here ?

Tostig. I am foraging
For Norway's army.

Harold. I could take and slay thee.

Thou art in arms against us.

Tostig. Take and slay me,
For Edward loved me.

Harold. Edward bad me spare thee.

Tostig. I hate King Edward, for he
join'd with thee

To drive me outlaw'd. Take and slay

me, I say,

Or I shall count thee fool.

Harold. Take thee, or free thee,

war
;

No man would strike with Tostig, save
for Norway.

Thou art nothing in thine England, save

for Norway,

Who loves not thee but war. What dost

ttou here.

Trampling thy mother's bosom intoblood ?

Tostig. She hath wcan'd me from it

with such bitterness.

I come for mine own Earldom, my
Nortliumbria

;

Thou hast given it to the enemy of our

house.

Harold. Nortli.nnbria threw thee ofiT,

she will not have thee,

Thou hast misused her : and, O crowning
,

crime !

Hast murder'd thine own guest, the son 1

of Orm,
Game], at thine own hearth.

Tostig. The slow, fat fool 1

1

He drawl'd and prated so, I smote him

suddenly,

I knew P'-t what I did. He held with

Morcar.

—

I hate myself for all things that I do.

Harold. And Morcar holds with us,

Come back with him.

Know wliat thou dost ; and we may find

for thee.

So thou be chasten'd by thy banishment,
Some easier earldom.

Tostig. What for Norway then?

'

He looks for land among us, he and his,
|

Harold. Seven feet of English land,

or something more,
Seeing he is a giant.

Tostig That is noble!
That sounds of Godwin.

Harold. Come thou back, and Ik

Once more a son of Godwin.
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id among us, he and Iii,<,

en feet of English land,

biiig more,

iant.

Thnt is noble

!

Godwin.

Cnmc thou back, and be

1 of Godwin.

I

~
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HAROLD,

Tostig (/«;.,„ away). Q brother,
brother,

O Ifarold—

//aroA/ (laying his luxnd on Toslin's
sho„Uh-y). N..y then, come thou
back to us !

Tostig (after a pause turni>,^ to ki„i)
Never shall any man say that l"
that Tostig

• injured the mightier Harold from his
r\orth

To do the battle for me here in England.
Then left him for the meaner ! thee •-
Thou hast no passion for the House of

wodwin

—

Thou hast but cared to make thyself a
king—

Thou hast sold me for a ciy --
Thou gavest thy voice against me in the

Louncil—
I hate thee, and despise thee, and deFy

thee. '

Farewell for ever ! r r- •

Harold. On to Stamford-bridg^i

SCENE HI.
After the Battle op STAMFoun-

Bridge. Banquet.
Harold and ALDvvvTir. Gurth
Leokw,.v. Morcar, Emvi.v. 2
"Z^/- Earls a«,/ Thanes.

^-V.x. Hail
!

Harold
! Aldwyth ! hail,

bridegroom and bride

'

Aldnyth (uxlkiug ,oitk Harold). An-
swer them thou .'

'^"^ our mairiage-banquet? Would
the wmes

S;\'f'""''"^^'^'"^°'^-upsnictory. and our marriage and thv s>\LBeen drunk together -these poor 'hands
out sew,

<>VS

Spin, broider-would thaT'they were
man's to have held

The battle-axe by thee I

Harold. T),«,.a -

\Vh,>n 1 • , *
"^"^e aw a moment

^^'^'-"
'^'"ff f°^«d aloof from all n.y
guard, '

And striking at Hardrada and his mad-men
I had wish'd for any weapon.

Ald-uiyth. wx
Harold Ti, ,

^^'y'lrt thou sad?
'

.; ,J^^^eJostthel,oywhopJayd
"t ball with me, ^ ^

''""
7;;;"

^^-e"t -other fight than

Of Stamford-bridge

^J^uytA. Ay! ay! thy victories

side"'"
^°"" ^''''"' ^'^^" ^' "•>•

Heconquer'd with thee.

f^^rold. No_thc chiknsh fistThat cannot strike again.
"""'^" ''^^

Aldwyth 'PL

Why didJ' ft, 1

^'^o" art too kindly,hy d^dsMhou let so .any NorsenJn

Thy fierce forekings had clench'd their
pirate hides

To the bleak church doors, like kites u,c.
a barn. ^

Harold Is there so great a need to
^^^^ thee why?

AUjoyth. Yea, am I not thy wife?
lorces. Hail, Harold, Aldwyth-

Bridegroom and bride !

^ "

Ahhiyth. Answer them ! [ To Harold

^""ttl'f- ^-^-ndTlresi
Full thanks for your fair greeting of „,y

Earls, jnnnes, and all our count^men!

^e han a .tar among the goldenest hoursOf Aired, or of Edward his great son
Or Athelstaa, or English IroSide '
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Who fought with Knut, or Knut who
coming Dane

Died English. Every njan about his king

Fought hke a king ; the king Hkc his own
man,

No better ; one for all, and all for one,

One soul ! and therefore Iiave we shattcrM

back

The hugest wave from Xorseland ever

yet

Surged on us, and our battle-axes broken

The Raven's wing, and dumb'd his carrion

croak

From the gray sea for ever. Many are

gone

—

Drink to the dead who died for us, the

living

Who fought and would have died, but

happier lived.

If happier be to live ; they both have life

In the large mouth of England, till her

voice

Die with the world. 1 Tail—hail

!

Jiforcar. May all invaders perish like

Ilardrada

!

All traitors fail like Tosllg

!

\y1/l drink but \U\oU.

AUuyt/i. Thy cup's full

!

Harold. I saw the hand of Tostig

cover it.

Our dear, dead, traitor-brother, Tostig,

him

Reverently we buried. Friends, had I

been here.

Without too large self- lauding I must hold

The sequel had been other than his league

With Norway, and this battle. Pcice be

with him

!

He was not of the worst. If there be

those

At banquet in this hall, and hearing me

—

For there be those I fear who pnck'd the

lion

To make him spring, that sight of Danish

blood

Might serve an end not English—peace
with them

Likewise, if they can be at peace with what
God gave us to divide us from the wolf!

Ahkiyth (aside to Harold). Make not

our Morcar sullen : it is not wise.

Harold. I fail to the living who fought,

the dead who fell

!

Voices. Hail, hail

!

First T/iaiie. How ran that answer

which King Harold gave

To his dead namesake, when he ask'd for

England ?

Leo/win. 'Seven feet of English earth, I

or something more,
!

Seeing he is a giant
!

'

j

First Tliaue. Then for the bastard

Six feet and nothing more !
j

Lcofwin. Ay, but belike

Thou hast not learnt his measure.

First Thane. liy St. Edmund
I over-measure hirn. Suund sleep to the

man
Here by dead \(»rway wiUmut dream or

dawn !

Second Thane. What is he bragging

still th.it lie will come

To thrust our Harold's throne from under

'

him?

My nurse would tell me of a moleliili

crying

To a mountain ' St.and aside and room for

me I

'

First Thane. Ect him come I let liir.)

come. Here's to him, sink cr

swim

!

[Driiit

Second Thane. God sink him !

First Thane. Cannot hands whicl

had the strength
j

T® shove that stranded iceberg off oe !

shores,
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'

Then for the bastard
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|

Ay, but belike

learnt his measure.

By St. Edmund
: hirn. Sound sleep to the
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Here's to him, sink cr

\prinh.

e, God sink him !

'

•. Cannot hands whici'

strength

stranded iceberg off cur

SCKNE in. IIAKOLD.

And send the fhatter'd North again to sea,
Scuttle his cockle-shell? What's Brun-

nnburg

To Stamford -bridge? a war-crash, and so
hard,

6S:

.vnf'"''-'^'"" ^''^"'^O'- My lord the King!
^\.lllam the iNorman, for the wind had

changed—
Ifarold. I felt it in the middle of that

fierce fight-^^ ^. s.. o„„«.„, .„ .s, .,„Jp,X. w,.,,„„.„,„,„o„,,
liy God, we thought him dead- but ,1,1. 'rr

'^
v

oklThor
^•"^•'''' l'Uton.| naucfrom P^^e^.s^y, Lamlcdat

Heard his own thunder again and wnln ' ir.,,! '''^''''f
'•y-I ''in> f''^'-'' Pevensey-

and came ^
'

'^^ "
T*'^"^''

•'^" '^^ '•'I'hI at Pevensey

Among us again, and mark'd the son? of
those

^Vho made this Britain England, break
the North :

Mark'd how the war-axe swang,
Heard how the war-horn sang,
Mark'd how the spear-head sprang,
Heard how the shield-wall rang.
Iron on iron clang,

Anvil on hammer bang

Second Thavf. Hammer on anvil,
hammer on anvil. Old dog.

Thou art drunk, old dog

!

Hath harried mine own cattle-God con.
found him

!

I have ridden night and day from Pevcn-

I
the North: a ,i,. ""^^T ,..

j

A thousand sh>ps-a hundred thousand
men—

Thousands of horses, like as many lions
Neighing and roaring as they leapt to

land

—

Harold How oft in coming hast thou
broken bread ?

Thane from Pr.ensey. Some thrice, I

or so.

C^i^l"'i'n r
^''"^ "'" ^^y '"^llowness

r- ,^, ^ °
I

" """' ^"" ^''''^- i'^'»i"e is fear, were^rsf nam-. Too drunk to fight v, '(h ' '' ''"t

C *l''';
I

Of iH-ing starved. Si, down, sit .lownSecond Thane. Fight thou with thine

'

^n^' cat,
''"'

k'..
.°'y"/°"'^'<^' "°t ^vith me, -"^l. when again red-bloode<l, speakIveep that for Norman William

!

|

again;
'

Fmt Thane. Down with William !
(••^^'"'') The men that ^n.arded Enrr-

lln.l «„ .1,- r. ..
'

<»Third Thane. The washerwoman's
brat

!

Foinih Thane. The tanner's bastard '

Tifth Thane. Tlie Falaise byblow !

\Entera Ihwacjrom Pez'ensev, sAjl-
ter'd -with mud.

Harold. Ay, but what late guest,
^'S haggard as a fast of forty davs

Jand to the South
Were scatter'd to the liarvest. ... No

power mine
To hold their force togetlicr.

. . . Many
are fall<.>n

At Slamford-bridge.
. . . the people

stupid-sura

Sleep like their.swine in South and
North at onceAnd caked and plaster'd with a hundred II could nofb;

mires,
j

,
'

"ath stumbled on our cups? ^ "^!'} •

^"'"'' ^'*^^''"«''"' ^^o'-^ar,

r '

't

r
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656 HAROLD.
ACT V,

{Poiittins to the fevclUrs.) Tlic curse of

England! these are tirown'd i

wassail,

And cannot see the world but thro' their

wines !

Leave thein I and thee too, Aldwyth,
must I leave-

Harsh is the news! hard is our honey-
moon !

Thy pardon. ( r«;v////;- roiitui (0 his

To do with England's choice of her ow;i
king ?

Margot. Earl, the first Christian
Casar drew to the East

To leave the Pope dominion in the West.
He gave him all the kingdoms of the West.
HaroU. So ! did he ? -Earl-1 have

a mind to play

The William with thine eyesight ind thy
\

tongue.

r. VefotT'
'" ''-a-'t,i:arl-ay-.ho«.rt but a messenger of

"P . . . Ve four !

And thou, my carrier-pigeon of black news,
Cram thy crop full, but ome when thmi

art call'd, [/:'.v/V IlaroM.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—A Tknt on a Mound,
FROM WHICH CAN UK SF.KX TIIK
Field ok .Seni.ac.

Harold, sitting; by hiinstniiJingUvcn
MARGOTMt'Monk, Glrtii, Leofwin.

Ifarolii. Refer my cause, my crown
to Rome ! . . . Tiic wolf

Mudded the brook and predetermined all.

Monk,

Thou hast said thy say, and had my
constant 'No'

For all but instant battle. I hear no
more.

Margot. Hear me ag.-iin-for the last

time. Arise,

Scatter thy people home, descend the hill.

Lay hands of full allegiance in thy Lord's
And crave his mercy, for the Holy Father
Hath given this realm of England to the-

Normau.
Harold, Then for the last time, monk,

I ask again

When had the Lateran and the Holy
Father

William.

I am weary -go ; make me not wroth
with thee !

Margot. Mock-king, I am the mes-
senger of (Jod,

His Norman Daniel ! Mcne, Mcne, i

Tckcl !
I

Is thy wrath Hell, that I should spare to i

cr)-,
I

Von heaven is wroth with ///<v? Hear
'

me again !

Our Saints have moved the Church that

moves ihe world,

And all the Ilea.ens and very God : they

heard—
They know King Edward's promise and \

thine—thine.
Harold. Should they not know free

England crowns herself?
Not know that he nor I had power to

!

promise ?

Not know that Edward canceli'd his own
promise ?

And for my part therein—Back to that

J^gRler, {Risin^^.

Tell him the Saints are nobler than he

dreams.

Tell him that God is nobler than the

Saints,

And tell him we stand arm'd on Seniac

Hi!!,

And bide the doom of God.
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SCE.NE t.

hakold.

Marmot. „e„ it ,hro''mc.
The realm for which thou ait forsworn is

cursed,

The b.ibo enwonjb'd and at the breast is
cursed,

The corpse tho;. whehncst with tninc
earth is cursed,

The soul who (ighteth on thy side iscursed
1 he seed thou sowest in thy field is cursed'
The steer wherewitli thou plowest thy

field is cursed.

The fowl that fleeth o'er thy field iscursed,
And thou, usurper, liar—
Harold Out, bea>l monk!,
\LtfUng his luvul to slrilx /.h,,
Gurth stops the blino.

I ever hated monks.
'1/'":^-^/. I am but a voice

Among you
: murder, martyr nic if yc

will -
^

I/orol.i. Thanks, (Jurlh • The
simple, silent, selfless man

Is worth a world of tongucstcr.s. (7h
Margot.) Get thee gone :

He means the thing he s.iys. .Sec him
out safe !

Lcofeoin. He hath blown himself as
red as fire with curses,

An honest fool ! lollow mo, honest fool,
But if thou blurt thy curse among our folk
I know not-I may give that egg-bald

head

The tap that silences.

^^'""^"'-
, 'Sechimouts.-ife.

[Lxciiiit I.eofwin ,vi<l Margot
("n-th. Thou hast lost thine even i

temper, brother Harold .'
'

I/arolJ. Gurth, when I past hy
Waltham, my foundation

For men who serve the neighbour, not
themselves,

I cast me down prone, pray.'ng
; and,

when I rose.

657

They told me that the Holy Rood had
lonn'd

•\n<l l,..wM above me; whether that
which held it

'r.-idwe.iken'd, and the Rood itself were
' Iwund
To that necessity which binds us down

;NNhethentbow'd at alllnu in their fane;;Or. u bow d, whether it symboIVl ruinOr glory, who shall tell ? but they were
sad,

'

And somewhat sadden'd me.
Gurth. \-

, e r
n,. 11 , > i-'t if a fear,
Oi shadow of a fear, lest the strange

Saints *•

Ry whom thou swarcst, should have
power to balk

Thy puiss.incc in this light with him, who
made

Aiul heard thee swear- brother-/ have
not swor,;—

!M.T'i'f.^,'"'TVr'''"*'''''^'"e.IomfaIl?
."''^'^^"'Ifall, and thou an king •

And, if I win, I win, and thou art l^ng;
Draw thou ,u London, there make

strength to breast
Whatever chance, but leave this day ta

me. '

^^of^fn (cnteru,^^). And waste the
'^"'' about thee as thou goest

And be thy hand as winter on the field,
lo leave the foe no forage.

Harold, ^T 1 1 o
R, , r^. ,

^oble Gurth!
best son of Godwin ! If I fa]], i fall_
llie doom of God: How should the

I'ooplc figlit

When th3 king flies? And, Leofwin,
art thou mad ?

How should the King of England waste
the fields

Of England, his ow n people ?-No glance
yet

Of the Northumbrian helmet on the heath?
II U

J
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Leofivin. No, but a shoal of wives

upon the heath,

And someone saw thy willy-nilly nun
Vying a tress against our golden fern.

And wattled thick with ash and willo.v-

wands

;

Yea, wrought at them myself. Go round

once more
;

Harold. Vying a tear with our cold See all be sound and whole. No Norman
dews, a sigh

With these low-moaning heavens. Let

her be fetch'd.

We have parted from our wife without

reproach,

Tho' we have dived ihro' all her practices

;

And that is well.

Leofwht. I saw here even now :

She hath not left us.

Harold. Nought of Morcar then ?

Gtirt/t. Nor seen, nor heard ; thine,

William's or his own
As wind blows, or tide flows : belike he

watches,

If this war-storm in one of its rough rolls

Wash up that old crown of Northumber-

land.

Harold. I married her for Morcar—

a

sin against

The truth of love. Evil for good, it seems,

Is oft as childless of the good as evil

For evil.

Lcofiuiii. Good for good hath borne

at times

A bastard false as William.

Harold. Ay, if Wisdom
Pair'd not with Good. 15ut I am some-

what worn,

A snatch of sleep were like the peace of

God,

Gurth, Eeofwin, go once more about the

hill—

What did the dead man call it— Sanguelac,

The lake of blood?

I.cofiuin. A lake that dips in William

As well as Harold.

Harold, Like enough. I have seen

The trenches dug, the palisades uprear'd

horse

Can shatter England, standing shield by

shield

;

Tell that again to all.

Gurl/i. I will, good brother,

Harold. Our guardsman hath but

toil'd his hand and foot,

I hand, foot, heart and head, .Some

wine ! {Oite pours ivine into ,

goblet which he hands i$ Harold.)

Too much
What? we must use our battle-axe to

day.

Our guardsmen have slept well, since w

.

came in?

Leoftt'in. Ay, slept and snored

Your second-sighted man
That scared the dying conscience of the

king,

Misheard their snores for groans. They

are up again

And chanting that old song of Brunanburj

Where England conquer'd.

Harold. That is well. The Norman,

What is he doing ?

Lcofii'iit. Praying for Normandy;

Our scouts have heard the tinkle of tlieir

bells.
I

Harold. And our old songs are prayers [

for England too !

But by all Saints—

Ltofwin. Barring the Norman 1

Harold. Nay,

Were the great trumpet blowing dooiiii'

day dawn,

I needs must rest. Call when the

Norman moves

—

\_Exeiinl all, but Harold,

[Sar

/

iMy

[The

cli,

Wha

can

hav
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Barring the Norman 1
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ist rest. Call when thef

an moves

—

\Exeunt all, but Harold,

l?l

horses—our
horse-thousands of
shield wall —

Wall-br^ak it not-brcak not-break-

VisionofE,Uoani. Son IlarokU ^^king, who came before
To tell thee thou should st win at

Stamford -bridge,
Come yet once more, fr'o.n where I am at

peace.

To tell hee thou shalt die on Senlac hill-
Sanguelac !

Vision oflVulfnoth. O brother, frommy ghastly ouljliette

I send my voice across the narrow seas-
^0 more, no more, dear brother, never-more—
Sanguelac

!

l-'sion of Testi^., q brother, most
unbrotherlike to nie

Thougavestthyvoiceagains'tmeinmylife
I g've my voice against thee froni (hegrave—
Sanguelac !

J-^simo/ M>nnan Saints. O hapless
Harold !Kmg but for an hour'

Thou swarest falsely by our blessed bones
\\e give our voice against thee out of

heaven

!

Sanguelac! Sanguelac! The arrow ' the
arrow

!

'

^Ml (starting, up, l^aMc-axe in
hand). .

Hybattle.axeagainstyourvoices.Prcc''
T''ekmgsla,st word-, the arrow" I

I shall die—
^lie for England then, who lived for

England—
^Vhat nobler? men must die
Mntiot fall into .. falser world-
l-edonenomanwrong.

Tostig. poor

-•^rt thou so anger'd ?

Unschool.d „„,,,„,, T,„„,„e„,„„„
art revenged—

Ileft our England naked to the South

Hath ,.!„•<, G„,l„.i„, !,„_„„ „
thoughts "

Suffer a stormless shipwrerl- ;„ .i

Ofs.l.c„ .,„,,*„, X£. "a
''°°''

own self
"

Takes part against myself! WhyMor aspark •' ^

Of self-disdain born in me when I sware

whom ' ' -—3-saints, by

I '--- not^that I suare,-not for my-

For England-yet not wholly-

{Enter Hm-xn.)

^^be^safctheperjury-mongering

""'^
Church^"

^°°^ "" "'' °' "°'y

U U 3

If;-^,;

«'
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There tlie great

-A lying

To break her close !

God of truth •

Fill all thine hours with ix:ace !

devil

Hath haunted me—mine oath—my wife

—I fain

Had made my marriage not a lie ; I could

not

:

Thcu art my bride ! and thou in after years

Fraying perchance for this poor soul of

mine

In cold, white cells beneath an icy moon

—

Thi memory to thee !-and this to

England,

My legacy of war against the Pope

From child to child, from Tope to Pope,

from age to age,

Till the sea wa^h her levelwilh her shores,

Or till the Pope be Christ's.

Enter Al-DWYTii.

Ahkuyth {to Edith). Away from him!

Edith. I will ... I have not spoken

to the king

One word ; and one I must. Farewell !

\Goin'^.

Harold. Not yet.

Stay.

Edilh. To what use ?

Harold. The king commands thee,

woman !

(7c7 Aldwyth.)

Have thy two brethren sent their forces in ?

AUlwyth. Nay, I fear not.

Harold. Then there's no force in thee

:

Thou didst possess thyselfof Edward's crr

To part me from the woman that I lovetl

!

Thou didst arouse the fierce Northum-

brians !

Thou hast been false to England and to

mc I

—

As . . . in some sort ... I have been

false to thee.

Leave me. No more—Pardon on both

sides—Go !

Ald'Lvyth. Alas, my lord, I loved thee.

Harold (bitterly). With a love

Passing thy love for Griffyth ! wherefore

now
Obey my first and last commandment. Go

!

Aldioyth. O Harold ! husband ! Shall

we meet again ?

Harold. After the battle—after the

battle. Go.

Aldxvyth. I go. {Aside.) That I could!

stab her standing there !

j

\Exit Aldwylh. !

Edith. Alas, my lord, she loved thee. 1

Harold. Never ! never I

'

Edith. I saw it in her eyes !
|

Harold. I see it in thine.

And not on thee—nor England—fall

God"s doom !

Edith. On thee'i on me. And thou

art England ! Alfred

Was England. Ethelred was nothing,

England
^

Is but her king, and thou art Harold !

Harold. Edilli,
j

The sign in heaven—the sudden blast A
;

sea

—

!

My fatal oath—the dead Saints— tlie dark

dreams

—

The Pope's Anathema—the Holy Rood
j

That bow'd to me at Waltham— Editli, il'j

I, the last English King of Englaiul—

Edilh. No,

First of a line that coming from Ik

people,

And chosen by the people—
Harold. And fighting for

And dying for the people

—

Edith. Living! living 1

Harold, Yea so, good cheer! tiioa

art Harold, I am Edith !

Look not thus waH !
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more—Pardon on both

Go !

Mas, my lord, I loved tlicc.

7-/)'). With a love

,'e for Griffyth! wherefore

id last commandment. Go!

) Harold! husband I Shall

t again ?

kfter the battle—after the

Go.

go. [Asiih'.) That I could

I- standing there !

{Exit Aldwyth.
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|
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> wai* !

(•^^^,
'*.-^g-.UM.'Mflft>7^Vj^'yj"^^^-^-S^J i:2_i*2

SCENE I. HAROLD.
^___ 66i

Ediih. What matters how I look? 'Look, I will bear thy blessing into theHave we not broken Wales and Norse- battle
land ? slain, And front the doom of God.

Whose life was all one battle, incarnate Norman cries (heard in the distance)

T,,
.

'^.''^\.
. ,

Ha Rou ! Ha Rou !

1 heir giant kmg, a mightier man-in-arms
Than William

Harold. Ay, my girl, no tricks in

him

—

No bastard he ! when all was lost, he
yell'd,

And bit his shield, and dash'd it on the
ground,

And swaying his two-handed sword about
him,

Two deaths at every swing, ran in upon us
And died so, and I loved him as I hate
This liar who made me liar. If Hate can

kill,

And Loathing wield a Saxon battle-axe—
Edith. Waste not tliy might before

the battle !

Harold. No,
And thou must hence. Stigand will see

thee safe.

And so—Farewell.
\He is going, but turns back.

The ring thou darest not wear,
I have had it fashion'd, see, to meet my

hand.

[Harold shows the i-ing -which is on
hisfinger.

Farewell

!

\IIe is going, but turns back again.
I am dead as Death this day to ought

of earth's

Save William's death or mine.
Edith. Thy death !—to-day

!

Is it not thy birthday ?

Harold. Ay, that happy day !

A birthday welcome ! happy days and
many t

One-this! \They embrace.

Enter GuRTH.

Gurth. The Norman moves !

Harold. Harold and Holy Cross !

[Exeunt Harold a«a' Gurth.

Enter Stigand.

Stigand Our Church in arms—the
lamb the lion—not

Spear into pruning-hook—the counter
way

—

Cowl, helm; and crozier, battle-axe.

Abbot AlfwitT,

Leofric, and all the monks of Peterboro'
Strike for the king ; but I, old wretch,

old Stigand,

With hands too limp to brandish iron—
and yet

I have a power—would Harold ask me
for it—

I have a power.

Edith. What power, holy father ?

Stigand. Power now from Harold to
command thee hejice

And see thee safe from Senlac.
^"'''^'- I remain !

Stigand. Vea, so will I, daughter,
until I find

Which way the battle balance. I can
see it

From where we stand : and, live or die,
I would

I were among them !

Canonsfrom Waltham {singing without).

Salva patrlam

Sancte Pater,

Salva Fili,

Salva Spiritus,

I

-r

:11'

m^
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Salva patriani,

Sancta Mater.'

Editlt. Arc those the blessed angels

quiring, father ?

Stigand. but theNo, daughter,

canons out of Waltham,

The king's foundation, that have follow'd

him.

Edith. O God of battles, make their

wall of shields

Firm as thy cliffs, strengthen their

palisades !

What is that whirring sound ?

Stigand, The Norman arrow I

Edith, Look out ; upon the battle—is

he safe ?

Stigand. The king of England stands

between his banners.

He glitters on the crowning of the hill.

God save King Harold !

Edith. —chosen by his people

And fighting for his people !

Stigand. There is one

Come as Goliath came of yore—he flings

His brand in air and catches it again.

He is chanting some old warsong.

Edith, And no David

To meet him ?

Stigand. Ay, there springs a Saxon on

him.

Falls—and another falls.

Edith. Have mercy on us !

Stigand. Lo ! our good Gurth hath

smitten him to the death.

Edith, So perish all the enemies of

Harold !

Canons (singing).

Hostis in Angliam

Ruit predator,

Illorum, Domine,

Scutum scindatur

!

' The a throughout these Latin /iymns should

be sounded broad, as in ' father.'

Hostis per Angliae

Plagas bacchatur

;

Casa crematur,

Pastor fugatur

Grex trucidatur—

Stigand. IIlos trucida, Domine
Edith. Ay, good father.

Canons (sino/itg),

Illorum scelera

Poena sequatur

!

English cries. Harold and Holy
Cross ! Out ! out

!

Stigand. Our javelins

x\nswer their arrows. All the Norman
foot

Are storming up the hill. The range of

knights

Sit, each a statue on his horse, and wr.it,

English cries. Harold and God Al-

mighty I

Xorman cries. Ha Rou ! Ha Ron
Canons (singing).

Eques cum pedite

Pra^pediatur !

Illorum in lacrymas

Cruor fundatur !

Pereant, percant,

Anglia precatur,

Stigand. Look, daughter, look.

Edith. Nay, father, look for //,v,'

Stigand. Our axes lighten with a siiii^ie

flash

About the summit of the hill, and heads

And arms are sliver'd off and splinter'd hy

Their lightning—and they fly—the Nor-

man flies.

Edith. Stigand, O father, have m
won the day ?

Stigand. No, daughter, no— they fall

behind the horse

—

I

Ihen' horse arc tliroiiging to the «:;.'

j

ricades
;
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SCENE II. IIAKOLD.

I see the gonfanon of Holy Pcier
Floating above their helmets- ha I he is

down !

Edith. He down ! Who down ?
Stigaud. The Norman Count is down.
Edith. So perish all the enemies of

England !

Sti-and. No, no, he hath risen again—he bares his face

—

Shouts something—he points onward-
all their horse

Swallow the hill loeust-like, swarmingup.
Edith. O God of battles, mak<: his

battle-axe keen
As thine ownsharp-dividing justice, heavy
As thme own bolts that fall on crimeful

heads

Charged with the weight of heaven
wherefrom they fall !

Canons (singing).

Jacta tonitrua

Deus bellator !

Surgas e tenebris,

Sis vindicator

!

Fulmina, fulmina

Deus vastator i

663

Edith. O God of battles,

three to one,

they are

iAIake thou one man as three to roll them
down

!

'

Canons (singing).

EquHs cum equite

Dejiciatur !

Acies, Acies

Prona sternatur !

Tllorum lanceas

Frange Creator !

Stigand. Yea, yea, for how their lances
snap and shiver

Against the shifting blaze of Harold's axe !

War-woodman of old Woden, how he
fells

The mortal copse of faces ! There ! And
there !

The horse and horseman cannot meet the

I

shield,

I

The blow that brains the horseman cleaves
the horse.

The horse and horseman roll alonir the
hill.

They fly once more, they fly, the Norman
flics

!

Fquus cum equite

Pra;cipitatur.

Edith. O God, the God of truth hath
heard my ciy.

Follow them, follow them, drive them to
the sea !

Illorum scelera

Poena sequatur

!

Stigand. Truth ! no ; a lie ; a trick,

a Norman trick !

They turn on the pursuer, horse against
foot.

They murder all that follow.

^'^'^^'- Have mercy on us !

Stigand Hot-headed fools-to burst
the wall of shields !

They have broken the commandment of
the king !

Edith. His oath was broken-O holy
Norman Saints,

Ve that are now of heaven, and see
beyond

Vour Norman shrines, pardon it, pardon
it,

That he forsware himself for all he loved,
Mc, me and all ! Look out upon the

battle !

Stigand. They thunder again upon the
barricades.

My sight is eagle, but the strife so thick—
This is the hottest of it : hold, ash ! hold,

willow !

English cries. Out, out !

^1

•J

X.
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Norman cries. ' Ha Rou

!

Sdgand. Ha ! Gurth hath leapt upon
him

And slain him : he hath fallen.

EtHt/i. And I am heard.

Glory to God in the Highest ! fallen,

fallen !

Stigand. No, no, his horse—he
mounts another—wields

His war-club, dashes it on Gurth, and
Gurth,

Our noble Gurth, is down !

Edith. Have mercy on us !

Stigand. And Leofwin is down !

Edith. Have mercy on us !

O Thou that knowest, let not my strong

prayer

Be weaken'd in thy sight, because I love

The husband of another !

Norman cries. Ha Rou ! Ha Rou !

Edith. I do not hear our English

war-cry,

Stigand. No.

Edith. Look out upon the battle— is

he safe?

Stigand. He stands between the ban-

ners with the dead

So piled about him he can hardly

move.

Edith (takes vp the zvar-cry). Out !

out!

Norman cries. Ha Rou !

Edith (cries out). Harold and Holy
Cross !

Norman cries. Ha Rou ! Ha Rou !

Edith. What is that whirring sound ?

Stigand. The Norman sends his arrows

up to Heaven,

They fall on those within the palisade !

Edith. Look out upon the hill— is

Harold there ?

Stigand. Sanguelac—Sanguelac—the

arrow—the arrow !—away !

SCENE n.—Field of the Dead,
Night.

Aldwyth and Edith,

Aldwyth. O Edith, art thou here ? O
Harold, Harold

—

Our Harold—we shall never see him more,
Edith. For there was more than sister

in my kiss,

And so the saints were wroth, I cannot

love them.

For they are Norman saints—and yet I

should

—

They are so much holier than their harlot's

son

With whom they play'dtheirgame against

the king !

Aldiuyth. The king is slain, the

kingdom overthrown !

Edith, No matter

!

Aldwyth. How no matter, Harold
slain ?

—

I cannot find his body. O help me thou!

Edilh, if I ever wrought against thee,

Forgive me thou, and help me here !

Edith. No matter

!

Aldwyth. Not help me, nor forgive

nie ?

Edith. So thou saidest.

Ahhvyth. I say it now, forgive me

!

Edith. Cross me not

!

1 am seeking one who wedded me in

secret.

Whisper! God's angels only know it. Ha!

What ar'i thou doing here among the dead?

They are stripping the dead bodies naked

yonder,

And thou art come to rob them of their

rings !

Aldwyth. O Edith, Edith, I have lost

both crown
And husband,

Edith. So have I
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rot help me, nor forgive

So thou saidest,

say it now, forgive me !
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!

one who wedded me in
i

3 angels only know it. Ha 1

oing here among the dead ?

ing the dead bodies naked

)me to rob them of tlieir

Edith, Edith, I have lost

vvn

I am seekmg my dead Harold
£d'tA. a',t •

The Holy Father strangled him with a hairOf Peter, and his brother Toslig helpt •

The wicked sister clapt her hands and
laugh'd

;

Then all the aead fell on him

£dUh What was he like, this hus-
band ? like to thee ?

Call not for help from mc.' I knew him
not.

He lies not here : not close beside the
standard.

Here fell the truest, manliest hearts of
England.

Go further hence and find him

^f"^(A she'is crazed !

^dtth. That doth not matter either.
Lower the light.

He must be here.

£nter two Canons, Osgod and
Athelric, with tonhes. 7'hey
turn <yvcr the dead bodies and
examine them as they pass.

Osgod. I think that this is Thurkill
Athelrie. More likely Godric.

T ^K^f: ^ ^"^ sui'e this body
Is Alfwig, the king's uncle.

^"^"^'^'i^' So it is!
No, no-brave Gurth, one gash from

brow to knee !

Osgod. And here is Leofwin.

5f^'-
And here is//.'

Aldxoyth. Harold ? Oh no-nay, if
It were—my God,

They have so maim'd and murder'd all
his face

There is no man can swear to him.

^f^'- But one woman
LOOK you, ve never mean to part again.
1 have found him, I am happy.

Was there not someone ask'd me for
forgiveness ?

I yield it freely, I,eing the true wife
Of this (lead King, who never bore revenge.

Entc- CuLNT WiLMAM and WiLLlAM
Malet.

n^iinam Who be these women?
And what body is this >

E'i'th. Harold, thy better'

S"n- .f>''^"'»-''^t art thou?
J-(lttli. His wife !

Malet Not true, my gi,,, here is the
Queen! [/W/^.,,/ Aldwyth.

^^.///<7;«(/.Aldwyth). Wast thou his
Queen ?

^^^ylh. I was the Queen of Wales.
lUlha,,, Why then of England.

JMadam, fear us not.
(72;xMalct.) Knowest thou this other >

^ fn .
^^''^<^" I visited England.'

.Some held she was his wife in secret-
some

—

'Well-some believed .he was his para-
mour.

Edith. Norman, thou licst ! liars all
of you,

Vour Saints and all ! / am his wife •

and she—
For look, our marriage ring !

{.She draws it offJwfnger </HaroId.

,
, .

I lost it somehow—
1 lost It, playing with it when I was wild.
fhat bred the doubt ! but I am wiser

now . .

I am too wise . . . Will none among
you all

^

Bcarmc true witness-only forlhisonce-
Ihat I have found it here again ?

\She puts it on.

ry, .. ,
And thou,

Thy wife am I for ever and evermore.
[Fa/is on the body and dies.

———^^^^ i

^ — i
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H

Willi'ivn, Death !—and cnoiigli of

death for this one day,

The day of St. Cahxtus, and the day,

My day, when I was born.

Malct. And tliis dead king's

Who, king or not, hath kinglike fought

and flillen.

His birthday, too. It seems but yester-

cven

I hekl it with hiir. in his English halls,

At Hastings, there to guard the land for

whieh

He did forswear himself—a warrior—ay,

And but that Holy Peter fought for us.

And that the false Northumbrian held

aloof,

And save for that chance arrow which

the Saints

Sharpen'd and sent against him—who
«an tell ?

—

His day, with all his rooftree ringing Three horses had I slain beneath me:
' Harold,'

|

twice

Before he fell into the snare of Guy ; i

I thought that all was lost. Since I

AYhen all men cou Ued Harold would be' knew battle.

king, *

And Harold was most happy.

And that was from niy boyhood, never

yet-
\VilUa7H. Thou art half English.

!
Xo, by the splendour of God—have I

Take them a\\ay ! fought men
Malet, I vow to build a church to God 'Like Harold and his brethren, and hi?

Here on this hill of battle ; let our higli

'

guard

altar
|

Of English. Every man about his king

Stand where their standard fell . .
,

'
Fell where he stood. They loved him ;

where these two lie.
|

and, pray God
Take them away, I do not love to sec My Normans may but move as true with

them. ! me
Pluck the dead woman off the dead man. To the door of death. Of one self-slock

Malet

!

at first,

Malet. Faster than ivy. Must I hack Make them again one people—Norman,

her arms off ? English
;

How shall I part them ?

William, Leave them. Let them be !

Bury him and his paramour together.

He that was false in oath to me, it seems

Was false to his own wife. We will not

give him

And English, Norman ; we should have

a hand

To grasp the world with, and a foot to

stamp it . . .

Flat. Praise the Saints. It is over.

No more blood

!

A Christian burial : yet he was a warrior,
j

I am king of England, so they thwart me

And wise, yea truthful, till that blighted not,

vow
Which God avenged to-day.

Wrap thom together in a purple cloak

And lay them both upon the waste sea-

shore

And I will rule according to their laws.

(7<> Aldwyth.) Madam, we will entreat

thee with all honour.

Aldwyth. My punishment is more

than I can bear.
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THE LOVER'S TALE.
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ARGUMENT.
Julian, whose cousin and foster-sister, Camilla, has been wedded to hU fnVnri a«^rival, Lionel, endeavours tn nnrmtP tha ef^..., «<• »^:- _.._,''.,"'," 'O nis iriend and

away, overcome, as l^app^oach^'ihe E;^nnd';fw^n^^ ?oTS^ 'tS^JftST

I.

Here faraway, seen from the topmost cliff,

Filling with purple gloom the vacancies
Between the tufted hills, the sloping seas

Hung in mid-heaven, and half-way down
rare sails,

White as white clouds, floated from sky
to sky.

Oh ! pleasant breast of waters, quiet bay,
Like to a quiet mind in the loud world,
Where the chafed breakers of the outer sea
Sank powerless, as anger falls aside
And withers on the breast of peaceful love;

Thou didst receive the growth of pines
that fledged

The hills that watch'd thee, as Love
watcheth Love,

In thine own essence, and delight thyself
To make it wholly thine on sunny days.
Keep thou thy name of 'Lover's Bay.'

See, sirs,

Even now the Goddess of the Past, that
takes

The heart, and sometimes touches but
one string

That quivers, and is silent, and sometimes
Sweeps suddenly all its half-moulder'd

chords

To some old melody, begins to play
That air which pleased her first, I feel

thy breath

;

I come, great Mistress of the ear and
eye:

Thy breath is of the pinewood ; and tho'

years

Have hollow'd out a deep and stormy
strait

Betwixt the native land of Love and me,
Breathe but a little on me, and the sail

Will draw mc to the rising of the sun,

The lucid chambers of the morning star,

And East of Life.

^

111
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Permit me, friL-nd, I piytlicc,
|

The sIowly-ridginR rollers on the clifTs
To pass my hand across my ])rows, and ClashM, callin},' to cacli other, and thro'

muse

On those dear hills, that never more wHl
meet

The sight that tlirol)s and aclies beneath
my touch,

As tho' there beat a heait in either eye
;

For when the outer lights are dnrken'il

thus,

The memory's vision hath a keener edge.

It grows upon me now the semicircle

the arch

I^own those loud waters, like a setting

star,

Mixt with the gorgeous west the light-

house slione,

And silver-smiling Venus ere she fell

Would often loiter in her halmy blue,
To crown it with herself.

Merc, too, my lover\t fill .
'iv-ii, luu, my lovcOf dark-blue waters an.lthe narrow fringe WavorM at anchor with mc, when day

Of curvmg beach -- its wreaths of dripping
|

hung
'

green

Its pale pink shells- the summcrhouse
aloft

From his mid-dome in Heaven's airy

halls
J

Gleams of the water-circles as they broke,
That opend on the pines with doors of Flickcr'd like doubtful smiles about her

glass,
I

lips^

A mountain nest—the pleasure-boat that
;

Quiver'd a flying glory on her hair
rock'd,

I

Leapt like a passing thought across her
Light-green with its own shadow, keel to

j

eyes

;

keel.

Upon the dajDpled dim.plingsof the wave.
That blanch'd upon its side,

O Love, O Hope !

they come, they crowd upon mc all at

once

—

Moved from the cloud of unforgoitcn

things,

That sometimes on the horizon cfthe mind
Lieb folded, often sweeps athwart in

storm

—

flash vipon flash they lighten thtd' tac—
days

CM"deWy dawning and tlic amber eves
When thou and I, Camilla, thou and I

And mine with one that will not pass,

till earth

And heaven pass too, dwelt on my
heaven, a face

Most starry-fair, but kindled from within
As 'twere with dawn. She was dark-

hair'd, dark -eyed :

Oh, such dark eyes ! a single glance of

them

Will govern a ^vliole life from birth to

death.

Careless of all things else, led on with light

In trances and in visions : look at them,

You lose yourself in utter ignorance

;

You cannot find their depth ; for they go

back,
Wei-e borne about the bay or safely moor'd And farther bad:, and still withdraw
Benfeath a loM-brow'd cavern, where the themselves

*'^^ Quite into the deep soul, that everinore
Plft^h'd, sappin- its worn -ibs ; and all Fresh springing from her fountains in the

without
I brain,
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;

their depth ; for they go

acl:, and still vt'itlidraw

eep soul, that evermore

from her fountains in the
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Still pouring thro-, floods with redundant

life

Her narrow portals.
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I Should have died. iflrr^Sr^
To die in gazing on that perfoctness

i\';'f
^ ''« I'far within me : I had died.

But from my farthest lapse, my latest ebbThme image, like a charm of light and
strength

Upon the waters, push'd me back againOn these deserted sands of barren life.
Tho from the deep vault where the heart

of Hope
Fell into dust, and crumbled in the

dark

—

Forgetting how to render beautiful
Her countenance with quick and health-

ful blood- -

Thou didst not sway me upward; could
1 perish

While thou, a meteor of the sepulchre.
Didst swathe thyself all roun.l Hope's

quiet urn

Forever? Ho, that saith it, hath o'er-
stept

The slippery footing of his narrow wit
And fall'n away from judgment. Thou

art light,

To which my spirit leaneth all her flowers
And length of days, and immortality
Of thought, and freshness ever self-re-

new'd.

For Time and Grief abode too long with
Life,

And, like all other friends i'the world, at
last

They grew aweary of her fellowship
:So Time and Grief did beckon unto

Death,
And Death drew nigh and beat the cl..ors

of Life

But thou didst sit alone in the inner house,A wakeful i)nrtress, and didst parlo with
Death,—

'This is a charmed dwelling which I

I

hold ;

'

So Death gave back, and would no
further come.

Vet is my life nor in tho present time,

Iushdfromh.schairofreg,-.nieritage.
I he Present is the vassal of the Past •

S" that, in that I ha:e lived, do I live.
And cannot die, an<l am, in having been-A portion ofthe pleasant yesterday,
Ihfust forward on to-day and out of

I

place
;

A body journeying onward, sick with
toil,

The v^•cight as if of age upon my limbs,
The grasp of hopeless grief about my

heart.

And all the senses weaken',!, save in that.
Which long ago they had glean'd and

garner'd up
Into the granaries of memory—
The clear brow, bulwark of the precious

brain.

Chinked as you see, and scam'd-and
all the while

The light soul twines and mingles with
the growths

Of vigorous early days, attracted, won.
Married, made one with, molten into allThe beautiful in Past ofact or place.
And hke the all-enduring eamel, driven
Far from the diamond fountain by the

palms.

Who toils across the middle moonlit
nights.

Or when the white heats of the blinding
noons

i

Beat fi-om the concave sand
; yet in him

keeps

Iw.
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A draught of tliat sweet fountain that hp
loves,

To btay liis feet from falling, and his

spirit

From bitterness of death.

Yc ask mc, friends,

When I began to love. How should I

tell you?
Or from the after-fulness of my heart,

Flow back again unto my slender spring
And first of love, tho' rvery turn and

depth

Between is cleaner in my life than all

Its present flow. Yc know not what yc
ask.

How should the broad and open flower
tell

What sort of bud it was, when, prest

together

In its green sheath, close-lapl in silken
folds,

It seem'd to keep its sweetness to itself,

Yet was not the less sweet for that it

seem'd ?

For young Life knows noi when young
Life was born,

15ut takes it all for granted : neither Love,
Warm in the heart, his cradle, can re-

member
Love in the womb, but resteth satisfied.

Looking on her that brought him to the
light :

Or as men know not when they fall asleep
Into delicious dreams, our other life,

Sc " ",ow I not when I began to love.

This r y <'m of knowledge— that my

Which yet upholds my life, and evermore
Is to mo daily life and daily death :

For how should I have lived and not

have loved ?

Can yc take off the sweetness fiom the

flower,

The colour and the sweetness fron\ l^.,

rose,

And place them by themselves ; or set

apart

Tiieir motions and their brightness from
|

the stars,

And then point out the flo .'cr or the star?

Or build a wall betwixt my life and love,
'

And tell me where I am ? 'Tis even
thus ;

In that I live I love ; because I love

I live : whate'er is fountain to the one
Is fountain to the other ; and whene'er
Our God unknits the riddle of the one,

There is no shade or fold of mystery
Swathing the other.

Many, many years,

(For they seem many and my most of

life,

And well I could have linger'd in that

porch.

So unproportion'd t the dwelling-place,)

In the Maydews of thil Hi-c.;,. opposite
The flush and dp..v;i o'' yn,. , we lived

together,
I

Apart, alone together on those hills.

1

Grev ,Vi'''i t) 'ut—say rather, was my

My inward sa-
., the hold I have on earth.

My outward circling air wherewith I

breathe,

Before he saw my day my father died,

And he was happy that he saw it not

;

But I and the first daisy on his grave
From the same clay came into light at

once.

As Love and I do number equal years,

So she, my love, is of an age with me.

How like each other was the birth of

each 1

mil
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On the same morning, almost the same

li'iur,

Under the t Ifsame aspect of the stars
(Oh falsehood of all starcrafti) we were

l)orn.

How like each other was the birth of
each 1

The sister of my mother—she that bore
Camilla close beneath her beating heart,
Which to the imprison'd spirit of the

child,

With its true-touched pulses in the flow
And hourly visitation of the blood,
Sent notes of preparation manifold,
And mellow'd echoes ofthe outer world—
My mother's sister, mother of my love,
Who had a twofold claim upon my heart,
One twofold mightier than the other was,'
In giving so much beauty to the world,

'

And so much wealth as God had charged
her with

—

Loathing to put it from herself for ever.
Left her own life with it ; and dying thus.
Crowned with her highest act the placid

face

And breathless body of her good deeds
past.
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Dreaming of both ; nor was hi, love the
less

Itccausc it was divi.Ied, and shot forth
lioughs on ^„dx side, laden with whole-

some shade,

Wherein we nested sleeping or awake.
And sang aloud the matin-song of lifo.

iviu

ft

So were we born, so orphan'd. She
was motherless

And I without a father. So from each
Of those two pillars which from earth

uphold

Our childhood, one had fallen away, and
all

The careful burthen of our tender years
Trembled upon the other. He that gave
Her life, to me deliglitedly fuHill'd

All lovingkindnesses, all offices

Of watr.hful care and trembhng tender-
ness,

He waked for both
: he prayed for both : Stay'd on ih

She was my foster-sister
: on one

I he flaxen ringlets of our infancies
Wander'd, the while we reste.l : one

lap

Pillow'dusboth
: a common light ofey,

Was on us as we lay
; our baby lips,

Jvissmg one bosom, ever drew from
thence

The stream of life, one stream, one life
one blood,

'

One sustenance, which, still as thought
grew large.

Still larger moulding all the house of
thought,

Made all our tastes and fancies like
perhaps

—

'

All- all but one; and strange to me,
and sweet.

Sweet thro' strange years to know that
whatsoe'er

Our general mother meant for me alone
Our mutual mother dealt to both of us

:'

So what was earliest mine in earliest life,

I shared with her in whom myself
remains.

As was our childhood, so our infancy.
They tell me, was a veiy miracle
Of fellow-feeling and communion.
They tell me that we would not be

alone, —
We cried when we Acre parted

; when I
wept.

Her smile lit up the rainbow-

he slept
loved

on my tears,

cloud of sorrow
; that we

n

.in

H

••!

k
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The sound of one-another's voices more
Than the gray cuckoo loves his name, and

learn 'd

To lisp in tune together ; thai we slept

In the same cradle always, face to face.

Heart beating time to heart, lip pressing

lip,

Folding each other, breathing on each
other,

Dreaming together (dreaming of each
other

They should have added), till the morn-
ing light

Sloped thro' the pines, upon the dewy
pane

Falling, unseal'd our eyelids, and we
woke

To gaze upon each other. If this be
true.

At thought of which my whole soul

languishes

And faints, and hath no pulse, no breath

—as tho'

A man in some still garden should infuse

Rich atar in the bosom of the rose,

Till, drunk with its own wine, and over-

full

Of sweetness, and in smelling of itself,

It fall on its own thorns—if this be true—
And that way my wish leads me ever-

more

Still to believe it— 'tis so sweet a thought,
Why in the utter stillness of the soul

Doth question'd memory answer not, nor
tell

Of this our earliest, our closest-drawn.

Most loveliest, earthly-heavenliest har
mony ?

O blcssom'd portal of the lonely house
Green prelude, April promise, glad new

year

Of Being, which. with earliest violets

And lavish carol of clear-throated larks

Fill'd all the March of life !-I will not
speak of thee

These have not seen thee, these can never
know thee,

They cannot understand me. Pass we
then

A term of eighteen years. Ye would but
laugh,

If I should tdl you how I hoard in

thought

The faded rhymes and scraps of ancient
crones,

Gray relics of the nurseries of the world,
\Yhich are as gems set in my memory.
Because she learnt them with me j or

what use

To know her father left us just before
The daffodil was blown? or how we

found

The dead man cast upon the shore ? All
this

Seems to the quiet daylight of your
minds

But cloud and smoke, and in the dark of

mine

Is traced with flame. Move with me to

the event.

There came a glorious morning, such a

one

As dawns but once a season. Mercury
On such a morning would have flung

himself

From cloud to cloud, and swum with

balanced wings

To some tall mountain : wlien I said to

her,

'A day for Gods to stoop,' she answered,

*Ay,

And men to soar:' for as that (.ihcr

gazed.

Shading his eyts till all tlic fiery cloud,

The prophet and the cliariot and the

steeds,
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Suck'd into oneness like a little star

Were drunk into the inmost blue, we
stood,

Wlicn first wc came from out the pines at
noon,

With hands for eaves, uplooking and
almost

Waiting to see some blessed shape in
heaven.

So bathed we were in brilliance. Never
yet

Before or after have I known the spring
Pour with such sudden deluges of light

Into the middle summer ; for that day
Love, rising, shook his wings, and

charged the winds
With spiced May-sweets from bound to

l)ound, and blew
Fresh fire into the sun, and from within
liurst thro' the heated buds, and sent his

soul

Into the songs of birds, and touch'd far-

off

His mountain-altars, his high hills, with
flame

Milder and purer.

And all the low dark groves, a land of
love !

A land of promise, a land of memory,
A land of i^romise flowing with the milk
And honey of delicious memories !

And down to sea, and far as eye could
ken,

Each way from veige to verge a Holy
Land,

Still growing holier as you near'd the
bay.

For there the Temple stood.

m

Thro' the rocks we wound :

The great pine shook with lonely sounds
of joy

That came on the sea-wind. As moun-
tain streams

Our bloods ran free : the sunshine seem'd
to brood

More warmly on the heart than on the
brow.

We often paused, and, looking back, we
saw

The clefts and openings in the mountains
fiU'd

With the blue valley and the glistening

brooks,

When we had reach'd
The grassy platform on some hill, I

stoop'd,

I gather'd the wild herbs, and for her
brows

And mine made garlands of the selfsame
flower.

Which she took smiUng, and with my
work thus

Crown'd her clear forehead. Once or
twice she told me

(For I remember all things) to let grow
The flowers that run poison in their

veins.

She said, • The evil flourish in the world.'
Then playfully she gave herself the lie—
' Nothing in nature is unbeautiful

;

So, brother, pluck, and spare not.' So
I wove

Ev'n the dull-blooded poppy-stem,
' whose flower,

liued with the scarlet of a fierce sunrise.
Like to the wild youth of an evil prince,'
Is without sweetness, but who crowns

himself

Above the secret poisons of his heart
In his old age.' A graceful thought of

hers

Grav'n on my fancy ! And oh, how like
a nymph,

;!
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A stately mountain nymph she look'd !

how native

Unto the hills she trod on ! While I
gazed,

My coronal slowly disentwined itselfAnd rrvll l-.i--

We mounted slowly
J yet to both there

came
The joy of life in steepness overcome,
And victories of ascent, and looking

down ^
And fell between us both

, tho' while I On all thaThad look'd 1gazed ,^^ "^^ 'ook d down on us j and
My spirit leap'd as with those thrills of In \.J1-

bliss °T" '^'^eathmg nearer heaven
; and joy to

That strike across the soul in Draver nnriW i,
'"^'

,

show us ^ ^''' '"XI °T '" '^' «^«e.circled eaxth,
,

That we are surely heard. Methought a 'sdf
•
'''''' ^"' "' '^ '" ^''^'" '^^

'

Burst from the garland.I had wov'n and H^r r^'^-'^""
'^7 ^^^^ ^ ^° ^^^ became

stood
^°' "' '"'^

^^, f\r^'^" ^nd her angel, raising her
A solid glorj. on her bright black hair • Bene.fS"'' Tl f P'"^' ""'^^ ^^^ ^^^
A light methought brokf from her dark Bevond Z " ''^"" '^^ ^^^J^'

dark eyes, '
,

^^^°"'! "'^ "^^i^est mountain's bosky
And shot itself into the singing winds • Burst -^17^'

"^"^ steep-down walls of battlementedAs from a glass in the sun, and fell aboutMy footsteps on the mountains

Last we came

rock

Gilded with broom, or shatter'd into
spires,

And glory of broad waters interfused.

Seems but a cobweb filament to link
clnnbing, streak'd or starr'd at

The yawning of an earthquake-cloven With Aru ,

chasm.
^ °'^^" ^'''^ ^^'-'"g brook or blossom'd bush-

And thence one night, when all thp p •

^"\'^'''

winds were loud,
"le Frammg the mighty landscape to the

A woeful man (for so the story went) A T*^'Had thrust his wife and child and dash'd n '"""^^ °^ mountain-cones,Had thrust his wife and child and dash'd
himself

Into the dizzy depth below. Below
Fierce in the strength of far descent, a

stream

Flies withashatter'dfoamalongthechasm.
Ihe path was perilous, loosely strown

with crags •

between

Whose interspaces gush'd in blinding
bursts *

The incorporate blaze of sun and sea.

Descending from the point n.ndlLS
both, "
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We paused amid the splendour. All the W. f,, m
,, ^^«t T^' 'T.'^J

°"r eyes met: hers were
And ev'n umo the middle south was W.r.

,'?"Sht, and mine

, ,

"bb'd wasUVerednn with floating tears, that shot
And barr'd with bloom on bloom. The In li.h n'

'""'''

,

sun below. ' '^T" ^'g^^'^'nf raund me ; and my name
Held for a space 'twixt cloud and wave Unon ^^\ T

shower'd down ' ^P°" ^^^ ^'"^'^- Henceforth my name

Half-melted into thin blue air stood Fvt''
^'''"''" *''""'"'''=' ^^^^king not

«till. ' ''°°''
If.^'^^"g^ °'- '^"^ency

: and in th!t hour
And pale and fibrous as a wither'd leaf \£^ '' '"""'^ '"'' '"'° " golden

Smcs in his absence full of light andL Z^ "!!
^^^^ '^"^^^^ ^vhirlwi^d

- ..flight to othersSuti^sLver-friated-^^^^^^^

-t .her presence whom X loved so Because^it-^ .e power of perfect
c:„^i.„ i_.. ,, I Hope;

*^7

Spoke loudly even into my inmost heart
As to my outward hearing

: the loud
stream,

Forth issuing from his portals in the crag
(A visible link unto the home of my

But which was more and higher than all
ilope.

Because all other Hope had lower aim-
Even that this name to which her gracious

lips
heart), i ^

Ran amber toward the west, and nieh n
'"'^ ^'"'^' ""'''"^<^' '^^' o»e

the sea ,
name,

!

I^arting my own loved mountains was " '°

wreate"'
''''''''''

'"'"s'^' '"-

received.

Shorn ofits strength, into the sympathy
Of that small bay, which out to open

main ^

Glow'd intermingling close beneath the
sun.

Spimuf-Love! that little hour was bound
Shut in from Time, and dedicate to thee:

(How lovelier, nobler then!) her life, her
love,

With my life, love. soul, spirit, and heart
and strength.

'Brother,' she said, ' let this be call'd
henceforth

The Hill of Hope; 'and I replied. 'O
sister,

X X

ff

III
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My will'is one with thine; tlie Hill of

Hope.'

Nevertheless, we did not cliange the

name,

I did not speak : I could not speak my
love.

Love lieth deep : Love dwells not in lip-

depths.

Love wraps his wings on either side the

heart,

Constraining it with kisses close and

warm.

Absorbing all the incense of sweet

thoughts

So that they pass not to the shrine of

sound.

Else had the life of that delighted hour

Drunk in the largeness of the utterance

Of Love ; but how should Earthly mea-
sure mete

The Heavenly-unmeasured or unlimited

Love,

Who scarce can tune his high majestic

sense

Unto the thundersong that wheels the

spheres,

Scarce living in the .Eolian harmony,

And flowing odour of the spacious air,

Scarce housed within tae circle of this

PJarlh,

Be cabin'd up in words and syllables,
,

, _. ^...^ ^. .^

WTiich pass with that which l>rea'hcs
|

'ihe other, like the sun I gazed upon,
them? Sooner Earth

|

Which, seeming for the moment due to

Might go round Heaven, and the strait
|

death,

girth of Time
Liswathe tlie fulness of Eternity,

Than language grasp the infinite of Luve.

O Genius of that hour which dost uphold
Thy coronal of glory like a God,
Amid thy melancholy mates far-seen,

Who walk l)efore thee, ever turning round

To gaze in)on thee till their eyes are dim
With dwelling on the light and depth of

Ihine,

Thy name is ever worshipp'd among
hours !

Had I died tl;en, I had not seem'd to die.

For bliss stood round me like the light of

Heaven,—
Had I died then, I had not known the

death
;

Yea had the Power from whose right

liand the light

Of Life is.iueth, and from whose left hand
flowcth

The Shadow of Death, perennial efflu-

ences.

Whereof to all that draw the wholesome
air,

Somcwhile the one must overflow the

other

;

Then ha;l he stemm'd my day with night,

and driven

My current to the fountain whence it

sprang, —
Even his own abiding excellence

—

On me, methinks, that shock of gloom
l-.ad fall'n

I'nfelt, and in this glory I had merged

O day which did enwomb that hajipy

hour,

Thou art blessed in the years, divined

day !

And dijiping his head low beneath the

verge.

Vet bearing round about him his own day,

In confidence of unaljated strength,

Sle[)peth from Heaven tp Heaven, from

light to light,

And holdeth his undimmed forehead far

Iniu a clearer zenith, pure jf cloud.

J
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We trod the shadow of the downward
hill;

We past from light to dark. On the

other side

Is scoop'd a cavern and a mountain hall,

Which none have falhom'd. If you go

far in

(The country people rumour) you may
hear

The moaning of the woman and the child.

Shut in the secret cliambcrs of the rock.

I too have heard a sound— perchance of

streams

Running far on within its inmost halls,

The home of darkness ; but the cavern-

mouth,

Half overtrailed with a wanton weed.

Gives birth to a brawling brook, that

passing lightly

Adown a natural stair of tangled roots,

Is presently received in a sweet grave

Of eglantines, a place of burial

Far lovelier than its cradle ; for unseen,

But taken with the sweetness of the place,

It makes a constant bubbling melody

That drowns the nearer echoes. Lower

down

Spreads out a little lake, that, flooding,

leaves

Low banks of yellow sand ; and from the

woods

That belt it rise three dark, tall cy-

presses, ~ -

Three cypresses, symbols of mortal woe,

That men plant over graves.

Hither we came,

And sitting down upon the golden moss,

Held converse sweet and low— low con-

verse sweet.

In which our voices bore least part. The
wind

Told a lovetale beside us, how he woo'd

677

The waters, and the waters answering

lisp'd

To kisses of the wind, that, sick with love,

Fainted at intervals, and grew again

To utterance of passion. Ye cannot

shape

Fancy so fair as is this memory.
Metliought all excellence that ever was
Had drawn liei self from many thousand

years.

And all the separate Edens of this earth,

To centre in this place and time. I

listen 'd,

And her words stole with most prevailing

sweetness

Into my heart, as thronging fancies come
To boys and girls when summer days are

new,

And soul and heart and body are all at

ease :

What marvel my Camilla told me all ?

It was so happy an hour, so sweet a place,

And I was as the brother of her blood,

And by that name I moved upon her

breath

;

Dear name, which had too much of near-

ness in it

And heralded the distance of this time !

At first her voice was very sweet and low,

As if she were afraid of utterance
;

I'ut in the onward current of her speech,

(As echoes of tlie hollow-banked brooks

Are foshion'd by the channel which they

keep).

Her words did of their meaning borrow

sound,

Her cheek did catch the colour of her

words.

1 heard and trembled, yet I could but

hear

;

My heart paused ~ my raised eyelids

would not fall.

But still I kept my eyes upon the sfty.
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I seem'd the only part of Time stood still,

And saw the motion of all other things

;

While her words, syllable by syllable,

Like water, drop by drop, upon my ear
Fell

; and I wish'd, yet wish'd her not to
cneak

;

But she spake on, for I did name no wish.
What marvel my Camilla told me all

Her maiden dignities of Hope and Love—
' Perchance,

' she said, ' return'd.' Even
then the stars

Did tremble in their stations as I gazed
;

But she spake on, for I did name no wish.
No wish—no hope. Hope was not wholly

dead,

But breathing hard at the approach of
Death,—

Camilla, my Camilla, who was mine
No longer in the dearest sense of mine—
For all the secret of her inmost heart.
And all the maiden empire of her mind,
Lay like a map before me, and I saw
There, where I hoped myself to reign as

king.

There, where that day I crown'd myself
as king,

There in my realm and even on my
throne,

Another! then it seem'd as tho' a link
Of some tight chain within my inmost

frame

Was riven in twain : that life I heeded not
Flow'd from me, and the darkness of the

grave,

The darkness of the grave and utter night.
Did swallow up my vision ; at her feet,

Even the feet of her I loved, I fell,

Smit with exceeding sorrow unto Death

From cope to base-had Heaven from
all her doors,

With all her golden thresholds clashing,
roll'd

Her heaviest thunder-I had lain as
dead.

Mute, blind and motionless as then I lay
;

Dead, for henceforth there was no lifj

for me !

Mute, for henceforth what use were
words to me

!

Blind, for the day was as the night to
me !

The night to me was kinder than the
day

;

The night in pity took away my day,
Because my grief as yet was newly born
Of eyes too weak to look upon the light
And thro' the hasty notice of the ear
Frail Life was startled from the tender

love

Of him she brooded over. Would I had
lain

Until the plaited ivy-tress had wound
Round my worn limbs, and the wild briar

had driven

Its knotted thorns thro' my unpaining
brows.

Leaning its roses on my faded eyes.
The wind had blown above me, and the

rain

Had fall'n upon me, and the gilded snake
Had nestled in this bosom-throne of

Love,

But I had been at rest for evermoie.

Then had the earth beneath me yawn-
ing cloven

With such a sound as when an iceberg
splits 'i^

'

Long time entrancement held me. All

too soon

Life (like a wanton too-officious friend,

Who will not hear denial, vain and rude
With proffer of unwished -for services)

Entering all the avenues of sense
Past thro' into his citadel, the brain,
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With hated warmth of apprehensivcness.
And hrst the chillness of the sprinkled

brook

Smote on my brows, and then I seem'd
to hear

Its murmur, as the drowning seaman
hears.

Who with his head below the surface
dropt

' Listens the mufifled booming indistinct
Of the confused floods, and dimly knows
His head shall rise no more : and then

came in

The white light of the weary moon above.
Diffused and molten into flaky cloud
Was my sight drunk that it did shape to

. me
Him who should own that name ? Were

it not well

Ifso be that the echo of that name
Ringing within the fancy had updrawn
A fashion and a phantasm of the form
It should attach to ? Phantom !-had

the ghastliest

That ever lusted for a body, sucking
The foul steam of the grave to thicken

by it.

There in the shuddering moonlight
brought its face

And what it has for eyes as close to
mine

Ashedid-betterthatthanhis, thanhe
The friend, the neighbour, Lionel, the

beloved,

Thcloved, the lover, the happy Lionel,
Hie low-voiced, tender-spirited Lionel,
AU joy, to whom my .igony was a joy.
how her choice did leap forth from his

eyes !
'

how her love did clothe itself
smiles

About his lips
! and-not one moment's

grace—

679

Then when the effect weigh'd seas upon
»iy head

To come my way ! to twit me with the
cause

!

m

Was not the land as free thro' all her
ways

To him as me? Was not his wont to
walk

Between the going light and growing
night ?

^

Had I not learnt my loss before he came ?
Could that be more because he came my

way ?

W'hy should he not come my way if he
would ?

And yet to-night, to-night-when all my
• wealth

Flash'd from me in a moment and I fell
Beggar'd for ever-why should he come

my way
Robed in those robes of light I must not

wear.

With that great crown of beams about his
brows

—

'Come like an angel to a damned soul,
To tell him of the bliss he had with

God

—

Come like a careless and a greedy heir
That srarce can wait the reading of the

will

Before he takes possession? Was mine
a inood

To be invaded rudely, and not ratherA sacred, secret, unapproached woe,
Unspeakable? I was shut up with

Grief;

She took the body of my past delight,
Warded and swathed and balm'd it for

herself.

And laid it in a sepulchre of rock
Never to rise again. I was led mute
Into her temple like a sacrifice

;

\\

i

! t

. if
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iM li. .lil

I was the High Priest in her holiest

lilace,

Not to lie loudly Ijrokcn in iijjon.

Oh friend, thouglits deep and heavy as

these well-nigh

O'erborc tlic limits of my l)iain : l)iit Ik-

Bent o'er me, and my neck his arm up-
stay'd.

I thought it was an adder's fold, and once
I strove to disengage myscK", but fiilM,
Being so feeble : she bent abf)vo me, too

;

Wan was her cheek ; for whatsoe'er of
blight

Lives in the dewy touch of pity had made
The red rose there a pale one— and her

eyes

—

I saw the moonlight glitter on their

tears-

And some few drops of that distressful

rain

Fell on my face, and her long ringlets

moved,

Droopiro; and beaten by the breeze, and
brush'd

My fallen forehead in their to and fro.

For in the sudden anguish of her heart
Loosed from their simple tin-all they iiad

flovv'd abroad,

And floated on and parted lound her neck,
Mantling her form halfway. She, when

I woke.

Something she ask'd, I know not what,
and ask'd.

Unanswer'd, since I spake not ; for tlie
j

sound

Of that dear voice so musically low.
And now first heard with any sense of

pain,

As it had taken life away before.

Choked all the syllables, that strove to

rise

From my full neart.

The blissful lover, too,

From his great hoard of hapjiintss dis-

till'd

Some drops of solace ; like a vain rich

man.

That, having always prosper'd in the

worlii,

I'olding his hands, deals comfortable

words
To hearts wounded for ever

; yet, in

truth,

I-'air speech was his and delicate of

phrase.

Failing in whispers on the sense, !

addressM

More to the inward than the outward
ear.

As rain of the midsummer midnight soft,

Scarce-heard, recalling fragrance and the

green

Of the dead spring : but mine was wholly
de d.

No bud, no leaf, no flower, no fruit for

me.

Vet who had done, or who had suffer'd

wrong ?

And why was I to darken their pure love,

\i, as I found, they two did love each

other,

Because my own was darken'd? Why
was I

To cross between their happy star and

them ?

To stand a shadowby their shiningdoors.

And vex them with my darkness ? Did

I love her ?

Ye know that I did love her ; to this

present

My full-orb'd love has waned not. Did

I love her.

And could I look upon her tearful eyes?

What had she done to weep? Why
should she weep ?
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O innocent of spirit- let my heart l\r r •

Break rather-, hom the gentlest airs of ";;;:•
;^ J;!

^^^ 'j^P^- happiness.
Heaven uanowmg it, precedent in victorvHeaven

Should kiss with an unuonted gentl

Her love did murder mine? What then >
She (lecmM

I wore a brother's mind: she call -d me
l)rothcr

:

She told me all her love
: she shall not

Mcep.

The brightness of a burning thought,
awhde

In battle with the glooms of my dark
wdl.

Moonlike emerged, and to itself lit up
There on the depth of an unfathom'd woe
Reflex of action! Staniri: ^ ^.^^ ^'^'^ '

^^^J'
^^er weep so ruefUI.y

;

As from a dismal drean.ofmy'ownt:th "ll? '°^'-' ^^'°"'^' -'-' '"due the

And as for me, Camilla, ns for me -
The dew of tears is an unwholesome

dew,
Tl>oy will but sicken the sick plant the

more.

!L";;"
!''•;! ^'r^''<=«^'-t as brothers do.So halUhouiove me still as sisters do;Or .f thou dream aught farther, drea^
out how

I could have loved thee, had there been
none else

To love as lover., loved again by thee.

Or this or somewhat like to this I
spake,

'

When I beheld her weep so ruefully •

tor sun? mv i.i.„> ,i,_.., , .
."'V'

,

for I loved her, lost my love in Love
I, for I loved her, graspt the hand she

lov'd.

And laid it in her own, and sent my cry
Thro the blank night to Ilim who lovin.

made '^

The happy and the unhappy love, that
He

Would hold the hand of blessing over
them,

And mask of Hate, who lives on others'
moans.

Shall Love pledge Hatred in her bitter
draughts.

And batten on her poisons? Love for-

Love passeth not the threshold of cold
Hate,

And Hate is strange beneath the roof ofLove

^. .h™ so ,ove .h,. „.„ .,„. ,„,,
L^, J- ,„„ „rU„ .. ., „.„, „„,

1.-11 . . \ Ct. )lhp /-^l,1 .
' lil-l.

their love

Shall ripen to a proverb, unto all
Known, when their faces are forgot in

the land—
^

^et,hke cold snow, it melteth in t^^
source

Of these sad te,.rs, ami feeds their down,
ward flowOne golden dream of love, from w^ich Sn f

'''"""' '^""•

may death
' '"'"

^
I

^° ^"7' ^'^-^^Sn'd to judgment and to
Awake them with heaven's music in al Receive 1 ul , u

life
'^"^'^ «' "nto liimself a part of blame

I

Eemggudtless, as an innocent prisone'r

i

H

'11
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Who, when the woful sentence hath been
past,

And all the clearness of his fame hath
gone

Beneath the shadow of the curse of man.
First falls asleep in swoon, wherefrom

a\;-aked.

And looking round upon his tearful

friends.

Forthwith and in his agony conceives

A shameful sense as of a cleaving crime—
For whence without some guilt should

such grief be ?

So died that hour, and fell into the

abysm
Of forms outworn, but not to me out-

worn.

Who never hail'd another—was there

one ?

There might be one—one other, worth
the life

That made it sensible. So that hour
died

Like odour rapt into the winged wind
Borne into alien lands and far away.

For mc-what light, what gleam on those
black ways

Where Love could walk with banish'd
Hope no more ?

It was ill-done to part you, Sisters

fair

;

Love's arms were wreath'd about the
neck of Hope,

And Hope kissM Love, and Love drew
in her breath

In that close kiss, and drank her
wliisper'd tales.

They said that Love would die when
Hope was gone,

And Love mourn'd long, and sorrow'd
after Hope

;

At last she sou^'ht out Memory, and they
trod

The same old paths where Love had
walk'd with Hope,

And Memory fed the soul of Love with

tears.

There be some hearts so airily built,

that they.

They—when their love is wreck'd— if

Love can wreck

—

On that sharp ridge of utmost doom ride

highly

Above the perilous seas of Change and
Chance

;

Nay, more, hold out the lights of cheer-

fulness
;

As the tall ship, that many a dreary year

Knit to some dismal sandbank far at

sea,

All thro' the livelong hours of utter dark,
|

Them over, till they faded like my love.

Showers slanting light upon the dolorous
, The huiiow caverns heard me—the black

wave, brooks

XL

From that time forth I would not see her

more
;

But many weary moons I lived alone-
Alone, and in the ueart of the great

forest.

Sometimes upon the hills beside the sea

All day I watch'd the floating isles of

shade.

And sometimes on the shore, upon the

sands

Insensibly I drew her name, until

The meaning of the letters shot into

My brain ; anon the wanton billow

wash'd
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683Of the midforest heard me-thc softUll . r^
^

,
^''"''^. ;V'.''-^^

I «•->' within the cavern-mouth
L-icn with thistledown and seeds of

^""^'"•:^' °" "'^^'^ '^^'^'^ OPrcss-
iiowcrs, I

cones

Paused in their course to hear mc. for my r''"t'''M"^''-"
'^"^ ^°"<': ""'' with

voice ' '"au hand
Was all of thee

:
the merry linnet knew r''''"i;^^^^^

leaves of the ivy-

The squirr'el knew me. and the dragonfly \\lTJtT' ,

,"" "^''^^ "^^"^"^ '^^"^atl,
Jhot l.y me like a flash of purple fire.

^ ^T '
l'"^-"

'"' 'hey vanish'd fro „
1 he I'rillrrh U..;„_ . .. .. mV Slirllf

Jhot by me like a flash of purple fi?^.
The rough briar tore my bleeding pahns

;
the hemlock

Brow-high, did strike .ny forehead as I
past

;

Vettrodlnotthewildflowerinmypalh,
Nor bruised the wildbird's egg.

„,.
Was this the end ?Why grew we then together in one plot ?Why fed we from one fountain? drew

one sun ?

Why were our mothers' branches of one
stem ?

Why were we one in all things, save in
that

Where to have been one had been the
cope and crown

Of all I hoped and fear'd?-if that same
I

nearness

Were father to this distance, and that
0;/i:

Vauntcourier to this c/o»i/,? if Aflection
Living slew Love, and Sympathy hew'd

out

The bosom-sepulchre of Sympathy ?

Chiefly I sought the cavern and the hill
\^here last we roam'd together, for the

sound

my sight

"'""°°';™'"'™>'l"=n>o«n.ai., till,hey

"-IWiffilnB Ihei, own b„„s) ,h.se inniy agony
T*id I make bare of nil ii, 1

1

Wherewith the ,vf
"'' 6°^^'^'" '"°^«.

".' ^^^ oashing runnel in tiic
spring

The spirit seem'd to flag from thought to
thought, *"

^'
"'°°iS|;^J'

wandering thro' a mist : my
^

Crept like marsh drains thro' all my Ian-
guid Jimbs

;

The motions of my heart seem'd far
within me,

Unfrecjuent. low, as (ho' it told its pulses.And yet it shook me, that m/S
would shudder,

As if 'iwere dmvi, nsondor by ,he rackBu, overall,, deep paves o/Ho,,eTnd

Of.h. ,„„ds._ .«s p,eus.„ .„d uJlf^fitj-lt:- !--;:- -;j.

I
i.hock'(f,

—

'

.11
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Hung round with ragged rims and burn-

ing folds,

—

Embathing all with wild and woful hues,

Cireat hills of ruins, and collapsdd masses

Of thunder^haken columns indistinct,

And fused together in the tyrannous

light -^•-

Ruins, the ruin of all my life and me !

Sometimes I thought Camilla was no
more,

Some one had told me she was dead,

and ask'd

If I would see her burial : then I seem'd

To rise, and through the forest-shadow

borne

With more than mortal swiftness, I ran

down
The stecpy sea-bank, till I came upon
The rear of a procession, curving round
The silver-sheeted bay : in front of which
Six stately virgins, all in white, upbare

A broad earth-sweeping pall of whitest

lawn,

Wreathed round the bier with garlands :

in the distance,

From out the yellow woods upon the

hill

Look'd forth the summit and the pinna-

cles

Of a gray steeple—thence at intervals

A low bell tolling. All the pageantry,

Save those six virgins which upheld the

bier.

Were stoled from head to foot in flowing

black

;

One walk'd abreast with me, and veil'd

his brow.

And he was loud in weeping and in praise

Of her, we follow'd : a strong sympathy
Shook all my soul : I flung myself upon

him
In tears and cries : I told him all my love.

How I had loved her from the first;

whereat

He shrank and howl'd, and from his brow
drew back

His hand to push me from him ; and the

face,

The very face and form of Lionel

riash'd thro' my eyes into my innermost

brain.

And at his feet I seemed to faint and fall.

To fall and die away. 1 could not rise

Albeit I strove to follow. They past on,

The lordly Phantasms 1 in their floating

folds

They past and were no more : but I had
fallen

Prone by the dashing runnel on the grass.

Alway the inaudible invisible thought.

Artificer and subject, lord and slave.

Shaped by the audible and visible.

Moulded the audible and visible
;

All crisped sounds of wave and leaf and

wind,

Flatter'd the fancy of my fading brain
;

The cloud-pavilion'd element, the wood,

The mountain, the three cypresses, the

cave,

Storm, sunset, glows and glories of the

moon
Below black firs, when silent-creeping

winds

Laid the long night in silver streaks and

bars.

Were wrought into the tissue of my

dream :

The moanings in the forest, the loud

brook.

Cries of the partridge like a rusty key

Turn'd in a lock, owl-whoop and dor-

hawk-whirr

Awoke me not, but were a part of sreep,

And voices in the distance calling to me
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And in my vision bidding me dream on
i^.l<e sounds without th^wilig,re:im

oi dreams,
Which ^^ander round the bases of the

And murmur at the lovv-dropi eaves of
sleep,

I

Half-enUMing the portals. OftentimesThe v.s.on had fair prelude, in the endOpenmg on .iarkness, stately vestihules
iocaves and shows of Death: whether

the nimd,
With some revenge-even to itself un-

known.
Made strange division of ;;s sufTcring
With her, whom to have suffering 4w'd

had been

Extremest pain
; or that the clear-cyed

Spirit,
^

Being U^ i„ ,,, ,,^^^„^^ ^^^^ ^^

i;rophetical and prescient of whate'er
The Future had in store: or that which

most

Enchains belief, the sorrow of my spirit

All I had loved, and my dull agony,
Ideally to her transferr'd, became
Anguish intolerable.

^/Afi- /ory?A".9 r.ir/:.

68s

Their spirit-searching
splendours. As a

vision

Unto a haggard prisoner, iron-stay'd
f" ^'a-'.p and dismal .lungeons under-

grouiitl,

Confined on paints of faith, when strength

I

IS shockM *"

With torment, and expectancy of worseUpon the morrow, thro'.he ragged wallsAll unawares before his half-shut eyes

VT'-'u
"''''"''''"'"''''-"

''^•'''I^>f"ifd.tAnd with the excess of s.veet,K.ss and of
awe,

Makes the heart tremble, and (he sight
run over *"

Upon his^ steely gyves; so those fair

Shone on my darkness, forms which ever
stood

Within the magic cirque or memory,
Invisible hut deathless, waiting still

Iheedictofthewilltoroassume
The sem1.lance of ,I,ose rare realities
Of which they were the mirrors. Now

the light

Which was their hfe, burst through the
cloud of thought

Keen, 'r'-ej)ressible.

A , - The day waned
;Alone I sat with her: about my brow

Her warm breath floated in the utterance
Of silver-chorded tones : her lips were

sunder'd

With smiles of tranquil bliss, which broke
in light

Like morning from her eyes-her elo-
quent eyes,

(As I have seen them many a hundred
times)

billed all with pure clear fire, thro' mine
down rain'd

w.M- .,.
It was a room

Within the summer-house of which I
sp£ike.

Hung round with paintings of the sea,
and one

A vessel in mid-ocean, her'heaved prow
Clambering, the mast bent and the ravin

wind
In her sail roaring. From the outer day,
Betwix the close-set ivies came a broadAnd solid beam of isolated light
Crowde.1 with driving atomies, and fell
Slanting upon that picture, from prime

youth ^^.

jfi-i-
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Well-known well-loved. She drew it

long ago

Foithgazing on the waste and open sea,

One morning when the upblown billow

ran

Shoreward beneath red clouds, and I had
pour'd

Into the shadowing pencil's naked forms
Colour and life : it was a bond and seal

Of friendship, spoken of with tearful

smiles

;

A monument of childhood and of love

;

The poesy of childhood ; my lost love

Symbol'd in storm. We gazed on it

together

In mute and glad remembrance, and
each heart

Grew closer to the other, and the eye
Was riveted and charm-bound, gazing like

The Indian on a still-eyed snake, low-

couch'd

—

A beauty which is death ; when all at

once

That painted vessel, as with inner life,

Began to heave upon that painted sea ;

An earthquake, my loud heart-beats,

made the ground

Reel under us, and all at once, soul, life

And breath and motion, past and flow'd

away
To those unreal billows : round and

round

A whirlwind caught and bore us ; mighty
gyres

Rapid and vast, of hissing spray wind-
driven

Far thro' the dizzy dark. Aloud she
shriek'd

;

My heart was cloven with pain ; I wound
my arms

About her : we whirl'd giddily ; the wind
Sung ; but I clasped her without fear :

her weight

Shrank in m> grasp, and over my dim
eyes.

And parted lips which drank her breath,

down-hung
The jaws of Death : I, groaning, from

me flung

Her empty phantom : all the sway and
whirl

Ofthe storm dropt to windless calm, and I

Down welter'd thro' the dark ever and
ever.

III.

I CAME one day and sat among the stones

Strewn in the entry ofthe moaning cave
;

A morning air, sweet after rain, ran over

The rippling levels of the lake, and blew
Coolness and moisture and all smells of

bud

And foliage from the dark and dripping

woods
Upon my fever'd brows that shook and

throbb'd

From temple unto tei.iple. To what
height

The day had grown I know not. Then
came on me

The hollow tolling of the bell, and all

The vision of the bier. As heretofore

I walk'd behind with one who veil'd his

brow.

Methought by slow degrees the sullen bell

Toll'd quicker, and the breakers on the

shore

Sloped into louder surf : those that went

with me.

And those that held the bier before my
face,

Moved with one spirit round about the

bay,

Trod swifter steps ; and while I walk'd

with these
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In marvel at that gradual change, I

thought

Four bells instcnd of one l3('gan to ring,

Four merry bells, four merry marriage-
bells,

In clanging cadence jangling peal on
peal —

A long loud clash of rapid marriage-bells.
Then those who led the van, and those

in rear,

Rush'd into dance, and like wild Bac-
chanals

Fled onward to the steeple in the woods :

I, too, was borne along and felt the
blast

Beat on my heated eyelids : all at onco
The front rank made a sudden halt • the

bells

Lapsed into frightful stillness ; the surce
fell

From thunder into whispers; those six

maids

With shrieks and ringing laughter on the
sand

Threw down the bier ; the woods upon
the hill

Waved with a sudden gust that sweeping
down

Took the edges of the pall, and blew it

far

Until it hung, a little silver cloud
Over the sounding seas : I turn'd : my

heart

Shrank in me, like a snowflake in the
hand.

Waiting to see the settled countenance
Of her I loved, adorn'd with fading

flowers.

But she from out her death-like chrysalis,
She from her bier, as mto fresher life.

My sister, and my cousin, and my luvc,
Leapt lightly clad in bridal white-her

hair

Studded with one rich Provence rose-a
light

Of smiling welcome round her lips—her
eyes

And cheeks as bright as when sheclimb'd
the hill.

One hand she reach'd to those that came
behind,

And while I mused nor yet endured to
take

So rich a prize, the man who stood with
mc

Stept gaily forward, throwing down his
robes,

And claspt her hand in his : again the
bells

Jangled and clang'd : again the stormy
surf

'

Crash'd in the shingle : and the whirling
rout

Led by those two rush'd into dance, and
fled

Wind-footed to the steeple in the woods,
fill they were swallow'd in the leafy

bowers.

And I stood sole beside the vacant bier.

There, there, my latest vision-then the
event !

IV.

THE GOLDEN SUPPER.

(.Another Speaks.)

He flies the event : he leaves the event
to me :

Poor Julian - how he rush'd away; the
bells,

Those marriage-bells, echoing in ear and
heart

—

Bui cast a parting glance at me, you saw,
As who should say ' Continue. ' Well he

had
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One golden liour— of triumph shall I

say ?

Solace at least -before he left his home.

Would you had seen him in that hour
of his !

He moved thro' a'l of it majestically

—

Restrain'd himself quite to the close-
but now—

Whether they were his lady's marriage-

bells,

Or prophets of them in his fantasy,

I never ask'd : but Lionel and the girl

Were wedded, and our Julian came again
Back to his mother's house among the

pines.

But these, their gloom, the mountains
and the Bay,

The whole land weigh'd him down as

/Etna does

The Giant of Mythology : he would go,

Would leave the land for ever, and had
gone

Surely, but for a whisper, ' Go not yet,'

Some warning—sent divinely—as it

seem'd

By that which follow'd—but of this I

deem
As of the visions that he told—the event
Glanced back upon them in his after life,

A .c" partly made them—tho' he knew it

not.

And thus lie stay'd and would not look
at her

—

No not for months : but, when the

eleventh moon
After their marriage lit the lover's Bay,
Heard yet once more the tolling bell, and

said,

Would you could toll me out of life, but
found

—

All softly as his mother broke it to him—
A crueller reason than a crazy car,

For that low knell tolling his lady dead—
Dead—and had lain three days without

a pulse :

All that look'd on her had pronounced
her dead.

And so they bore her (for in Julian's land

They never nail a dumb head up in elm),

Bore her free-faced to the free airs of

heaven,

And laid her in the vault of her own kin.

What did he then? not die: he is here

I
and hale

—

{

' Not plunge headforemost 'ram the i

mountain there,

And leave the name of Lover's Leap:
'

I

not he :
;

He knew the meaning of the whisper now, I

Thought that he knew it. 'This, I

stay'd for this
;

love, I have not seen you for so long.

Now, now, will I go down inio tlic

grave,

1 will be all alone with all I love,

And kiss her on the lips. She is his

no more :

The dead returns to me, and I go down
To kiss the dead.'

The fancy stirr'd him so

He rose and went, and entering the dim
vault.

And, making there a sudden light, beheld
All round about him that which all v ill

be.

The light was but a flash, and went nyniii.

Then at the far end of the vault he saw
His lady with the moonlight on her face

;

Her breast as in a shadow-prison, bars

Of black and bands of silver, winch tin'

moon
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Struck from an open grating overhead But when at last his doubts were satisfied.
High in the wall, and all the rest of her He raised her softly from the sepulchre.
Drown'd in the gloom and horror of the And, wrapping her all over with the cloak

vault. He came in, and now striding fast, and
now

' It was my wish, ' he said, ' to pass, to Sitting awhile to rest, but evermore
sleep. Holding his golden burthen in his arms,

To rest, to be with her—till the great So bore her thro' the solitary land
day Back to the mother's house where she

Peal'd on us with that music which rights

all

was born.

And raised us hand in hand.' And There the good mother's kindly
kneeling there ministering.

Down in the dreadful dust that once was With half a night's appliances, recall'd

man, Her fluttering life : she rais'd an eye that

Dust, as he said, that once was loving ask'd

hearts. ' Where ? ' till the things familiar to her
Hearts that had beat with such a love as youth

mine

—

Had made a silent answer : then she
Not such as mine, no, nor for such as spoke

her

—

'Here! and how came I here?' and
He softly put his arm about her neck learning it

And kissed her more than once, till help- (They told her somewhat rashly as I

less death think)

And silence made him bold—nay, but I At once began to wander and to wail,

wrong him, ' Ay, but you know that you must give

He reverenced his dear lady even in me back :

death ; Send 1 bid him come ;
' but Lionel was

But, placing his true hand upon her heart. away

—

' 0, you warm heart, ' he moan'd, ' not Stung by his loss had vanish'd, none
even death knew where.

Can chill you all at once :
' then starting. ' He casts me out,' she wept, ' and goes

'

thought —a wail

His dreams had come again. * Do I That seeming something, yet was nothing.

wake or sleep ? bom
Or am I made immortal, or my love Not from believing mind, but shatter'd

Mortal once more ?
' It beat—the heart nerve,

— it beat : Yet haunting Julian, as her own reproof

Faint—but it beat : at which his own At some precipitance in her burial.

began Then, when her own true spirit had
To pulse with such a vehemence that it return'd.

drown'd ' yes, and you,' she said, ' and none
The feebler motion underneath his hand. but you ?
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For you have given me life and love

again,

And none but you yourself shall tell him
of it,

And you shall give me back when he

returns.

'

' Stay then a little, ' answer'd Julian,

' here.

And keep yourself, none knowing, to

yourself

;

And I will do your will. I may not stay,

No, not an hour ; but send me notice of

hnn

When he returns, and then will I return,

And I will make a solemn offering of you

To him you love.' And faintly she

replied,

' And I will do yotfr will, and none shall

know.

'

Not know ? with such a secret to be

known.

But all their house was old and loved

them both,

And all the house had known the loves

of both

;

Had died almost to serve them any
way.

And all the land was waste and solitary

And then he rode away ; but after this.

An hour or two, Camilla's travail came
Upon her, and that day a boy was born,

Heir of his face and land, to Lionel.

The moulder'd stairs (for everything was
vile)

And in a loft, with none to wait on him,
Found, as it seem'd, a skeleton alone.

Raving of dead men's dust and beating
hearts.

A dismal hostel in a dismal land,

A flat malarian world of reed and rush !

But there from fever and my care of him
Sprang up a friendshp that may help us

yet.

For while we roam'd along the dreary
coast,

And waited for her message, piece by
piece

I learnt the drearier story of his life
;

Anu, tho' he loved and honour 'd Lionel,
Found that the sudden wail his lady made
Dwelt in his fancy : did he know her

worth,

Her beauty even? should he not be
tauglit,

Ev'n by the price that others set upon it,

The value of that jewel he had to guard?

And thus our lonely lover rode away.
And pausing at a hostel in a marsh,

There fever seized upon him : myself was
then

Travelling that land, and Jweant to rest

an hour

;

And sitting down to such a.oase repast.

It makes me angry yet to speak of it—
I heard a groaning overhead, and climb 'd

Suddenly came her notice and we past,
I with our lover to his native Bay.

This love is of the brain, the mind, the

soul :

That makes the sequel pure ; tho' some
of us i

Beginning at the sequel know no more,
jNot such am I : and yet I say the bird
|

That will not hear my call, however
j

sweet.

But if my neighbour whistle answers
'

him

—

I

What matter? there arc others in the
j

wood.

Yet when I saw her (and I thoufiht liini
1

crazed.
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Tho' not with such a craziness as needs
A cell and keeper), those dark eyes of

hers

—

Oh ! such dark eyes ! and not her eyes
alone,

But all from these to where she touch'd
on earth.

For such a craziness as Julian's look'd

No less than one divine apology.

So sweetly and so modestly she came
To greet us, her young hero in her arms !

' Kiss him,' she said. ' You gave me
life again.

He, but for you, had never seen it once.
His other father you ! Kiss him, and then
Forgive him, if his name be Julian too.'

Talk of lost hopes and broken heart

!

his own
Sent such a flame into his face, I knew
Some sudden vivid pleasure hit him

there.

But he was all the more resolved to go,

And sent at once to Lionel, praying him
By that great love they both had borne

the dead.

To come and revel for one hour with him
Before he left the land for evermore

;

And then to friends —they were not many
—who lived

Scatteringly about that lonely land of his.

And bade them to a banquet of farewells.

Chalice and salver, wines that. Heaven
l<nows wlicn,

Had suck'd the fire of some forgotten

sun,

And kept it thro' a lumdved years of

gloom,

Yet glowing in a heart of ruby— cujis

Where nymph and god ran ever round in

gold—
Others of glass as costly—some with

gems

Moveable and rcsuttable at will.

And trebling all the rest in value—Ah
heavens !

Why need I tell you all?— suffice to say
That whatsoever such a house as his.

And his was old, has in it rare or fair

Was brought before the guest : and tliey,

the guests,

Wonder'd at some strange light in Julian's

eyes

(I told you that he had his golden hour),

And such a feast, ill-suited as it seeui'd

To such a time, to Lionel's loss and his,

And that resolved self-exile from a land
He never would revisit, .such a feast

So rich, so strange, and stranger cv'ii

than fich.

But rich as for the nuptials of a king.

And Julian made a solemn feast : I

never

Sat at a costlier ; for all rouni'' his hall

From column on to column, as m a wood,
Not such as here—an equatorial one,

Great garlands swung and blossom'd
;

and beneath,

Heirlooms, and ancient miracles of Art,

And stranger yet, at one end of tlie

hall

Two great funereal curtains, looping

down.

Parted a little ere they met the floor,

About a picture of his lady, taken

Some years before, and falling hid the

frame,

And just above the parting was a lamp:
So the sweet figure folded round with

night

Seem'd stepping out of darkness with a
smile.

Y Y
ili
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Well then -our solemn feast—we ate

and drank,

And might— tlu; wines being of such
n()l)!onuss—

Have jested also, but for Julian's eyes,

And something weird and wild about it

all :

What was it ? for our lover seldom spoke,
Scarce touch'd the meats ; but ever and

anon

A priceless g()l)lct with a priceless wine
Arising, show'd he drank beyond his use

;

And when the feast was near an end, he
said :

'There is a custom in the Orient,

friends

—

I read of it in Persia—when a man
Will honour those who feast with him, he

brings

And siiows them wlial soever he accounts
Of all his treasures the most beautiful.

Gold, jewels, arms, whatever it may be.

This custom '

Pausing here a moment, all

The guests broke in upon him with
meeting hands

And cries about the banquet—* Beautiful

!

Who could desire more beauty at a
feast ?

'

The lover answer'd, 'There is more
than one

Here sitting who desires it. Laud me not
Before my time, but hear me to the close.

This custom steps yet further when the

guest

Is loved and honour'd to the uttermost.

For after he hath shown him gems or gold,
He brings and sets before him in rich

guise

That which is thrice as beautiful as these.

The beauty that is dearest to his heart—
" O my heart's lord, would I could show

you, " he says,
'

'
Ev'n my heart too. " And I propose to-

night

To show you what is dearest to my heart,

And my heart too.

* But solve me first a doubt.
I knew a man, nor many years ago

;

I le had a faithful servant, one who loved
His master more than all on earth be-

side.

He falling sick, and seeming close on
death,

His master would not wait until he died,

But bade his menials bear him from the

door,

And leave him in the public way to die.

I knew another, not so long ago,

Who found the dying servant, took him
home,

And fed, and cherish'd him, and saved
his li' .

I ask you now, should this first master
j

claim
I

His service, whom does it belong to ? !

him
Who thrust him out, or him who saved

his life?'

This question, so flung down before

the guests,

And balanced either way by each, at

length

When some were doubtful how the law

would hold,

Was handed over by consent of all

To one who had not spoken, Lionel.

Fair speech was his, and delicate of

phrase.

And he beginning languidly— his loss
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Weigh'd on him yet—but warming as he
went,

Glanced al the point of law, to pass il l)y.

Affirming that as long as either lived.

By all the laws of love and gratefulness,

Tlie service of the one so saved was due
All to the saver adding, with a smile,

The first for many weeks - a st;mi-smilo

As at a strong conclusion— 'body and
-soul

And life and limbs, all his to work his

will.'

Then Julian made a secret sign to me
To liring Camilla down before them all.

And crossing her own i)icture as she

came,

And looking as much lovelier as herself

Is lovelier than all others—on her head

A diamond circlet, and from under this

A veil, that seemed no more than gilded

air.

Flying i.iy each fine ear, an Eastern gauze

With seeds of gold—so, with that grace

of hers,

Slow-moving as a wave against the wind,

That flings a mist behind it in tlie sun

—

And bearing high in arms the mighty babe,

The younger Julian, who himself was
crown'd

With roses, none so rosy as himself

—

And over all her babe and her the jewels'

Of many generations rf his house

.Sparkled and flash'd, for he had decked
them out

As for a solemn sacrifice of love-
So she came in :— I am long in telling it,

I never yet beheld a thing so strange,

Sad, sweet, and strange together—floated
in

—

While all the guests in mute amazement
rose

—

And slowly pacing to the middle hall,

Before the board, there paused and
stood, her ])re;ist

Ilard-heaving, and her eyes upon her
feet.

Not daring yet to glance at Lionel.

But him she carried, iiim nor lights nor
feast

Dazed or amazed, nor eyes (jf men ; who
cared

Oniy to use his own, and staring wide
And hungering fur the gilt and jewell'd

world

About him, look'd, as he is like to jirove.

When Julian goes, the lord of all he saw.

'My guests,' said Julian: 'you are

honour'd now
Ev'n to the uttermost ; in h' r behold

Of all my treasures the most beautiful,

Of all things upon earth the dearest to

me.

'

Then waving us a sign to seat ourselves,

Led liis dear lady to a ciiair of state.

And I, liy Lionel sitting, saw his face

Fire, aud dead ashes and all fire again

Thrice in a second, fell hiui tremjjle loo,

And heard him muttering, ' So like, so

like
;

She never had a sister. I knew none.

Some cousin of his and hers—O God, so

like !

'

And then he suddenly ask'd her if she

were.

She shook, and cast her eyes down, and
was dumb.

And then some other question'd if she

came

From fureign lands, and still she did not

speak.

Another, if the boy were hers : but she

To all their queries nnswcr'd not a v.'ord.

Which made the amazement more, till

one of them
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Said, .shuckleriiig, ' Ilcr spectre !' liiU

his friend

Replied, in half a whisper, ' Not at least

The spectre that will speak if spoken to.

Terrible pity, if one so beautiful

Prove, as I ahnost dread to find her,

dumb !

'

But Julian, sitting by her, answer'd all :

' She is but dumb, because in her you
see

That faithful servant whom we spoke
about,

Obedient to her second minster now
;

Which will not last. I have here to-

night a guest

So bound to me by common love and
loss

—

What ! shall I bind him more ? in his

behalf.

Shall I exceed the Persian, giving him
That which of all things is the dearest to

me,

Not only showing ? and he himself pro-

nounced

That my rich gift is wholly mine to give.

' Now all be dumb, and promise all of
you

Not to break in on what I say by word
Or whisper, while I show you all my

heart.'

Lionel, who fain had risen, but fell again.
And sat as if in chains—to whom he said :

' Take my free gift, my cousin, for

your wife

;

And were it only for the giver's sake.
And tho' she seem so like the one you

lost,

Yet cast her not away so suddenly.
Lest there be none left here to bring her

back :

I leave this land for ever.' Here he
ceased.

Then taking his dear lady by one
hand.

And bearing on one arm the noble babe,
He slowly brought them both to Lionel!
And there the widower husband and dead

wife

Rush'd each at each with a cry, that rather

seem'd

For some new death than for a life re-

new 'd ; I

Whereat the very babe began to wail
;

At once they turn'd, and caught and I

brought him in i

To their charm'd circle, and, halfkilling
!

him
j

With kisses, round him closed and claspt
j

again.
|

But Lionel, when at last he freed himself
'

And then began the story of his love I From wife and child, and lifted' up'a'faceAs here to-day, but not so wordily- All over glowing with the sun of lifeThe passionate moment would not suffer

that-
Past thro' his visions to the burial ; thence
Down to this last strange hour in his own

hall;

And then rose up, and with him all his

guests

Once more as by enchantment ; all but
he,

And love, and boundless thanks-lhe
sight of this

So frighted our good friend, that turning

to me
And saying, ' It is over : let us go'-^
There were our horses ready at the

1

doors

—

We bade them no farewell, but mounting i

these

"'<'4ii^(j|lll^
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r//£ FIRST QUARREL.

(IN THE ISLE OF WIGHT.)

I.

'Wait a little,' you say, 'you are sure
it '11 all come right,'

But the boy was born i' trouble, an' looks
so wan an' so white :

Wait
! an' once I ha' waited- -I hadn't to
wait for long.

Now I wait, wait, wait for Harry.—No,
no, you are doing me wrong

!

Harry and I were married : the boy can
hold up his head.

The boy was born in wedlocl<, but after
my man was dead

;

I ha' work'd for him fifteen years, an' I

work an' I wait to the end.
I am all alone in the world, an' you are

my only friend.

I never could quarrel with Harry -I had
but to look in his face.

n.

Doctor, if you can wait, I'll tell you the
tale o' my life.

When Harry an' I were children, he call'd
me his own little wife

;

I was happy when I was with him, an'
sorry when he was away.

An' when we play'd together, I loved him I

better than play

;

He workt me the daisy chain-he made
me the cowslip ball.

He fought the boys that were rude an' I
loved him better than all.

Passionate girl tho' I was, an' often at
home in disgrace.

III.

There was a farmer in Dorset of Harry'.s
kin, that had need

Of a good stout lad at his farm ; he sent,
an' the father agreed

;

So Harry was bound to the Dorsetshire
farm for years an' for years •

I walked with him down to the 'quay,
poor lad, an' we parted in tears.

'

Ihe boat was beginning to move, wc
heard them a-ringing the bell,

'III never love any but you, God bless
you, my own little Nell.'

IV.

I was a child, an' he was a child, an' he
came to harm

;

There was a girl, a hussy, that workt will,
him up at the farm.

One had deceived her an' left her alone
with her sin an' her shame.

And so she was wicked with Harry ; the
girl was the most to blame.

And years went over till I that was little

had grown so tall.

The men would say of the maids. ' Our
Nelly's the flower of 'em all

'

I didn't take heed o' them, but I taught
myself all I could

To make a good wife for Harry, \\hen
Ilany came home for good.

VI.

Often I seem'd unhappj', a.ul often as
happy too,

For I heard it abroad in the fields 'I'll

never love any but you ;

'
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' I'll never love any Lut you ' the morning
song of the lark,

' I'll never love any hut you ' the rightin-

gale'.s hymn in the diirk.

VII.

And I fairy came home at last, but he
look'd at me sidelong and shy,

Vext me a hit, till he told me that soi

many yeais had gone by,

I had grown so handsome and tall— that'

I might ha' forgot him somehow—
For he thought—there were other lads-

lie was fcar'd to look at me now.

VIII.

Hard was the frost in the field, we were
married o' Christmas day,

Married among the red berries, an' all as
merry as May—

Those were the pleasant times, my house
an' my man were my pride.

We seem'd like ships i' the Channel a
sailing with wind an' tide.

XI.

'Sweetheart'— this was the letter— this
was the letter I read —

' Von promised to find ine work near you,
an' I wish I was dead

—

Didn't you kiss me an' promise? you
haven't d. ne it, my lad.

An' I almost died o' your going away,
an' I wish that I had.

'

XII.

I too w'sh that I had -in the pleasant
times that had past.

Before I quarrcll'd with Harry—;;/;/

quarrel—the first an' the last.

XIII,

IX.

But work was scant in the Isle, tho' he
tried the villages round.

So Harry went over the Solent to see if

work could be found
;

An' he wrote 'I ha' six weeks' work,
little wife, so far as I know

;

I'll come for an hour to-morrow, an' kiss

you before I go.

'

X.

So I set to righting the house, for wasn't
he coming that day ?

An' I hit on an old deal -box that was
push'd in a corner away.

It was full of old odds an' ends, an' a
letter along wi' the rest,

T had better ha' put my naked hand in a
hornets' nest.

For Harry came mi, an' I flung him the

letter that drove me wild,

An' he told it me all at once, as simple as

any child,

' What can it matter, my lass, what I did

Wi my single life?

I ha' been as true to you as ever a man , >

his wife ;

An' s/w wasn't one &' the worst. ' * Then,

'

I said, ' I'm none o' the best.'

An' he smiled at me, 'Ain't you, my
love? Come, come, little wife, let

it rest

!

The man isn't like the woman, no need to

make such a stir.

'

But he anger'd me all the more, an' Isnid

' Vou were keeping with her.

When I was a-loving you all along an' the

same as before.'

An' he didn't speak for a while, an' he

anger'd me more and more.
Then he patted my hand in his gentle

way, ' Let bygones be !

'

' Bygones
! you kept yours hush'd, ' I said,

' when you married me !

By-gones ma' be come-agains ; an' sk-
in her shame an' her sin—

^J* I.E^ift
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You'll have her to nurse my child, if I
die o' my lying in!

You'll make her its second mother ! I hate
her- an' I hate you !'

-^h, Harry, my man, you had better ha'
beaten me bi.ack an' blue

Than ha' spoken ,as kind -as you did,
when I were so crazy wi' spite,

' Wait a little, my lass, I am sure it 'ill all
come right.

XIV.

An' he took three turns in the rain, an' I
watch'd him, an' when he came in

I felt that my heart was hard, he was all
wet thro' to the skin,

An' I never said ' off wi' the wet, ' I never
.said «on wi' the dry,'

So I knew my heart was hard, when he
came to bid me goodbye.

'You said that you hated me, Ellen, but
that isn't true, you know

;

I am going to leave you a bit—you'll kiss
me before I go ?

'

697

XVII.

I

An' the wind began to rise, an' I thought

I

of him out at sea.
An' I felt I had been to blame

; he was
always kind to me.

'\VaitaIittle, mylass, lamsureit'illall
come right '

—

An' the boat went down tlut night the
boat went down that night.

RIZPAH.

17—

I.

XV.

' Going
! you're going to her-kiss her-

ifyou will,' I said,—
I was near my time wi' the boy, I must

ha' been light i' my head—
'I had sooner be cursed than kiss'd ! '—I

didn't know well what I meant.
But I turn'd my face from him, an' he

turn'd his face an' he went.

XVI.

And then he sent me a letter, ' I've gotten
my work to do

;

You wouldn't kiss me, my lass, an' I
never loved any but you

;

I am sorry for all the quarrel an' sorry for
what she wrote,

I iia' six weeks' work in Jersey an' go to-
night by the boat.

'

Waimng, wailing, wailing, the wind
over land and se.a

And Willy's voice in the wind, 'O mother
come out to me.'

'

Why should he call me to-night, when ho
knows that I cannot go ?

For the downs are as bright as day, and
the full moon stares at the snow.

II.

We should be seen, my dear; they would
spy us out of the town

The loud black nights for us, and the
storm rushing over the down,

When I cannot see my own hand, but am
J<^fl by the creak of the chain,

And grovel and grope for my son till I
find myself drenched with the rain.

III.

Anything fallen again? nay-what was
there left to fall ?

I have taken them home, I have number'd

«,v ^^"^ ''°"^'' ^ ^'^^'^ ^"^'''™ them all.
What am I saying? and what are j/^«?

do you come ns a spy ?

Falls ? what falls ? who knows ? As the
tree falls so must it lie.

.
- »

'
i'
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IV.

Who let her In ? how long has she been ?

you -what have you heard ?

Why did you sit so quiet ? you never have

spoken a word.

O—-to pray with me—yes—a lady—none

of their spies

—

But the night has crept into my heart,

and begun to darken my eyes.

All—you, that have lived so soft, what

shouifl you know of the night,

The blast and the burning shame and the

bitter frost and the friglit ?

I have done it, while you were asleep —
you were only made for the day.

I have gather'd my baby together—and

now you may go your way.

VI,

Nay- -for it's kind of you, Madam, to sit

by an old dying wife.

Kut say nothing hard of my boy, I have

only an hour of life.

I kiss'd my boy in the prison, before he

went out to die.

' They dared me to do it, 'he said, and he

never has told me a lie.

I whipt him for robbing an orchard once

w hen he was but a child -

' The farmer dared me to do it, ' he said
;

he was always so wild

—

And idle— and couldn't be idle—my
Willy^he never could rest.

The King should have made him a soldier,

he would have been one of his best.

VII.

But he lived with a lot of wild mates, and
they never would let him be good

;

They swore thnt he dare not rob the

mail, and he swore that he would ;

And he took no life, but he took one

purse, and when all was done

lie (lung it among his fellows— I'll none

of it, said my son.

VIII.

I came into court to the Judge and the

lawyers. I told them my tale,

God's own truth—but they kill'd him,

they kill'd him fur robbing the mail.

They hang'd him in chains for a show—
we had always borne a good name— \

To be hang'd for a thief—and then i)ut

away— isn't that enough shame?
Dust to dust— low down —let us hide!

but they set him so high

That all the ships of the world could

stare at him, passing by.

God 'ill pardon the hell-black raven and

horrible fowls of the air.

But not the black heart of the lawyer who
kill'd him and hang'd him there.

IX.

I hadAnd the jailer furced me away,

bid him my last goodbye
;

They had fasten'd the door of his cell.

' mother I ' I heard him cry.

I couldn't get back tho' I tried, he had

something further to say.

And now I never shall know it. The
jailer forced me away.

Then since I couldn't but hear that cry

of my boy that was dead,

They seized me and shut me up : they

fasten'd me down on my bed.

' Mother, O mother ! '—he call'd in the

dark to me year after year—
They beat me for that* thev beat me—

you know that I couldn't but hear;
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And then at the last they foun"d I hnd I ^.,n-~ ^i

—^-^

grown so stupid and s.iH
''"' ^"'^-'"S- O long-sufTering-yes. „ theThey let me abroad again -but th J V J'"''''

'»"^"<now,

creatures had worked their will.
' '" '"\ T' .'" "^^ ""^' ''^"'l ""^ "indnnd the shower and the snow.

m

XI,

Flesh of my nesh was gone, but bone ofmy bone was left —
I stole them all from the lawyers • and

you, will you call it a theft ?-My baby, the bones that had suck 'dn,e the
bones that had laughed and 'had
cried

Theirs? O no! they .re n,ine-not
theirs-theyhad moved in my side.

XII,

Do you think I was scared by tlie bones ?
I kiss d 'em, I buried 'em all-

I can t dig dee,,, I am old-in the ni
'

by the churchyard wall
My Willy 'ill rise up whole "when the

irumpet of judgment 'ill sound
But I charge you never to say that I laid

hmi in holy ground.

XIV,

Herd, have you? what?, hey have told
F'li he never repented his sin."o-'lo they know it? are 4 ,i,
mother? are J.,, of his kin?

Heard have you ever heard, when the
storm on the downs began

Tbe w.nd that 'i„ .,il like a'chi'hl and
the sea that 'ill moan like a man?

XV.

Election Election and Reprobation -it's
all very well.

'Ul

XIIJ.

They would scratch him up-they would
hang him again ,,n the cursed tree,bm? O yes-we are sinners, I know

-

let all that be.

And read me a Bible verse of the Lord's
good will towarrl men-

'Full of compassion and mercy, the

< Full o^'
'""''' .'"'^""''''^g''''"'

^ull of compassion and mercy-lone.
suflering.' Yes, O yes !

For the lawyer is born but to murder-
the Saviour lives but to bless,

^^llneverputonthe blackcap except
tor the worst of the u^r^rst

And the first may be last-I have heard it
in church- and the last may be first.

not find him in Hell
For I cared so much for my"boy that the

Lord has look'd into my careAnd He means me I'm sure to be happy
>vith Willy, I know not wherel

XVI.

Andif^.belost-buttosave,.vsoul,
that is all your desire •

Do you think that I care for >.y .soul if
'"y boy be gone to the fire?

I have been with God in the dark-Ro
go, you may leave me alone- '

^ou never have borne a child-y.-, are
just as hard as a stone.

think

XVII,

Madam, I beg your pardon ! I
that you mean to be kind,

Butlcann^chear whatyousavfor my
^>"'y's voice in the wind

-

The snow and the sky so bn-glu he used
but to call in the dark.
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And he calls to me now from the church

and not from the gibbet— for hark !

Nay— you can hear it yourself— it is

coming— shaking the walls-
Willy—the moon's in a cloud Good

night. I am going. He calls.

THE NORTHERN COBBLER.

I.

Waait till our Sally cooms in, fur thou

mun a' sights ' to tell.

Eh, but I be maiiin glad to seea tha sa

'arty an' well.

'Cast awaay on a disolut land wi' a

vartical soon '^
!

'

Strange fur to goa fur to think what
saailors a' seean an' a' doon

;

' Summat to drink— sa' 'ot ?
' I 'a nowt

l)ut Adam's wine :

What's the 'eat o' this little 'ill-side to

the 'eat o' the line ?

II.

* What's i' tha bottle a-stanning theer?

'

I'll tell tha. Gin.

But if thou wants thy grog, tha mun goa
fur it down to the inn.

Naay—fur I be maain-glad, but thaw tha

was iver sa dry,

Thou gits naw gin fro' the bottle theer,

an' I'll tell tha why.

III.

Mea an' thy sister was married, when
wur it ? back-end o' June,

' The vowels ni', pronounced separately

though in the closest conjunction, best render
the sound of the long i and y in this dialect.

Rut since such words as crai'in', daiin', what, at
(I), &€., look awkward except in a page of
express phonetics, I have thought it better to

leave the simple i and y, and to trust that my
readers will give them the broader pronunciation.

" The 00 short, as in ' wood."

Ten year sin', and wa 'greed as well as a

fiddle i' tune :

I could fettle and clump owd booots and
shoes wi' the best on 'em all.

As fer as fro' Thui by thurn hup to

Ilarmsby and Ilutterliy Mall.

We was busy as beeas i' the bloom an'

as 'appy as 'art could think,

An' then the babby wur burn, and then

I taakes to the drink.

IV.

An' I weant gaainsaiiy it, my lad, thaw I

be hafe shaiimed on it now.
We could sing a good song at the Plow, wc

could singa good song at tlie Plou-

;

Thaw nnceo^" a frosty night I slither'd an'

hurled my buck,

'

I

An' I coom'd neck-an-crop soomtimes
slaape down i' the squad an' the

muck

:

j

An' once I fowt wi' the Taailor—not :

hafe ov a man, my lad— i

Fur he scrawm'd an' scratted my faiice '

like a cat, an' it maade 'er sa mad
,

That Sally she turn'd a tongue-banger,

-

an'raiitedma, ' Sottin'thy braitins
;

Guzzlin' an' soiikin' an' smoiikin' an'

hawmin' ' about i' the laanes,

Soa sow-droonk that tha doesn not touch

thy 'at to th Squire ;

'

An' I loook'd cock-eyed at my noase an'

I seead 'im a-gittin' o' fire

;

But sin' I wur hallus i' liquor an' hallus as

droonk as a king,

Foiilks' cnostom flitted awaiiy like a kite

wi' a brokken string.

V.

An' Sally she wesh'd foiilks' cioiiths to

keep the wolf fro' the door,
j

' Hip. Scold. Lounging.
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mc to drink the r,,oor,

'^
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^°"'^"
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.."'"' ''^^'' ''''
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^
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^

'"u'
'''^^ '^^ ^P"^'^ «' -e

-Kl I wear'd it o' U^nor, I d '
''°^'^" ' '^'-^ «^^ '''"V she axes,

'.

fur I
I ,.,

can see 'im?' an I
^

^^-
I

*' ''''-' «'^i'e o' the sun asAn one night I cooms 'oiim like a bull An' 1 'Tt'"
'" ^^'^^^ "^^^^ ^K ;

^

gotten loose at a faair, "V" ^
^^^f

^ '""n gie tha a ki'.' an'An she wur a-waaitin' fo'nima an' But I .t i
- ^^V

^'''^' """^ '""^nt.

'

cryin' and tearin' 'er 'aair,
'
" P' '

^,':?J,^
'-^. -' <hen anoother,An I tummled athurt the craadle an'

^^^'ly says 'doant 1'

r^j;; :^^-°- - ^ .-ed Un' w^n .. _'d in. Mee^tin'. at

rr^'tsr^---f-£H-i-!rSto.^^^^
Fur I knaw'd naw moor Jm. t ^-^ a - .. ^"'^' "" ^ '^'^"gh

;

/ft our Sally went h-imed
Cos o' the kick as I med er -in' T ,

dreadful asbaiimed
;

An' Sally wur sloomy ^>

an'draggle-taail'd
in an owd turn gown,

Anthebabby'sfaacewum'twesh'dan'
the ole 'ouse hupside down.

VIII.

An' then I minded our Sally sa pratty
an neiit an sweeiit,

Straatasapolcan'cleiinasaflowerfro'
ead to feeat

:

An' then I minded the fust kiss I gied
er by Thursby thurn

;

Theer wur a lark a.singin"is best of a
bunday at murn,

I
Bellowed, cried out.

' Sluggish, out of spirits.

Heer wur a fnll fr,^' ., i • ,

SaintSl °''''^'"'^

i^own out o' heaven i' Hell-fire-thaw
"it'cr s naw drinkin'

i' Hell •

All along o' the drink, fur I loov'd 'eras well as afoor.

XI.

Saiikeagraatnum-cumpuslblubber'd
awaay o' the bed—

'Weantniver do it naw moor; ' an

>

bally loookt up an' she said,

Illupowd.t'thaweantMhou'rtlaike
the rest o' the men,

Thou'Ilgoa sniffin' about the tap till tha
(Iocs It agcan.

'I'll uphold it.
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Theer's ihy hcnnemy, man, an' I knaws,

as knaws tha sa well,

That, if tlia, seeas 'im an' smells 'im Iha'll

foller 'im slick into Hell.

'

xu.

' Naay, ' says I, ' fur I weant goii sniffin'

about the tap.

'

' Weant tha ?
' she says, an' myscn I

thowt i' mysen 'mayhap.'
' Noa :

' an' I started awaay like a shot,

an' down to the Hinn,

An' I brovvt what tha seeiis stannin' theer,

yon big black bottle o' gin.

XIII.

'That caps owt,'' says Sally, an' saw she

begins to cry.

But I puts it inter 'er 'ands an' I says to

'cr, ' Sally, ' says I,

' Stan' 'im theer i' the naame o' the Lord

an' the power ov 'is Graace,

Stan' 'im theer, fur I'll loook my hennemy
strait i' the faace,

Stan' 'im theer i' the winder, an' let ma
loook at 'im then,

E' seeams naw moor iwr watter, an' 'e's

the Divil's oan sen.'

XIV.

An' I wurdown i' tha mouth, couldn't do

naw work an' all.

Nasty an' snaggy an' shaiiky, an' poonch'd

my 'and wi' the hawl,

But she wur -c power o' coomfut, an'

sattled 'ersen o' my knee,

An' coaxd an' coodled me oop till agean

I feel'd mysen free.

XV,

An' Sally she tell'd it about, an' foalk

stood a-gawmin'^ in,

1
' Tlial's LcyoiiJ everything.
^ Stnriiig vacantly.

As thaw it wur summat bewitch'd istead

of a quart o' gin
;

An' some on 'em said it wur watter—an'

I wur chousin' the wife.

Fur I couldn't 'owd 'ands off gin, wur it

nobbut to saiive my life
;

An' blacksmith 'e strips me the thick ov

'is airm, an' 'e shaws it to me,

'Feeal thou this ! thou can't graw this

upo' watter !
' says he.

An' Doctor 'e calls o' Sunday an' just as

candles was lit,

'Thou mojint do it,' he says, 'tha mun
break 'im off bit by bit.'

' Thou'rt but a Methody-man,' says Par-

son, and lariys down 'is 'at.

An' 'e points to the bottle o' gin, ' but I

respecks tha fur that
;

'

An' Squire, his oan very sen, walks down
fro' the 'All to see,

An' 'e spanks 'is 'and into mine, * fur I

respecks tha,' says 'e
;

An' coostom ageiin draw'd in like a wind

fro' far an' wide,

And browt me the booots to be cobbled

fro' hafe the coontryside.

XVI.

An' theer 'e stans an' theer 'e shall stan

to my dying daay ;

I 'a gotten to loov 'im agean in anoother

kind of a waay.

Proud on 'im, like, my lad, an' I ket'ips

'im clean an' bright,

Loovs 'im, an' roobs 'im, an' doosts 'im,

an' puts 'im back i' the light.

XVII.

Wouldn't a pint a' sarved as well as a

quart ? Naw doubt :

But I liked a bigger feller to fight wi'an'

fowt it out.

^'^ii^.
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^jvo^TTz^jv cobblIZ^^Jjt^;^;;!^,
Fine an' meller 'e mun be by this, if I

cared to laiiste.

But I moant, my lad, and I weant, fur
I d feal mysen clean disgraaced.

XVIII.
An' once I said to the Missis, < My lass

when I cooms to die,
'

Smash the bottle to smithers, the Divil's
in 'im, ' said I.

But arter I chaanged my mind, an' if
Sally be left aloan,

I'll hev 'im a-buried wi'mma an' taake
'imafoorth' Thiuan.

Coom thou 'eci- yon laiidy a-stcppin'
along the streeiit,

Doesn't tha knaw 'er—sa pratty, an' feat,
an' neat, an' swecat ?

Look at the cloiiths on 'er back, thebbe
ammost spick-span-new.

An' Tommy's faace is as fresh as a codlin
'at's wesh'd i' the dew.

XX.
'Ere's our Sally an' Tommy, an' we be

a-goin to dine,

Baacon an' tnates, an' a beslings-pud-
din'

' an' Adam's wine
;

But if tha wants ony grog tha mun goa
fur it down to the Hinn,

Fur I weiint slieci a drop on 'is blood,
noa, not fur Sally's oan kin.

THE REVENGE.
A liALLAD OF THE FLEET.

I.

At Flores in the Azores Sir Richard
Grenville lay.

And a pinnace, like a flutter'd bird, came
flying from far away :

' A pudding made with the first milk ofthe cow
after calving.

"'^^

' Spanish ships of war at sea ! we have
sighted fifiy-ihree !

'

Then svvare Lord Thunas Howard •

"Fore God I am no coward;
But I cannot meet tl.em here, for my

ships are out of gear,
And the half my men are sick. I must

fly, but follow quick
We are six ships of the hne ; can we

fight with lifty.three?'

ir.

Then spake Sir Richaru Grenville :
«

I

know you are no coward
;Vou fly them for a moment to fight with

them again.

But I've ninety men and more that are
lying sick ashore.

I should count myself the coward if I left
them, my Lord Howard,

To these Inquisition dogs and the devil-
doms of Spain.

'

III.

So Lord Howard past away with five
ships of war that day.

Till he melted like a cloud in the silent
summer heaven

;

But Sir Richard bore in hand all his sick
men from the land

Very carefully and slow.
Men of Bideford in Devon,
And we laid them on the ballast down

below

;

For we brought them all aboard.
And they blest him in their pain, that they

were not left to Spain,
To the thumbscrew and the stake, for the

glory of the Lord.

IV.

He had only a hundred seamen to work
the shin and to fi^ht

And he sailed away from Flores till the
Spaniard came in sight,

sr
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With his huge sea-castles heaving upon
the weather bow.

' Shall we fight or shall we fly ?

Good Sir Richard, tell us now,
For to fight is but to die I

There'll be little of us left by the time

this sun be set.'

And Sir Richard said again :
' We be all

good English men.

Let us bang these dogs of Seville, the

child in of the devil,

For I never turn'd my back upon Don or

devil yet.

'

V.

Sir Richard spoke and he laugh'd, and
we roar'd a hurrah, and so

The little 'levenge ran on sheer into the

heart of the foe.

With her hundred fighters on deck, and
her ninety sick below

;

For half of their ^eet to the right and
half to the left were seen,

And the little F.ovenge ran on thro' the

long sea-la.: p Letween.

From the Spanish fleet that day,

And two upon the larboard and two upon
the starboard lay,

And the battle-thunder broke from them
all.

VIII.

VI.

Thousands of their soldiers look'd down
from their decks and laugh'd,

Thousands of their seamen made mock at

the mad little craft

Running on and on, till delay'd

By their mountain-like San Philip that,

of fifteen hundred tons,

And up-shadowing high above us with

her yawning tiers of guns,

Took the breath from our sails, and we
sta}''d.

VII.

And while now the great San Philip hung
above us like a cloud

Whence the thunderbolt will fall

Ivong and loud,

Four galleon? drew away

But anon the great San Philip, she be-

thought herself and went
Having that within her womb that had left

her ill content
;

And the rest they came aboard us, and
they fought us hand to hand,

For a dozen times they came with their

pikes and musqueteers.

And a dozen times we shook 'em off as a
dog that shakes his ears

When he leaps from the water to the land.

IX.

And the sun went down, and the stars

came out far over the summer sea,

Bnt never a moment ceased the fight of

the one and the fifty-three.

Ship after ship, the whole night long,

their high-built galleons came,
Ship after ship, the whole night long,

with her battle-thunder and flame;

Ship after ship, the whole nightlong, drew
back with her dead and her shame.

For some were sunk and many were shat- I

ter'd.andso could fight "sno more-
God of battles, was ever a battle like this

in the world before ?

X.

For he said ' Fight on ! fight on !

'

Tho' his vessel was all but a wreck
;

And it chanced that, when half of the

short summer night was gone,

With a grisly wound to be drest he had

left the deck.

But a bullet struck him that was dressing

it suddenly dead.
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THE KKVENGE.
And himself he was wounded arain in tlu- ' AnT.i, t" , ,

side a„<l the head,
^

'
f

"''

''if

^'""''^ ^^'"^ ^P^^d our lives.
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side and the head,
And he said ' Fight on ! fight on !

'

XI.

And the night went down, and the sun
smiled out far over the summer sen,And the Spanish fleet with broken sides
lay round us all in a ring

;

But they dared not toi:ch us again, fo,
they fear'd that we still could sting.

So they watch 'd what the end would be-
And we had not fought them in vain,
But in iJenlous plight were we.
Seeing forty of our poor hundred were

slain,

An<] half of the rest of us maim'd for life
In the crash of the cannonades and the

desperate strife
;

And the sick men down in the hold were
most of them stark and cold.

And the pikes were all broken or bent,
and the powder was all of it soent

'•

And the masts and the rigging \vere
lying over the side

;

But Sir Richard cried in his English
pride,

' ^^^ 'i''^^''^ fought such a fight for a day
and a night

As may never he fought again !

We have won great glory, my men !

And a day less or more
At sea or ashore,

We die -does it matter when ?
Sink me the ship. Master Gunner-sink

her, split her in twain !

Fall into the hands of God, not into the
hands of Spain !

'

We will make the Sp..„iar,I promise, if
we yield, to let us go

;We shall live to fight again and to strike
another blow.'

Andtheliontherelaydying,
and they

yielded to the foe.

XIII.

And the stately Spanish men to their
flagship Lore him then.

Where they laid him by tlic mast, okl
Sir Richard caught at last.

And they praised him to his face with
their courtly foreign grace •

But he rose iipcn their decks, and he
cried :

' ^ ^^""^ fo"eht for Queen and Faith like
a valiant man and true •

I hrveoniyclonemydutyas'aman
is

bound to do :

With a joyful spirit I Sir Richard Gren-
ville die !

'

And he fell upon their decks, and he
died.

XIV.

i
1

1 f

1

xn.

And they stared at the dead that had
been so valiant and true

And had holden the power and glory of
Spain so cheap

That he dared her with one little ship
and his iinglish few

;

W^as he devil or man? He was devil
for aught they knew.

But they sank his body with honour down
into the deep,

And they mann'd the Revenge with a
swarthier alien crew

And away she sail'd with 'her loss and
ong d for her own ;

^
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^""
'tX!' "rn'"'"™'""*''™'"' '^ ^'"'""S --. *' Mi»^i"gweather to moan,

And or ever that evening ended a great
gale blew,

And a wave like the wave that is raised
by an earthquake grew.

Till it smote on their hulls and their sails

and their ma^s and their fags,
And the whole sea plunged and fell on

the shot-shatter'd navy of Spain,
And the little Revenge herself went down

by the island crags

To be lost evermore in the main.

showers.

Far from out a sky for ever bright,

Over all the woodland's flooded bowers,
Over all the meadow's drowning flowers,
Over all this ruin'd world of ours,

Break, diviner light

!

THE SISTERS.

They have left the doors ajar ; and by
their clash.

And prelude on the keys, I know the
song.

Their favourite—which I call 'The
Tables Turned,'

Evelyn begins it ' O diviner Air.'

EVELYN.
O diviner Air,

Thro' the heat, the drowth, the dust, the
glare,

Far from out the west in shadowing
showers^

Over all the meadow baked and bare.
Making fresh and fair

All the bowers and the flowers.

Fainting flowers, faded bowers,
Over all this weary world of ours,

|

Bre.ithe, diviner Air !

A sweet voice that—you scarce could
better thai.

Now follows Edith echoing Evelyn.

EDITH.
O diviner light.

Thro' the cloud that roofs our noon with
night,

deep.r than the

graver than the

Marvellously like, their voices— and
themselves !

Tho' one is somewhat
other,

As one is somewhat
other

—

Edith than Evelyn. Your good Uncle
whom

You count the father of your fortune,
longs

For this alliance : let me ask you then.
Which voice most takes you ? for I do

not doubt

Being a watchful parent, you are taken
With one or other: tho' sometimes I

fear

You may be flickering, fluttering in a

doubt

Between the two—which must not be-
which might

Be death to one : they both are beautiful

Evelyn is gayer, wittier, prettier, says
The common voice, if one may trust it

:

she ?

No ! but the paler and the graver, Edith,

Woo her and gain her then : no waver

ing, boy !

The graver is perhaps the one for you
Who jest and laugh so easily and so well.

For love will go by contrast, as by likes.

No sisters ever prized each other more.

Not so : their mother and her sister loved

More passionately still.

But that my best
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707And oldest friend, yo^rV^^ti^^^^^i^^^ ^
And that I know you worthy ev'Jyvv'T^ .

•"''' '''^' ''' ''^^'^ ^^ndal
lo be mv son T mir,Ut ,

' *""e

'-- '

''"' '''-'-'''" ''\'y ^We of feather: for all that, myTo part them, or part from them : and
yet one

Should marry, or all the broad lands in
your view

From this l^y window-which our house
has held

Three hundred years-will pass collater-
ally.

My father with a child on either knee,A hand upon the head of either child
Smoothing their locks, as golden as' his

own
I

Were silver, <get them wedded ' would
he say.

And once my prattling Edith ask'd him
' why ?

'

Ay, why ? said he, ' for why should I eo
lame ?

'

^

Then told them of his wars, and of
nis wound.

For see-this wine-the grape from
whence it flow'd

Was blackening on the slopes of Portugal,
^^^"^ that brave soldier, down the

terrible ridge
Plunged in the last fierce charge at

Waterloo,

And caught the laming bullet. He left
me this.

Which yet retains a memory of its youth.As I of mme, and my first passion!
Come !

Here's to your happy union with my
child

!

'

boy,

Some birds aresick and sullen when they
moult. '

''"'''sfin'd"'"''""'"'-''"'"'"^^^^^
Among our civil wars and earlier too

/cae^'niV'""'^''-'"^^'-—^l^^e-/care not for a name-no fault of mineOnce m..e-a happier marriage than my I

You see yon Lombard poplar on the

Of swnrO ,0 Irf, „d „-jj,^ „|,^
ago, «»

°"'
^sfng

^'^ '"°'"'"S in a world of

Hay at leisure, watching overhead
The aenal poplar wave, an a.nber spire.

WhidT^'r^ ^" °P- Jandaulet

Turning^ my way, the loveliest face on

The face of one theiP Qjff;.,^

That time I did not see.

Yet must you change your name : no
lauit of mine 1

Mav c» . .

-^"^^ ^' ^'^^^ sightMay seem-wuh goodly rhyme and
reason for it—

Possible -at first glimpse, and for a
race

i
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A moonless night with storm—one light-

ning-fork

Flash'd out the lake ; and tho' I loiter'd

there

The full day after, yot in retrospect

That less than momciUary thunder-sketch

Of lake and mountain conquers all the day.

The Sun himself has limn'd the face

for me.

Not quite so quickly, no, nor half as well.

For look you here—the shadows are too

deep,

And like the critic's blurring comment
make

The veriest beauties of the work appear
The darkest faults : the sweet eyes frown

the lips

Seem but a gash. My sole memorial
Of Edith—no, the other,— both indeed.

So that bright face was flash'd thro'

sense and soul

And by the poplar vanish'd—to be found
Long after, as it seem'd, beneath the tall

Tree-bowers, and those long-sweeping

b.echen boughs

Of our New Forest. I was there alone :

The phantom of the whirling landaulet

or ever past me by : when one quick
peal

Of laughter drew me thro' the glimmer-
ing glades

Down to the snowlike sparkle of a cloth

On fern and foxglove. Lo, the face

again,

My Rosalind in this Arden—Edith—all

One bloom of youth, health, beauty,

happiness.

And moved to merriment at a passing jest.

I
Call'd me to join them j so with these I

j

spent

j

What seem'd my crowning hour, my day
' of days.

I woo'd her then, nor unsuccessfully,

T'-e worse for her, for me I was I con-

tent ?

Ay—no, not quite ; for now and then I

thought

Laziness, vague love-longings, the bright

May,
Had made a heated haze to magnify
The charm of Edith—that a man's ideal

i

Is high in Heaven, and lodged with
,

Plato's God,
Not findable here—content, and not

content.

In some such fashion as a man may be
That having had the portrait of his friend

Drawn Iiy an artist, looks at it, and says,

'Good ! very like 1 not altogether he.'

There one of those about her knowing

As yet I had not bound myself by
words.

Only, believing I loved Edith, made
Edith love me. Then came the day

when I,

Flattering mvself that all my doubts were

fools

Born of the fool this Age that doubts of

ail-

Not I that day of Edith's love or mine-
Had braced my purpose to declare my-

self :

I stood upon the stairs of Paradise.

The golden gates would open at a word,

I spoke it—told her of my passion, seen

And lost and found again, had got so far,

Had caught her hand, her eyelids fell-I i

heard
'

j

Wheels, and a noise of welcome at the

doors —
!
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y'^^£ S/S7£A'S.
r. 709
Un a sudden after two Italian vear<5 I it- u .• ,

"

Had set the blossom of her health again ' ^^^'"t 1 ''*"'^' '^'^ ^^ay'd me up
The younger sister, Evelyn, enter'd-

'"'

theie,

There was the face, and altogether she.The m.nhcr fell about the daughter's
neck,

The sisters closed in one another's arms
Their people throngM . bmu them from

the hall,

And in the thick of question and reply
I fled the house, driven by one angel face.
And all the Furies.

< Ar 1 ,
I^dith wrote

:

My mother bKis me ask '(I did not ten
you ^

A widow with less guile than m.ny a
child. ^

God help the wrinkled children that are
Christ's

As well as the plump cheek-she wrought
us harm, *"

Poor soul, not knowing) < are you ilP '
I

(so ran

The letter) 'you have not been here of
late.

Vou will not find me here. At last I goOn that long-promised visit to the North
I told your wayside story to my mother"And Lvelyn. She remembers you.

I'arewell.

P.ay come and see my mother. Almost

I was bound to her ;

I coiild not free myself in honour-bound
Not by the sounded letter of the word
But counterpressures of the yielded hand
1 hat timorously and faintly echoed mine
Quick blushes, the sweet dwelling of her

eyes

Upon me when she thought I did not
see

—

Were these not bonds? nay, nay, but
could I wed her

Loving the other ? do her that great
wrong ?

Had I not dream'd I loved her yester-
morn ?

Had I not known where Love, at first a
fear.

Grew after marriage to full height and
form?

Yet after marriage, that mock-sister
there

—

Brother-in-law-the fiery nearness of it-
Unlawful and disloyal brotherhood—
What end but darkness could ensue from

this

For all the three ? So Love and Honour
iarr'd

Tho' Love and Honour join'd to raise! Anr'l.''-'''^^''*
"^-^"^^^'^ ^^^^^ myself

the full
^ '° raise And all in vain for her-cold heart or

none

—

blind

With ever-growing catar.ict, yet she thinks
bhe sees you when she hears. A^ain

farewell.

'

Cold words fi-om one I had hoped to
warm so far

That I could stamp my image on her
heart !

'Pray come and see my mother, and
farewell.

'

Cold, but as welcome as free airs of
heaven

After a dungeon's closeness, f^elfish
strange

!

'

What dwarfs are men ! my strangled
vanity ^

Z Z 2

f f.

H

ri
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Is our misshapinj- vision o*" tlie Powers
Beliiiul the world, that a.ikc our griefs

our gains.

No bride for me. Yet so my path was
clear

To win the sister.

Whom I woo'd and woi,
For Evelyn knew not ofmy former suit, For o„ the dark niah^ , fBecause the simple mother work'd upon ,1 ^ ""' "'"''"S^-

By Edilh pray'd me not to whisper of it.
'

The rreif Tmrrn r ,

And Edith would be bridesmaid on thej herself
'"' ''"'"''^''^

day.

But on that day, not being all at ease,
I from the altar glancing back upon her,
Before the Hrst • I will ' was utter'd, saw
The bridesmaid pale, statuelike, passion-

less—

placed

My ring upon the finger of my bride.

So, when we parted, Edith spoke no
word.

She wept no tear, but round my Evelyn
clung

In utter silence for so long, I thought
What, will she never set her sister free ? '

We left her, happy each in each, and
then.

As tho' the happiness of each in each
Were not enough, must fain have torrents,

lakes,

Hills, the great things of Nature and the
fair,

To lift us as it were from commonplace,
And help us to our joy. Better have

sent

Our Edith thro' the glories of the earth
lo change with her horizon, if true Love
Were not his own imperial all-in-all.

In that assumption of the bridc^^maid—
she

That loved me-our true Editli -her
brain broke

With over-acting, till she rose and fled
Beneath a j,itiless rush of Autumn rain

— '" -^ -^i 111 — [o pray
Before //.«/altar-so I th,nk;.nn,! there
They found her beating the hard J'lotcst-

ant doors.

She died and she was buried ere we
knew.

Far off we went. My God, I would
not live

Save that I think this gross hard-seeming
world ^

I learnt it first. I had to speak. At
once

The bright quick smile of E.elyn, that
had sunn'd

The morning of our marriage, past away
:And on our home-return the daily want

OfEdithmthehousc, the garden, still '

Haunted us like her ghost
; and by and ,

by,
;

Either from that necessity for talk
Which lives with blindness, or plain

innocence

Of nature, or desire that her lost child
Should earn from both the praise of

heroism.

The mother broke her promise to the
j

dead,
I

And told the living daughter with what
Jove

Edith had welcomed my brief wooing of
her,

'^

And all her sweet self-sacrifice and death.

•^OBtS^
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Henceforth that mystic bond betwixt

'

the twins-
Did I not tell you they were twins ?-

picvail'd

So far tiiat no caress could win my wife
Back to that passionate answer of full

heart

I had from her at first. Not that her
love,

Tho' scarce as great as Edith's power of
love,

Had lessen'd, but the mother's garrulous
wail

For ever woke the unhappy Past again,
lill that dead bridesmaid, meant to be

my bride.

Put forth cold hands between us, and I
fear'd

The very fountains of her life were
chill'd

;

So took her thence, and brought her
here, and here

She bore a child, whom reverently we
call'd

-^

Edith
; and in the second year was born

A second-this I named from her own
self,

Evelyn
: then two weeks-no more-she

joined.

In and beyond the grave, that one she
loved.

Now in this quiet of declining life,
ihro' dreams by night and trances of the

day,

The sisters glide about me hand in hand,
lioth beautiful alike, nor can I tell

'

One from the other, no, nor care to tell
One from .„e other, only know they

come,

They smile upon me, till, remembering

The love they both have borne me, and
the love

71 1

I bore them both-divided as lam
j

From either by the stillness of the grave-
I know not which of these I love the

best.

But j'^« love Edith
J and her own true

eyes

Are traitors to her ;our quick Evelyn-
rhe merrier, prettier, wittier, as theytalk.
And not without good reason, my good

son— "

Isyetuntouch'd.-and I that hold them
both

Dearest of all things-well, I am not
sure

—

But if there lie a preference citherway.
And m tlu rich vocabulary of Love
'Most dearest

'
be a true superlative

-

I thmk / likewise love your Edith most.

T//£ VILLAGE JV/FE ; OJi,

T//E ENTAIL.^

1.

'OusE-KKEPER sent tha my lass, fur New
Squire coom'd last night

Butter an' heggs-yis-yis. I'il goa wi'
tha back : all right

;

Butter I warrants be prime, an' I
warrants the heggs be as well,

Hafe a pint o' miik runs out when ya
breaks the shell.

, II.

Sit thysen down fur a bit : hev a glass o'

I

cowslip wine :

I liked the owd Squire an' 'is gells as
thaw they was gells o' mine,

Fur then we was all es one, the Squire
£in' 'is darters an' me,

Hall but Miss Annie, the heldest, I niver
not took to she :

' See note to ' Northern Cobbler.'
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?I2 yvy/L I LLAGE WIFE: OR, THE ENTAIL.

But Nelly, the last of the oletoh,' I liked

'er the fust on Vrn all,

Fur holTens we (alkt o' my darter es died
<)' the fever at fall :

An' I Ihowt'iwur the will o' the Lord, liut

Miss Annie Hhe said it wurdraiiins,

Fur she Iiedn't naw coonifut in 'er, an'

arn'il naw thanks fur 'er paains.

Eh ! thel)be all wi' the Lord my childer,

I han't gotten none !

Sa new Squire's coom'd wi' 'is taiiil in 'is

'and, an' owd Squire's gone,

in. .

Fur 'staiite be i' taciil, my lass : tha dosn'

kiiaw what that be ?

But I knaws the law, I does, for the

lawyer ha towd it me,
' When theer's naw 'eiid to a 'Ouse by

the fault o' that ere niaiile

—

The gells they counts fur nowt, and the

next un he tf'likes the taiiil.'

IV.

What be the next iin like? can tha tell

ony harm on 'ini lass ?—
Naay sit down -naw 'urry— sa cowd !—

hev another ^lass I

Straiinge an' cowd fur the lime ! we may
happen a fall o' snaw

—

Not es I cares fur to hear ony harm, but

I likes to knaw.
An' I 'oiips es 'e beant boooklarn'd : but

'e dosn not coom fro' the shere
;

We'd anew o' that wi' the Squire, an' we
haates boooklarnin' ere.

V.

Fur Squire wur a Varsity scholard, an'

niver lookt artcr the land -
Wheats or turmuts or tniites— 'e 'ed

hallus a boook i' 'is 'and,

Halln- i1,V' 1 wi' ''s 1 1 o()ks, thavv nigh

An' boouks, what's boooks ? thou knaws
thebbe neyther 'ere nor theer,

vi.

An' the gell?, they hedn't naw takils, an'
the lawyer he towd it me

That 'is taaii ww soil tied up es he
couldn't cut down a tree !

'Drat the trees,' <ays I, to be sewer I

haates 'em, my lass,

Fur we i.uts the muck o' the land, an'

they sucks the muck fro' the grass.

vn.

An' Squire wur hallus a-smilin', an'gied
to the tramps goin' by—

An' all o' the wust i' the parish—wi'
hoflfens a drop in 'is eye.

An' ivry darter o' Squire's lied her awn
ridin-erse to 'ersen.

All' they rampaged about wi' their grooms,
an' was 'untin' arter the men.

An' hallus a-dallackt ' an' dizen'd out,

an' a-buyin' new cloiithes,

While 'e sit like a grajit glimmer-gowk ''

wi' 'is glasses athurt 'is noiise,

An' 'is norise sa grufted wi' snuff es it

couldn't be scroob'd awaiiy.

Fur at ween 'is readin' an' writin' 'e

snifft up a box in a daay.

An' 'e niver runn'd arter the fox, nor

arter the birds wi' 'is gun,

An' 'e niver not shot one 'are, but 'e

leaved it to Charlie 'is son,

An' 'e niver not lish'd 'is awn ponds, but

Charlie 'e cotch'd the pike,

•1" •c-ir.

' A brood of Lliickens.

Fur 'e warn't not burn to the land, an' 'e

didn't take kind to it like ;

But I ears es 'e'd gie fur a howry ' owd

book thutty pound an' moor.

An' 'e'd wrote an owd book, his awn sen,

sal knaw'des 'e'd coom to be poor;

' Ov.Tclrest in gay colours. " Owl. I

' Filthy.

"•-^i
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Timviu.A(;E inj.;-:: oa>, the /^xtail.
An

'-•K'cd-Ibefear'dfurtotelltha'ow

, ,

"'«"•'/ - fur an owd scratted stoiin,An ediggdupa bompi'the land an'

,«=
go'i l>r"wn p„t an- a hoan,

An c bowt owd n«,ne),e,s wouldn't go

i

wi' good guwdo' the (^umi, '

An 'e bowt little statutes all-nnUkt an

^

winch was a shaanie to be seen
}lint e niver loookt ower a bill, nor V

niver not seed to owt,
An' 'e niver knaud nowt but boooks, an'

boooks, as thou knaws, bciintnowt.
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'is cars, an' e

VIII

But oud Squire's laady es long es she
lived she kep 'email clear.

Thaw es long es she lived I niver bed
none of "er darters 'ere •

But arter she died we was all es one, the
clulder an' me,

An' sarvinis ruim'd in an' out, an' offe.i.
we hed 'em to tea.

Lawk
! 'ow I laugh'd when the lasses 'ud
talk o' their Missis's waiiys,

An' the Missisis talk'd o' the lasses.-I'H
tell tha some o' these daiiys.

Hoiinly Miss Annie were saw stuck oop,
hke 'er mother afoor—

'Er an' 'er blessed darter-they niver
derken'd my door,

IX.
An' Squire 'e smiled an' 'e smiled till ', M

gotten a fright at last,
An' V calls Air 'is son, fur the 'turney's

letters they follor'd sa fast

;

liut Squire wur afear'.l o' 'is son, an' \-

says to 'im, meek as a mouse.
Lad, thou mun cut off thy taail, or the

gells 'ull goa to the 'Ouse,

l'urinndsesIbethati'debt,esI'oaps
es thou'll 'elp me a bit,

An'itthou'Il 'j;reeto cut off'thy tauil I
may saiivc mysen yit,

'

I

lint Charlie 'e sets back

^

swears, an"c says to 'in. 'Noa.'
I ve gotten the 'staiite by the taiiil an*

'>e dang'd if I iver let goa !

Coom. >oon, ! feyther,' 'e says, 'why
•^ti 'ildn't thy boo(iks be sowd ?

' ''ears c- soom o' thy booiiks mebbe
w.;.h their weight i'gowd.'

XI.

Heiips an' heaps o' boooks, I ha' .see'd
'em, belong'd to the S(iuire,

15ut the lasses 'ed tekrd out leaves i' the
middle to kindle the fne •

•Sa nioast on 'is owd big hoook!s fetch'd
nigh to nowt at the saiile

And Squire were at Charlie ageiin to git
im to cut off 'is taail,

XII.

\'a woukln-t fmd Charlie's likes-'ewere
that outdacious at 'oiim,

Not thaw ya went fur to raiike out Hell
wi' a small-tooth coiimb—

Droonk wi' the Quoloty s wine, an
' droonk

wi' the farmer's aiile,

Mad wi' the lasses an' all_an' 'e wouldn't
cut off the taiiil.

XIII.

Thou's coom'd oop by the beck ; and a
thurn be a-grawin' theer

I niver ha seed it sa white wi' the iMaiiy
es I see'd it to-year—

Thccrabouts Charlie joompt-and it gied
me a scare tother night.

Fur I liiowt it wur Charlie's ghoast i'

the derk, fur it loookt sa white
'Billy,' says 'e, «hev a joomp !

'-thaw
the banks o' the beck be sa hipii

Fur he ca'd 'is 'erse Billy-rough-un, thaw
niver a hair wur awry

;

\M.
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But Billy fell bakkucis o' Charlie, an'
Charlie 'e brok 'is neck,

So theer wur a bend o' the taail, fur 'e lost

'is taail i' the beck.

XIV,

Sa 'is taail wur lost an' 'is boooks wur
gone an' 'is boy wur dead,

An' Squire 'e smiled an' 'e smiled, but 'e

niver not lift oop 'is 'eiid :

Hallus a soft un Squire ! an' 'e smiled,
fur 'e hedn't naw friend,

Sa feyther ar ' son was buried togither,

an' this wur the hend.

XV,
An' Parson as hesn't the call, nor the

mooney, but hes the pride,

'E reiids of a sewer an' sartan 'oiip o' the

tother side
;

But I beant that sewer es the Lord, how-
siver they praiiy'd an' praiiy'd.

Lets them inter 'eaven eiisy es leaves their

debts to be paaid.

Siver the mou'ds rattled down upo' poor
owd Squire i' the wood.

An' I cried along wi' the gells, fur they
weant niver coom to naw good.

XVI.

Fur Molly the long 'un she walkt awaiiy

wi' a hofficer lad,

An' nawbody 'eiird on 'er sin, sa o' coorse

she be gone to the bad .'

An' Lucy wur laame o' one leg, sweet-

'arts she niver 'ed none

—

Straange an' unheppen ' Miss Lucy ! we
naamed h'-- ' Dot an' gaw one !

'

An' Hetty wur weak i' the hattics, wi'out

ony harm i' the legs,

An' the fever 'er' baaked Jinny's 'eiid as

bald as one o' them heggs.

An' Nelly wur up fro' the craadle as big
' 'i the mouth as a cow,

Ungainly, awkw.nrd.

.

An' saw she mun hammcrgrate, ' lass, or
she Meant git a maiite onyhow !

An' es fur Miss Annie es call'd me afoor
my awn foiilks to my faace

' A hignorant village wife as 'ud hevto be
larn'd her awn plaace,'

Hes fur Miss Hannie the heldest hes now
be a-grawin' sa howd,

I knaws that mooch o' shea, es it beant
not fit to be towd !

XVII.

Sa I didn't not taake it kindly ov owd
Miss Annie to saiiy

Es I should be talkin agean 'em, es soon
es they went awaiiy.

Fur, lawks ! 'ow I cried when they went,
an' our Nelly she gied me 'er 'and,'

Fur I'd ha done owt fur the Squire an' 'is

gells es belong'd to the land
;

Boooks, es I said afoor, thebbe neyther
'ere nor theer

!

But I sarved 'em wi' butter an' heggs fur

huppuds o' twenty year.

XVIII.

An' they hallus paaid what I hax'd, sa I

hallus deal'd wi' the Hall,
An' they knaw'd what butler wur, an' they

knaw'd what a hegg wur an' all

;

Hugger-mugger they lived, but they
wasn't that easy to please.

Till I gied 'em Hinjian curn, an' they

laaid big heggs es tha seeas
;

An' 1 niver puts saame^ i' my butter,

they does it at Willis's farm,
Taiiste another drop o' the wine—tweiint

do tha naw harm.

XIX.

Sa new Squire's coom'd wi' 'is taail in 'is

'and, an' owd Squire's gonej

' Emigrate. • Lard.
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XIX.

:oom'd wi' 'is taail in "'.s

)wd .Squire's gone

;

• Lard.

I heard 'im a roomlin' by, but arter my
nightcap wur on

;

Sa I han't clapt eyes on 'im yit, fur he
coom'd last night sa laiite-

Pluksh !!!. the hens i' the peas ! why
didn't tha hesp the gaate ?

IN THE CHHDREN^S
HOSPITAL.

EMMIE.

I.

Our doctor had call'd in another, I never
had seen him before.

But he sent a chill to my heart when I
saw him come in at the door,

Fresh from the surgery-schools of France
and of other lands-

Harsh reJ hair, big voice, big chest, big
merciless hands !

Wonderful cures he had done, O yes, but
they said too of him

He was happier using the knife than in
trymg to save the limb.

And that I can well believe, for helook'd
so coarse and so red,

I could think he was one of those who
would break theirjests on the dead

And mangle the living dog that had loved
him and fawn'd at his knee- -

Drench'd with the hellish oorali-that
ever such things should be !

Caught in a mill and crush'd-it was
all but a hopeless case •

And he handled him gently ^nough; but

Andi. T''"'^'"''""'^^-'-^"°tkind,And u was hut a hopeless case, he had
seen ,t and made up his mind,And he said to me roughly 'The lad will
need little more of your care.'

All the more need,' I,M him, -to seek
the Lord Jesus in prayer

;They are all his children here, and I pray
for them all as my own :

'

But he turn'd to me « Av ^-^ it" "le, Ay, good woman.
can prayer set a broken bone?'

Ihen he mutter'd half to himself, but Iknow that I heard him say
All very well-but the good Lord Jesus

has had his day.

'

III.

Had? has it come? It has only dawn'd.
It will come by and by.O how could I serve in the wards if the
hope of the world were a lie?How could I bear with the sights and the
loathsome smells of disease

But that lie said' Ye do it to me, when yedo It to these ' ?

II.

Here was a boy-I am sure that some of
our children would die

But for the voice of Love, and the smile,
and the comforting eye-

Here was a boy in the ward, every bone
seem'd out of its place^-

tos'cat'tZr""''''?'''!
^^ =*^'"PP'"S of hands

10 scare trespassing fowl.

IV.

So he went. And we past to this ward

H.r. .•
''J"'^'''"y°""g'='-'=hiWrenarelaid:

Here ,s the cot of our orphan, our dar-
I'lg, our meek little maid :

Empty you see just now! We have lost
''er who loved her so much

-

Patient of pain tho' as quick as a s.nsi.ive
plant to the touch

;

Hers was the prettiest prattle, it often
moved mc to tears.

Hers Av-as the gratefullest heart I have
found in a child of her years—



fr"a? f,f

716 JN THE CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL.

Nay you remember our Emmie; you
used to send her the flowers

;

How she would smile at 'em, play with
'em, talk to 'em hours after hours !

They that can wander at will where the
works of the Lord are reveal'd

Little guess what joy can be got from a
cowslip out of the field

;

Flowers to these 'spirits in prison ' are all

they can know of the spring,
They freshen and sweeten the wards like

the wnf. of an Angel' i wing
;

And she lay with a flower in one hand and
her tliin hands crost on her breast-

Wan, but as pretty as heart can desire,
and we thought her at rest,

Quietly sleeping—so quiet, our doctor
said ' Poor little dear,

Nurse, I must do it to-morrow
; she'll

never live thro' it, I fear.'

' Yes, and I will,' said Emmie, ' but then
if I call to the Lord,

How should he know that it's me? such
a lot of beds in the ward !

'

That was a puzzle for Annie. Again she
consider'd and said :

' Emmie, you put out your arms, and you
leave 'em outside on the bed—

The Lord has so much to see to ! but,
Emmie, you tell it him plain,

It's the little girl with her arms lying out
on the counterpane.

'

vu.

V.

I walk'd with our kindly old Doctor as
far as the head of the stair,

Then I return'd to the ward ; the child
didn't see I was there.

VI.

Never since I was nurse, had I been so
grieved and so vext

!

Emmie had heard him. Softly she call'd

from her cot to the next,
' He says I shall never live thro' it, O

Annie, what shall I do ?

'

Annie consider'd. ' If 1/ said the wise
little Annie, ' was you,

I should cry to the dear Lord Jesus to
help me, for, Emmie, you see,

It's all in the picture there : " Little
children should come to me. " '

(Meaning the print that you gave us, I

find that it always can please
Our children, the dear Lord Jesus ivith

children about his knees.)

I had sat three nights by the child—

I

could not watch her for four—
My brain had begun to reel—I felt I

could do it no more.
That was my sleeping-nigju, but I

thought that it never would pass.
There was a thunderclap once, and a

clatter of hail on the glass,

And there was a phantom cry that I heard
as I tost about,

The motherless bleat of a lamb in the
storm and the darkness without

;

My sleep was broken besides with dreams
of the dreadful knife

And fears for our delicate Emmie who
scarce would escape with her life

;

Then in the gray of the mojning itseem'd
she stood by me and smiled,

And the doctor came at his hour, and we
went to see to the child.

VIII.

He had brought his ghastly tools : we
believed her asleep again—

Her dear, long, lean, little arms lying out
*

on the counterpane

;

Say that His day is done ! Ah why should
jwe care what they say ?
'

The Lord of the children had heard iicu

and Emmie had past away.
\
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r DEDICA70RY POEM TO

DEDICATORY POEM TO THE
PRINCESS ALICE.

Dead Princess, living Power, if that
which Jived

'

True life. Jive on- and if the fatal kiss
Born of true life and love, divorce thee notFrom earthJyloveand life-ifwhat we calJ
The spnit flash not all at once from out
ThisshadowintoSubstance-thenperhaps
The meJlow'd murmur of the people's

praise

From thine own State, and all our
breadth of realm.

Where Love and Longing dress thy deeds
in light,

Ascends to thee; and this March morn
that sees

Thy Soldier-brother's bridal orange-bloom
Break thro' the ye«s and cvpress of thy

grave,

And thine Iniiierial mother smile again
May send one ray to thoe ! and who can

tell—

Thou- England's England-loving daugh-
ter -thou

Dying so English thou wouldst have lier
flag

Borne on thy coffin -where is he can swear
liut that some broken gleam from our

poor earth

May touch thee, while remembering thee,
I lay

At thy pale feet this ballad of the deeds
Of England, and her banner in the East ?

Never with mightier glory than when we
had rear'd thee on high

Flying at top of the roofs in the ghastly
siege of Lucknow—

Shot thro' the staff or the halyard, but
ever we raised thee anew,

And ever upon the topmost roof our
banner of England blew.

II.

THE DEFENCE OF LUCKNOW.
I.

Banner of England, not for a season, O
banner of Britain, hast thnu

Hoated in conquering battle or flapt to
the battle-cry !

frail were tlje works that defended the
hold that we held with our lives-Women and children among us, Cod help
them, our children and wives !

Hold a we might-and for fifteen days or
for twenty at most.

'Never surrender, I charge you, but

_

^^vevy man die at his post !

'

^oiceof the dead whom we loved, our
Lawrence the best of the brave :Cold were his brows when ^,'e kiss'd
him-we laid him that night in his
grave.

'Every man die at his post !' and there
hail d on our houses and halls

Death from their rifle-bullets, and death
from their cannon-balls.

Death in our innermost chamber, and
death at our slight barricade.

Death while we stood with the musket, and
death while we stoopt to the spade,

Ueath to the dying, and wounds to the
wounded, for often there fell,

Striking the hospital wall, crashing 'thro'
It, their shot and their shell,

Death-fortheirspies wereamongus, their
marksmen were told of our best

So that the brute bullet broke thro' the
brain that could think for the rest •

Bullets would sing by our foreheads, and
bullets would rain at our feet-

Fire from ten thousand at once of the
rebels that girdled us round—

hi



fi

III
I

718 THE DEFENCE OF LUCKNOW.
Death at the glimiwe of a finger from

o" r the breadth of a street,

Death from the heights of the mosque and
thepalacc, anddeathinlhegiound

!

Mine ? yes, a mine ! Countermine ! down,
down ! and creep thro' the hole !

Keep the revolver in hand ! you can hear
him—the murderous mole !

Quiet, ah ! quiet -wait till the point of
the pickaxe be thro' !

Click with the pick, coming nearer and
nearer again than before —

Now let it speak, and jqu fire, and the
dark pioneer is no more

;

And ever upon the topmost roof our
banner of England blew ! .

[Backward they reel like the wave, like
the wave Hinging forward again.

Flying and foil'd at the last by the hand-
ful they could not subdue

;

And ever upon tlie topmost roof our
banner of England blew.

IV.

III.

Ay, but the foe sprung his mine many
times, and it chanced on a day

Soon as the blast of that underground
tlumderclap echo'd away,

Daak thro' the smoke and the sulphur like
so many fiends in their hell —

Cannon-shot, musket-shot, volley on
volley, and yell upon yell-

Fiercely on all the defences our myriad
enemy fell.

What have they done ? where is it? Out
yonder. Guard the Redan '

Storm at the Water-ga^e ! storm at the
jBailey-gate

! storm, and it ran
Surging and swaying all round us, as

ocean on every side
Plunges and heaves at a bank that is

dady drown'd by the tide-
So many thousands that if they be bold

enough, who shall escape ?
Kill or l)e kill'd, live or die, they shall

know we are soldiers and men '

Ready
! take aim at their leaders -tlieir
masses are gajipxl with our grape-

Handful^ of men as we were, we were
English in heart and in limb.

Strong with the sirength of the race to
command, to obey, to cncUire,

Each of us fought as if hope for the garri-
son hung but on him

;

Still-could we watch at all points? we
were every day fewer and fewer.

There was a whis])er ..mong us, but only
a whisper that past :

' Children and wives-if the tigers leaj)

into the fold i' n-ares—
Every man die at his .rst-and the foe

may outlive u at last

—

Better to fidl by the hands that they love,
than to fall into theirs !

'

Roar upon roar in a moment two mines
by the enemy sprung

Clove into perilous chasms our walls and
our poor palisades.

Rifleman, true is your heart, but be sure
that your hand be as true !

jSharp is the fire of assault, better aimed !

are your flank fusillades— 1

Twice do we hu.l them to earth from the
\

ladders to which they had dung,
I

Twice from tlie ditch where t'"^y shelter
!

we drive them w-r 1 .-enades;
jAnd ever upon the t ,r..,.st of our

banner of En j;la'.'^' '(t,v.

Then on^ another \,-\\ .norning anotlicr

wild earthquake out-tore
Clean from our lines of defence ten or

twelve good paces or more.



reel like the wave, Jikc

^ iliiiging forward again,

d at the last by the hand-
:oukl not subdue

^

1 the topmost roof our
f England blew.

IV.

1 as we were, we were
n heart and in liml),

strength of the race to

, to obey, to endure,

t as if hope for the garri-

but on him
;

vatch at all points? we
y day fewer and fewer.

ipci- .iniong us, but only
that past :

.'ives—if tlie tigers leap

Id I' ,T"ares—
hii, -r St—and the foe

e u at last-
lie hands that they love,

I into theirs '.

'

n a moment two mines
my sprung

s chasms our walls and
disades.

your heart, but be sure

and be as true !

f assault, better aimed
nk fusillades

—

them to earth from tlie

.'hich they had clung,

tch vvhere t'"^y shelter

mwir. .1 - .--enades; '

he f 5r..,.st of our

nrlaj.f' 'Mcv.

RiHeman, bi^h „„ t],e roof, hidden there
from the light of the sun

^^ffff^A'Cj; OF IMCAWOJF
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Thoughts of the breezes of M^l^„
over an English field

„ , - "S"i >-'i me sun— „ ,, ^-^ "' "-"y oiowinn
One ha. leapt up on the breach, crying Choler.'''

'" ^""^'^ '''"''''

out:
' Follow me, follow me ^-

^'^"^^'•'
'
«^""T, and fever, the wound

Mark him-he falls! then another, 'and Lor.n\^.
'""^^ '''''^'''^"'''^''^'Markhim.-hefhlls!"th;,ran^,;e;;;„,,

//.'w too, and down goes he
Had they been bold enough then, who

Z'-^"
tell but the traitors had won'Boardmgs and rafters and doors-an em'-

brasure! make way for the gun

'

iNow double-charge it with grape '

It is
'^''•'^'•gecl and we fire, and they run

Traise to our Indian brothers, and let the
dark face have his due '

Thanks to the kindly dark 'faces who
fought with us, faithful and few

I'ought with the bravest among us. ami
drove them, and smote them, and
slew,

That ever upon the topmost roof our
banner in India blew.

VI.

Men will forget what we suffer and not
what we do. We can fight

I.ut to be soldier all day and be sentinel
all thro' the night—

Ever the mine and assault, our sallies
their lying alarms.

'

Bugles and drums in the darkness, and
shoutmgs and soundings to arms,
—""S^ ""'^1 soundings to arms ti,.. 1 > .

-—-"'>'"« meir way
Ever the labour of fifty that hadTi' q ,

'^^'""g'l ''^e fell mutineers?

done by five,

' ''' '° ""'

,

^"'^^'>- '''\ Pi'^-ch of Europe is ringin.
Ever the mnrv«i , . .

"gain in our ears I

done by five,

Ever the marvel among us that one should
be left alive,

Ever the day with its traitorous death
bom the loopholes around.

Ever the night with its coffinless corpse
to ],e hiid in the ground,

Heat like the mouth ofa hell, or a deluge
of cataract skies,

Lopping ".way of the limb by 'the pitiful
pitiless knife,—

Torture and trouble in vain.-for it never
could save us a life

Valourofdelicate women who tended the
hospital bed,

Horror of women in travail among the
dying and dead,

Grief for our perishing ehiklren, and
never a moment for grief,

roil and ineffable weariness, faltering
hopes of relief,

^

Havelockbafaed,orbea.,.^.,orbutcher'd
for all that we k, -

Thendayandnigh,,cIayandninht,eoming
down on the still-shattei'd wills

Mdlionsofmu.ket-bullets,andt;,;;:Ls
ol cannon-balls—

But ever upon the topmost roof our
lanner of England blew.

VII.

Hark cannonade, fusillade
: is it vrue what

was told by the scout,
Outi-am and Havelock breaking their way

through the fell mutineers?

again in our ears '

All on a sudden the garrison utter a jubi.
lant shout,

^

Havelock's glorious Highlanders answer
with conquering cheers

Sick from the hospital' echo them, women
and children come out

Blessing the wholesome white faces of
ilavelocks good fusileeis,Stench or old oHal decaying and infin,>« t- •

^^^^^^^'^ good fusileeis,

torment of flies,
« ^"^' '"^"''^p-'SS'ng the wai-harden'd hand of the_ I

Highlander wet with their ten re: .

me

fj



m
m

S/A' yoim OLDCASTLI'], LORD CODII.Uf.

Dance to the pibroch .'—saved ! we are
saved l_is it you? is it you ?

.Saved by the valour of Ilavelock, stwed
by the blessing of Heaven !

But o:^ a Latin Bible to the crowd •

'Biua: -what use? The Shepherd,
when I speak,

Vailing ,1 sullr eyelid «rith his hard' Hold it for fifteen dlys !
' we ha^e held ' D n^ r'

'''''' ^^"^ '''''^' ^is hard

it for eighty-sevenj ™ 'T^^ P^^"^^^' ^-'"^'^ ^t things iIt for eighty-.'^even. !

Atid ever .-loft oft t!ie palace roof the old
bann.-v yt England blew.

SIR JOHX OfDCA^TLE, LORD
CCLV.4M.

('N wales'.)

My friend should meet me somewhere
hereabout

To take me to that hiding in the hills.

I have broke their cage, no gilded one,
I trow

—

I read no more the prisoner's mute wail

f
Scribbled orcarved upon thepitiless stone

;

' I find hard rocks, hard life, hard cheer, or
none,

For I am emptier than a friar's brains
;

But God is with me in this wilderness.
These wet black passes and foam-churn-

ing chasms,

—

And God's free air, and hope of better
things.

of old-
No fault of mine. Had he God's word

in Welsii

He might be kindlier : happily come the
day !

Not least art thou, thou little Bethle-
hem

In Judah, for in the. ihe Lord was born •

Nor thou in Britain, Mtle Lutterworth.
'

Least, for in thee the word Was born again

I would I knew their speech ; not now
to glean,

Notnow—Ihopetodoit-somescatter'd
ears.

Some ears for Christ in this wild field of
Wales—

But, bread, merely for Sread. This
tongue that vvagg'/

'

They said wuh such he-e.
, arrogance Why there ? tAgamst the proud archbishop Arundel- preacher '*

So much God's cause was fluent in it-is Some criJd on .ob^.., .-,„ ^he good
f Lord Cobham

Heaven-sweet Evangel, ever-living
word, *"

Who whilome spakest to the South in
Greek

About the soft Mediterranean shores,
And then in Latin to the Latin crowd
As good need was-thou hast come 'to

talk our isle.

Hereafter thou, fulfilling Pentecost,
Must learn to use the tongues of all the

worid.

Vet art thou thine own witness that thou
bringest

Not peace, a sword, a fire.

What did he say,My frighted Wiclif-preacher whom I

\

crost

In flying hither? that o e night a crowc,
Throng'd th6 Waste fi, .out the city

|

gates

:

!

The king was thr. uddenly with a !

host.
j

carne to hear their
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1 iiible to the crowd
;

at use? The Shepherd,
. speak,

'• eyelkl .rith his hard
'\ ' pa'ses, wrotb at things

!ne. tiad he Cod's word

indlier
: happily come the

:
thoiK thou little Bethle-

ri the.
1 he Lord was born;

itain, Uxlc Lutterworth,
e the Word Was born again.

t Evangel, ever-living

spakest to the South in

^Mediterranean shores,

tin to the Latin crowd,
was—thou hast come to
sle.

fulfilling Pentecost,

ie the tongues of all the

le own witness that thou

>rd, a fire.

What did he say,

'iclif-preacher whom I

that 0/3 night a crowd
ste fi. Sotu the city

thf" uddenly with a

> came to hear their

Theis
j

Cobhan,, ^n the good
jam;

5>^ 7(?/>W r7/.^C^.SrZA', LORD COBHAM.
Ay, for they love me 1 l,ut the kin.t-nor

voice
^
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What rotten piles uphold their mason,
work,

/"'-in 1 '. . ... nirrt
thirty-nine

CallVl it rebellion-hang'd, poor friends,
as rebels

And burn'd alive ns heretics ! for yuur
Priest

Labels-to take the king along ^^ith
him—

All heresy, treason
: but to call men

traitors

May make men traitors.

him,

But he would not ; faf liever led my
friend

'Sack to the pure and universal church,
I'Ut he would not

: whether that heirless
flaw

In his throne's title make him feel so
frail.

He leans on Antichrist; or that his
nimd,R <• T
niinti,

Red ia ,hy M„„, ™,j'^uftrs
' sruL^rr, ':;- T""f

'"^'
«""

i.
"waiters of the faith, alas the while 'war,

Now reddest with the blood of holy men.
Redder to he, red rose of Lancaster

-

If somewhere in the North, as Rumour
sang

Fluttering the hawks of this crown-lust-
ing line-

By firth and loch thy silver sister grow >

That were my rose, there my allegiance
due.

Self-starved, they say-nay, murder'd,
doubtless dead.

So to this king I cleaved : my friend was
he,

Once my fast friend : I would have given
my life

"

To help his own from scathe, a thousand
lives

To save his soul. He might have come
to learn

Our Wiclif's learning
: but the worldly

Priests
'

Who fear the king's hard common-sense
should find

. — ..wL.,, ciiaa lae wnue !

A.ore worth than all the kingdoms of
this world,

Runs in the rut, a coward to the Priest.

Burnt-good Sir Roger Acton, my
dear friend !

Burnt too, my faithful preacher, Beverley i

Lord mvp thni. ,,„. ^- .1 '

L Richard II.

Lord give thou power to thy two wft
tiesses !

Lest the false faith make merry over
them !

Two-^nay but thirty-nine have risen and
stand.

Dark with the smoke of human sacrifice.
Before thy light, and cry continually-
Cry—against whom ?

Ilim, who should bear the swordOf Justfce-^what
! the kingly, kindly

boy
;

\yho took the world so easily heretofore,
-My boon companion, tavern-fellow-him
Who gibed and japed-in many a merry

tale
'

That shook our sides-at Pardoners
Summoners,

'

Friars, absolution-sellers, monkeries

i



722 fIRjOHN OLDCASTLE, LORD COBITAM.
And. nunneries, when the wild hour and iT^herVl t7^ TT"^

'

the wine
^ ether d to these dead pillars of the

-- ' Church-Had set the wits aflame

^ ^ .

Harry of Monmouth,
Or Amurath of the East ?

Ti, a ,

Better to sink
Thy fleurs-de-Iys in slime again, and

fling

Thy royalty back into the riotous fits

Of wine and narlotry- thy shame, and
mine,

Thy comrade-than to persecute the
Lord,

And play the Saul that never will be Paul.

Rather than so, if thou wilt have it so
i^urst vein, snap sinew, and crack heart

and life
'

Pass in the fire of Babylon ! but how
I

long,

O Lord, how long !

My friend sheuld meet me here
ilere is the copse, the fountain and-a

Cross !

To thee, dead wood, I bow not head nor
knees.

Rather to thee, green boscage, work of
Burnt, burnt

! and while this mitrprl t?i i

5'?.'''

Arundel
"''^ ^^'''^'^ ^olly, and white-flower'd wayfar-

Dooms our unlicensed preacher to the Pofv,
'"S"!^"^^

'

flame. ^
'^^

,f J^'
^o thee, thou living water, drawn

The mitre-sanction'd harlot draws his
^ .^°°'' ^^"^''^ ™o"ntain down from

clerks .
heaven.

Into the suburb- their hard celibacy
^Peaking clearly in thy native

Sworn to be veriest ice of pureriess No T .r°"^'^'~

.

—

-

P """''• N° Latm-He that thirsteth, come andmolten

Into adulterous living, or such crimes
As holy Paul-a shame to speak of

them

—

Among the heathen

-

Sanctuary granted
To bandit, thief, assassin—yea to him
Who hacks his mother's throat—denied

to him,

Who finds the Saviour in his mother
tongue.

The Gospel, the Priest's pearl, flung
down to swine

—

The swine, lay-men, lay-women, who
will come,

God willing, to outlearn the filthy friar.
Ah rather, Lord, than that thy Gospel

meant
'

To course and range thro' all the world
Khould be

'

drink

Eh
! how I anger'd Aruulei asking meTo worship Holy Cress ! I spread mine
arms,

God's work, I said, a cross of flesh and
blood

And holier. That was heresy. (Mv
good friend

"^

By this time should be with me

)

' Images ?
'

>

'Bury them as God's truer images '

Are daily buried.' ' Heresy. -Pen-
ance?' 'Fast,

Hairshirt and scourge-nay, let a man '

repent, '

Do penance in his heart, God hears him.'
Heresy

—

Not shriven, not saved ?
' « What profits

'

an ill Priest
'
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fflZ^^J^ OZZ?C./iTZ.?, LORD conHAM.

Between me and my God ? I would not
sinirn

Good counsel of good friends, but shrive
myself

No, not to an Apostle.' ' Heresy.'
(My friend is long in coming.) Til-

grimages?'

'Drink, bagpipes, revelling, devil's-

dances, vice.

The poor man's money gone to fat the
friar.

Who reads of begging saints in Scrip.
ture? '—'Heresy'—

(Hath he been here- not found me—gone
again ?

Have I misleamt our place of meeting ?)
' Bread

—

Bread left after the blessing ? ' how they
stared,

That was their main test-question—
glared at me !

' He veil'd Himself in flesh, and now He
veils

His flesh in bread, body and liread

together.

'

Then rose the howl of all the cassock 'd

wolves,

• No bread, no bread. God's body !

'

Archbishop, Bishop,

Priors, Canons, Friars, bellringers,

Parish-clerks—

'No bread, no bread ! '—'Authority of
the Church,

Power of the keys!'—Then I, God help
me, I

So mock'd, so spurn'd, so baited two
whole days—

I lost m)-.;'jlf and fell from "venness.
And rail'd at all the 1;;, . , that ever

since

723

Poisoners, murderers. Well -God
pardon all -

Me, them, and all the wo, Id -yea, that
proud Priest,

That mock-meek mouth of utter Anti-
Christ,

That traitor to King Richard and the
truth.

Who rose and doom'd me to the fire.

Amen !

Nay, I can burn, so that the Lord of life
Be Ijy me in my death.

Those three ! the fourth
Was like the son of God. Not l)urnt

were they.

On (hem the smell of burning had not
past.

That was a miracle to convert the king.
These Pharisees, this Caiaphas-Arundel
What miracle could turn? //; here

again,

He thwarting their traditions of Himself,
He would be found a heretic to Himself]
And doom'd to burn alive.

So, caught, I burn.
Burn ? heathen men have borne as much

as this.

For freedom, or the sake of those they
loved.

Or some less cause, some cause far less

than mine

;

For every other cause is less than mine.
The moth will singe her wings, and

singed return.

Her love of light quenching her fear of
pain

—

How now, my soul, we do not heed the
fire?

Faint-hearted ? tut !
— faint-stomach 'd !

faint as I am.

IntoT'^^
the venom of world-wealth God willing,"! wilTLurn for Hi.nInto the church, had only prov'n them- ,vi,

selves A V
\V ho comes?

I A thousand marks are set upon my head.

... 3 A

•I

w.



!-- ^^^ yO^''/^ Of-J^CA.VrLE, LORD COBIIAM-COWMBUS.
Friend ^^fo. ..,,.aps a tussle for S^^^l^T^'^':^,:^^^ „„, ^\
XT ,

'

, ,
spoke

Nay. I>ut my /nend. Thou art so well The crowd's roar fell as at the ' Peace
disguised,

'

'

ill
' '

I^havc not broken Lend for fifty hours. Sank from their Ihrones. and n.eltcd into
'

None? I am damn'd already by the
I'ricst

For hf.iding there was bread where brc .d

was none

No bread. My friends await me yonder ?

Yes.

Lead on then. Up the mountain ? Is
it far ?

Not far. Climb first and reach me down
thy hand.

I am not like to die for Jack of bread,
For I must live to testify by fire.

'

tears,

And kne't, and lifted hand and heart and
voice

In praise to God w ho led me thro' the
waste.

And then the great ' Laudamus ' rose to
heaven.

Chains for the Admiral of the Ocean !

chains

For him who gave a new heaven, a new
earth.

As holy John had prophesied of me,

COLUMBUS. ^^^'^ K'"'y and more empire to the kings

Chains, my good lord
: In your raised

""'

''tr ht"
"" ''"' ''"^"

'
"^

I Some wondeVata>;'rchan.ber ornaments, r'" "^^ '" '"^' ^"'^ ^'^ ""'"^

!

Web..^ht thi. iron from ouMsles of A ,1 madJ West East, and sni.'d the
^

Drago) "s mouth,

Does^the king know you deign to visit r"' "woVd'" '" ''"^'"" "' "'^

Whom o"e he rose from off nis throne|' ''"' '''' ^"'''
' "" '"™ ^^"^^'^"^ '

Before hl'Xle, like his brother king ? "^'"'"V'
^" "^^^^'"'•-•' '^^^'^ Ocean,

I -v^you^r^face that morning i„ the We and' olir sons for ever. Kerd.and
iath sigu'd it and our ffoly Catli.

At -o ,
'lUeen

—

•H. .a, b«,„, on Ch,l.>n,„ !,„, „„. JTho vast occasicn of ou, slrongtr life
'



I prows into the setting

tlie Inrlies—Admiral.',

of our stronger life

COLUMBUS.
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A sphere.
j

'''''"'" '^^-""'pli.sh'd what I came to do.

Were^<,« at Salamanca ? No.
' """'

{tii'd"
'" '"' "'^''* ^ '''''''''

We fronted there the learninrr of oil r> r"
Spain,

^ "
,^ ;'

"'^ ^'"^^
™>'''^B'--- '^''"•'^^"•^1 I'y the friHVs

All th.ir cosmogonies, their astronomies :

'

"'^
'^^'n'""'

''"'" """ '"'' "•^''

GiieS8-tv6rk they euess'd it Imf .»,» ti, 1^

golden guL^ ' '"' '^^|Theg.e.Tt^flau,c-bannerbo,-nebyT.,>

Is morning-star to the full round of trntJi 't»,»„
" '^'

,-.

No guess.;„rk
1 I .as ceraTn o 1^ 1

'

J^
'''''' ''*^''" "'' ^"^"'' f^''^"-^"' ''^^^

So. thought it heresv ; h, 7f ^
'" "";""^! "^^'^' ^f^^""'" •^'-"' -' >h^'Soi

. thought it heresy, hut that would
not hold.

Kiny .vid caird the heavens a hide a
tent

'

Spread ov oarth, and so this earth was
fla. :

Some cited old Ln ntius : could it be
Tliat tifees grew cu^ vvafd, rain fell up-

ward, men
--. a^.„., „,„„ .„,„,. .„.'o:;:™-i,::-;--:g;i,

wind
Still westward, and tin weedy seas- at

length

The land! ird, and the branch with berries
on it,

The carven staff- and last the light, the
light

On Guanahani
! but I changed the name :

San Salvador I call'd it ; and the light

besides.

The great Augustire wrote that none
could breathe

sky

Of dawning over-not those alien palms.
V[\c marvel of that fair new nn- -not

A, ,7 \.- a '. sapphire,

On« n,„,e',o France or E„gh„.,
;

„„/«^""'.™;l »«'>» -nn.l ,h„,e ,„Cvo

our Oueen ! r, , ,
'.

md thought— deathat last their Hi
Were halfassured this earth might

sphere.
be

— I shall d ic

all am writtt

Life

n in the Lamb's own Book of

3 A 2
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To walk within the gloiy of the Lord
Sunless nnd moonless, uller light —but

no !

The Lord had sent this bright, strange
dream to nic

To mind luf (jf the secret vow I made
When Spain was waging war against the

Moor-
I strove myself with Spain against the

Moor.

There came two voices from the Sepul-
chre,

Two friars crying that if Spain should
oust

Would that have gilde.I tnel iJlue blood
of Spain,

Tho' quartering your own royal arms of
Spain,

I have not
:
blue blood nnd black blood

of Spain,

The noble and the convict of Castile,
IIowlM ine from Ilispaniola ; for you

know
The flics at home, that ever swarm about
And cloutl the highest heads, and murmur

down
Truth in the distance—these outbuzz'd

me so
The Moslem from her limit, he, the f.nce That even our prudent king, our righteousSoldan of Egypt, would break down and

"tnieous

raze

The blessed tomb of Christ ; whereon I

vow'd

That, if our Princes harken'd to my
prayer.

Whatever wealth I brought from that new
world

Should, in this old, Ije consecrate to lead
A new crusade against the Saracen,
And free the Holy Sepulchre from thrall.

Gold ? I had brought your Princes
gold enough

If left alone 1 Being but a Genovce,
I am handled worse than had I been a

Moor,

And breach'd the belting wall of Cam-
balu,

And given the Great Khan's palaces to

the Moor,

Or clutch'd the sacred crown of Prester

John,

And cast it to the Moor : but had 1

1

-_so

Tr,„^
j'''°"Slit

I

They tell me-weigh'd him down into the
h rom Solomon's now-recovcr'd Ophir all

|
abysm —

The gold that Suloaioii's navies carried
, The hurricar .f the latitude on

'"^'
(

The seas of our discovering over

c)ueen-

I pray'd them being so calumniated
J hey would Commission one of weight

and worth
To judge between my slander'd self and

me—
Fonseca my main enemy at their court.
They send me out //« tool, Bovadilla, one
As ignorant and impolitic as a l)east—
Blockish irreverence, brainless greed-

who sack'd

My dwelling, seized upon my papers,
j

loosed

My captives, feed the rebels of the crown,
Sold the crown-farms for all but nothing,

gave

All but free leave for all to work thej

mines.

Drove me and my good brothers home in
|

chains,
j

And gathering ruthless gold—a single I

piece

Weigh'd nigh four thousand Castillanos
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Him and his gold
; the frailer caravel,

With what was mine, came happily to the
shore.

Then was a glimmering of God's hand.

And Gf)d

727

Flower into fortune - our world's way—
and I,

Without a roof that I can call mine own,
With scarce a coin to buy a meal withal.
And seeing what a door for scoundrel

Hath „„,e^.,,,„ ,„„„„,, „„-„;;"o .,,pc„:ur,h.w.,,,,hro' which .he l„s,,

Have I not been about thee from thy
birth?

'

Given thee the keys of the; great Ocean-
sea?

Set thee in light till lime shall be no
more ?

Is it I who have deceived thee or the
world ?

Endure ! thou hast done so well for men,
that men

Cry out against thee : was it otherwise
With mine own Son ?

'

And more than once in days
Of doubt and cloud and storm, when

drowning hope
Sank all but out of sight, I heard his

voice,

'Be not cast down. I lead thee by the
hand,

Fear not. ' And I shall hear his voice
agam

—

I know that he has led me all my life,

I am not yet too old to work his will—
His voice again.

Still for all that, my lord,
I lying here bedridden and alone,
Cast off, put by, scouted by court and

king—
The first discoverer starves—his followers,

all

bines.

Their innocent hospitalities quench'd in
blood.

Some dead of nunger, some beneath the
scourge.

Some over-labour'd, some by their own
hands,—

Vea, the dear mothers, crazing Nature,
kill

Their babies at the breast for hate of
Spain

—

Ah God, the liarndess people whom we
found

In Ilispaniola's island- Paradise !

^Vho took us for the very Gods from
I leaven.

And we have sent them very fiends from
Hell

;

And I myself, myself not blameless, I
Could sometimes wish I had never led

the way.

Only the ghost of our great Catholic
Queen

Smiles on me, saying, ' Be thou com-
forted !

This creedless people will be brought to
Christ

And own the holy governance of Rome,'

But who could dream that we, who
bore the Cross

lim
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Thither wore excommunicated there, Aad purgatory, I suffer all as much
I'or curbmg crimes tliat scandalised the

;

As they do-for tlie moment. Stay, my
Cross,

gQj^
By him, the Catalonian Minorite, Is here anon : my son will speak for meRome s Vicar in our Indie,? who believe Ablier than I can in these spasms that
Ihese hard memorials of our truth to

!
grind

„, ^^^"'"
i

Bone against bone. You will not, OneClung closer to us for a longer term
Than any friend of ours at Court ? and

yet

Pardon—too harsh, unjust. I am r.. :'d

with pains.

You see that I have hung them by my
bed,

And I will have them buried in my grave.

last word.

You move about the Court, I pray you
tell

King Ferdinand who plays with me, that

one.

Whose life has been no piay with hjm
and his

Hidalgos -shipwrecks, famines, fevers,

fights.
Sir, in that flight of ages which are Mutinies, treacheries-wink'd at and

^o*^'** condoned-
Own voice to justify the dead-pe.chancc

| That I am loyal to him till the death \

."^pain once the most chivalric race on And ready-lho' our Holy Catholic

bpain then the mightiest, wealthiest realm Who fain had pledged her jewels on my
°" '-'^"^''-

first voyage,
So made by me, may seek to unbury me,
To lay me in some shrine of this old Spain,
Or in that vaster Spain I leave to Spain.
Then some one standing by my grave

will say,

'Behold the bones of Christopher
Colin '—

'Ay, but the chains, what do they mean
—the chains ? '

—

I sorrow for that kindly child of Spain
Who then will have to answer, ' 'J'hese

same chains

Bound these same bones back thro' the
Atlantic sea,

Which he unchain'd for all the world to

come.'

O Queen of Heaven who scest the souls

,
in Hell

Whose aope was mine to spread the

Catholic faith,
,

Who wept with me when I return'd in

chains.

Who sits beside the Ijlessed Virgin now, '

To whom I sjnd my prayer by night and I

day

—

She is gone—but you will tell the King,
'

Ihat I,
j

Rack'd as I am with gout, and wrench'd I

with pains

Gain'd in the service of His Highness,

yet

Am ready to sail forth on one last voyage,

And readier, if the King would hear, to

lead

One hst crusade against the Saracen,
And save ihc Holy .Sepulchre from tluall.

J
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Going? lam old and slighted : you
have dared

Somewhat perhaps in coming? my poor
thanks !

I am Ijut an alien and a Genovese.

THE VOYAGE OF ALiELDUNE.
(founded on an IRISH LEGEND.

A.D. 700.)

I.

I WAS the chief of the race— he had
stricken my father dead—

But I gather'd my fellows together, I

swore I would strike off his head.
Each of tliem look'd like a king, and was

noble in birth as in worth,

And each of them boasted he sprang from
the oldest race upon earth.

Each was as brave in the fight as the

brav'est hero of song,

And each of them liefer had died than
have done one another a wrong.

He livt J Oil an isle in the ocean—we
sail'd on a Friday morn

—

He that had slain my father the day before
I was born.

II.

And we came to the isle in the ocean,

and there on the shore was he.

But a sudden blast blew us out and away
thro' a boundless sea.

III.

And we came to the Silent Isle that we
never had touch'd at before,

Where a silent ocean always broke on a
silent shore.

And the brooks glitter'd on in the liglit

without sound, and the long water-
falls

Pour'd in a thunderlcss plunge to the base
of the mountain walls.

And the poplar and cypress unshaken by
storm flourish'd up beyond sight,

And the pine shot aloft from ihe crag to
an unijelievable height,

And higli in the heaven above it there
flickerM a songlcss lark.

And the cock couldn't crow, and the bull
couldn't lov/, and the dog couldn't
bark.

And round it we went, and thro' it, but
never a murnuir, a breath

—

It was all of it fair as life, it was all of it

quiet as death,

And we hated the beautiful Isle, for

whenever we strove to speak
Our voices were thinner and fainter than

any flittermouse-shriek
;

And the men that were mighty </ tongue
and could raise such a l)attle-cry

That a hundred who head it would rush
on a thousand lances and die—

O they to l^e dumb'd l)y the charm !— so
fluster'd with anger were they

They almost fell on each other ; but after
we sail'd away.

IV,

And we came to the Isle of Shouting, we
landed, a score 01 wild birds

Cried from the topmost summit with
human voices and words

;

Once in an hour they cried, and whenever
their voices peal'd

The steer fell down at the plow and the
harvest died from the field,

And the men drt-pt dead in the valleys
and half of the cattle went lame.

And the roof sank in on the hearth, and
the dwelling broke into flame

;

And the shou;ing of these wild birds ran
into (he hearts of my crew

Till they shouted along with tlie shouting
and seized one another and slew

;

l!

'*
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But I drew tlicin the one from tlie other
;

I saw that we could not stay,

And wc left the dead to the birds and we
sail'd with our wounded away.

VI.

V.

And we came to the Isle of Flowers:
their breath met us out on the seas,

For the Spring and the middle Summer
sat each on the lap of the breeze

;

And the red passion-tlower to the cliffs,

aod the dark-blue clematis, clung,
\

And starr'd with a myriad blossom the
'

long convolvulus hung
;

j

And the topmost spire of the mountain
j

was lilies in lieu of snow.

And the lilies like glaciers winded down,
;

running out below
|

Thro' the fire of the tulip and poppy, the
'

blaze of gorse, and the blush
j

Of millions of roses that sprang without \

leaf or a thorn from the bush
; j

And the whole isle-side flashing down
from the peak without ever a tree '

Swept like a torrent of gems from the

sky to the blue of the sea
;

And we roird upon capes of crocus and
vaunted our kith and our kin,

And wo wallow'd in beds of lilies, and
chanted the triumph of Finn,

Till each like a golden image was
pollen'd from head to feet

And each was as dry as a cricket, with
thirst in the middle-day heat.

Blossom and blossom, and promise of

blossom, but never a fruit 1

And we hated the Flowering Isle, as we
hated the isle that was mute.

And we tore up the flowers by the million

and flung them in bight and bay,
And wo !.-ft but a r,;-- . ! rock, and in

' anger wc sail'd av.ay.
j

And we came to the Isle of Fruits : all

round from the cliffs and the capes,

S'urple or amber, dangled a hundred
fathom of grapes.

And the warm melon lay like a little sun
on the tawny sand,

And the fig ran up from the beach and
rioted over the land,

And the mountain arose like a jewell'd

throne thro' the fragrant air.

Glowing with all-colour'd plums and with
golden masses of pear,

i

And the crimson and scarlet of berries

that flamed upon bine and vine,

But in every l;erry and fruit was the

poisonous pleasure of wine
;

And the peak of the mountain was apples,

the hugest that ever were seen,

And they prest, as they grew, on each other,

with hardly a leaflet between.
And all of them redder than rosiest health

or than utterest shame,

And setting, when Even descended, the

very sunset aflame

;

And we stay'd three days, and we gorged
|

and we madden'd, till every one
drew

His sword on his fellow to slay him, and
ever they struck and they slew

;

And myself, I had eaten but sparely, and
fought till I sunder'd the fray,

Then I bad them remember my father's

death, and we sail'd away.

vn.

And we came to the Isle of Fire ; we were

lured by the light from afar.

For the peak sent up one league of fire

to the Northern Star ;

Lured by the glare and the blare, but

scarcely could stand ujirij;!-.!.
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For the whole isle shudder 'd and shook

like a man in a mortal affright
;We were giddy besides with the fruits we

had gorged, and so crazed that at
last

There were some leap'd into the fire
;

and away we sail'd, and we past

'

Over that undersea isle, where the water
is clearer than air :

Down we look'd : what a garden ! O
bliss, what a Paradise there !

Towers of a happier time, low down in
a rainbow deep

Silent palaces, quiet fields of eternal
sleep

!

And three of the gentlest and best of my
people, whate'er I could say.

Plunged head down in the sea, and the
Paradise trembled away.

_ 731

And we took to playing at ball, and we
took to throwing the stone.

And we took to playing at Ijattle, but
that was r. perilous play.

For the passion of battle was in us, we
slew and wo sail'd away.

IX.

vin.

And we came to the Bounteous Isle, where
the heavens lean low on the land,

And ever at dawn from the cloud glitter'd
o'er us a sunbright hand.

Then it open'd and dropt at the side of
each man, as he rose from his rest.

Bread enough for his need till the labour-
less day dipt under the West

;

And we wander'd about it and thro' it.

O never was time so good .'

And we sang of the triumphs of Finn, and
the boast of our ancient blood,

And we gazed at the wandering wave as
we sat by the gurgle of springs,

And we chanted the songs of the Bards
and the glories of fairy kings

;

But at length we began to be weary, to
sigh, and to stretch and yawn,

Till we hated the Bounteous Isle and the
sunbright hand of the tiav.-n.

For there was not an enemy near, but the
whole green Isle was our own, I

And we came to the Isle of Witches and
heard their musical cry—

'Come to us, O come, come' in the
stormy red of a sky

Dashing the fires and the shadows of
dawn on the iieautiful shapes

For a wild witch naked as heaven stood
on each of the loftiest capes.

And a hundred ranged on the rock like
white sea-birds in a row,

And a hundred gamboll'd and pranced
on the wrecks in the sand below.

And a hundred splash'd from the ledges,
and bosom 'd the burst of the spray,'

But I knew we should fall on each other,'
and hastily sail'd away.

X.

And we came in an evil time to the Isle
of the Double 'T'owers,

One was ofsmooth-cut stone, one carved
all over with flowers.

But an earthquake always moved in the
hollows under the dells.

And they shock'd on each otherand butted
each other with clashing of bells,

And the daws flew out of the Towers and
jangled and wrangled in vain,

And the clash and boom of the bells
rang into the heart and the brain.

Till the passion of battle was on us, and
all took sides with the Towers,

1 here were some for tijc clean-cut stone,
thero were more for the carven
flowers,
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And the wrathful thunder of God peal'd

. over us all the day,

For the one half slew the other, and after

we sail'd away.

XI.

And we came to the Isle of a Saint who
had sail'd with St. Brendan ofyore,

He had lived ever since on the Isle and
his winters were fifteen score,

And his voice was low as from other

worlds, and his eye? were sweet,

And his white hair sank to his heels and
his white beard fell to his feet.

And he spake to me, ' O Maeldune, let

be this purpose of thine !

Remember the words of the Lord when
he told us " Vengeance is mine !

"

His fatheis have slain thy fathers in war
or in single strife,

Thy fathers have slain his fathers, each
taken a life for a life.

Thy father had slain his father, how long

shall the murder last ?

Go back to the Isle of Finn and suffer

the Past CO be Past.'

And we kiss'd the fringe of his beard and
we pray'd as we heard him pray.

And the Holy man he assoil'd us, and
sadly we sail'd away.

XII.

And we came to the Isle we were blown
from, and there on the shore was he.

The man that had slain my father. I

saw him and let him be.

O weary was I of the travel, the trouble,

the strife and the sin,

When I landed again, with a titiie of my
men, on the Isle of j:'"uui.

DE PROFUNDIS:
THE TWO GREETINGS.

I,

Out of the deep, my child, out of the

deep.

Where all that was to be, in all that was,
Whirl'd for a million ffions thro' the vast

Waste dawn of multitudinous-eddying

light-

Out of the deep, my child, out of the

deep.

Thro' all this changing world of change-
less law,

And every phase of ever-heightening life.

And nine long months ofantenatal gloom,
With this last moon, this crescent —her

dark orb

Touch'd with earth's light—thou comest,
darling boy

;

Our own ; a babe in lineament and limb
Perfect, and prophet of the perfect man

;

Whose face and form are hers and mine
in one,

Indissolubly married like our love
;

Live, and be happy in thyself, and serve
This mortal race thy kin so well, thrt men
May bless thee as we bless thee, O young

i

life

Breaking with laughter from the dark;
\

and may I

The fated channel where thy motion lives

Be prosperously shaped, and sway thy
|

course

Along the years of haste and random
youth

Unshatter'd ; then full-current thro' full

man

;

And last in kindly curves, with gentlest

fall.

By quiet fields, a slowly-dying power,
To that last deep where we nnrl th'-u -up

stilJ.
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DE PROFVNDIS-PREFATORY SONNET, ETC.

11.

I.

T
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Out of the deep, my child, out of the
deep,

From that great deep, before our world
begins,

Out of His whole World-self and all in
all

—

Live thou
! and of the grain and husk,

the grape
And ivyberry, choose ; and still depart
From death to death thro' life and life

and find
'

Whereon the Spirit of God moves as he Nearer 'Tnd'"'will— MJMearer and ever nearer Him, who
Out of the deep, my child, out of the No . M^n'"'^^' .

deep,
.

ui 01 tne Not Matter, nor the finite- infinite,
But this main-miracle, that thou art thou,From that true world within the world

we see,

Whereof our world is but the boundinjr
shore

—

Out of the deep. Spirit, out of the deep,
With this ninth moon, that sends the

hidden sun

• '^ y°" '^^•k sea, thou comest, darlinu
boy. **

II.

For in the world, which is not ours. They
said

'Let us make man' and that which
should be man,

From that one light no man can look upon.
Drew to this shore lit by the suns and

moons
And all the shadows. O dear Spirit

half-lost

In thine own shadow and this fleshlvsign
That thou art thou-who wailest being

born *'

And banishVl into mystery, and the pain
Of this divisible-indivisible world
Among the numerable-innumerable
Sun, sun, and sim, thro' finite-infinite

space

In f-nite-infinite Time -our mortal veil
And shatter'd phantom

With power on thine own act and on the
world.

THE HUMAN CRY.

I.

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiahl-
Infinite Ideality !

Immeasurable Reality !

infinite Personality

!

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiah !

IL
We feel we are nothing- for all is Thou

and in Thee
;

We feel we are something-//,a^ also has
come from Thee

;

We know we are nothing-but Thou wilt
help us to be.

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiah
!

PREFATORY SONNET
TO THE 'NINETEENTH CENTURY.'

Wi
One

that infinite

Those that of late had fleeted far and fast
10 touch all shores, now leaving to the

skill

Of others their old craft seaworthy still.
Have chaiter'd this ; where, mindful of

10 made thee unconceivably Thyself

Our t

the pn=

i-ue co-mates regather round the
mast
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Of diverse tongue, but with a common
will

Here, in this roaring moon of daffodil

And crocus, to put forth and brave the

blast
;

For some, descending from the sacred

peak

Of hoar high-templed Faith, have leagued

again

Their lot with ours to rove the world
about

;

And some are wilder comrades, sworn to

seek '

If any golden harbour be for men
In seas of Death and sunless gulfs of

Doubt.

TO THE REV. IV. //. BROOK-
FIELD.

Brooks, for they call'd you so that knew
you best,

Old Brooks, who loved so well to mouth
my rhymes,

How oft we two have heard St. Mary's
chimes !

How oft the Cantab supper, host and
guest,

Would echo helpless laughter to your
jest

!

How oft with him we paced that walk of
limes.

Him, the lost light of those dawn-golden
times,

Who loved you well ! Now both are gone
to rest.

Yon man of humourous melancholy mark.
Dead of some inward agony— is it so ?

Our kindlier, trustier Jaques, past away !

I cannot laud this life, it looks so dark :

2K(ar oi/ap dream of a shadow, go— ^^
God bless you. I shall join you in a Beyond our strait, their claim to ^

f'ay.
j

peers

MONTENEGRO.
They rose to where their sovran eagle

sails,

They kept their faith, their freedom, on
the height.

Chaste, frugal, savage, arm'd by day and
night

Against the Turk ; whose inroad nowhere
scales

Their headlong passes, but his footstep

fails.

And red with blood the Crescent reels

from fight

Before their dauntless hundreds, in prone
fight

By thousands down the crags and thro'

the vales.

O smallest among peoples ! rough rock-
thione

Of Freedom ! warriors beating back the
swarm

Of Turkish Islam for five hundred years,
j

Great Tsernogora ! never since thine own
Black ridges drew the cloud and brake

the storm

Has breathed a race of mightier moun-
taineers.

TO VICTOR HUGO.

Victor in Drama, Victor in Romance,
Cloud-weaver of phantasmal hopes and

fears,

French of the French, and Lord of human
tears

;

Child-lover
; Bard whose fame-lit laurels

glance

Darkening the wreaths of all that would
advance,

;*. .1,-,:.. .i-'_ . , .^.,
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f^^^^J^^f^OF^UArAmURH.
Weird Titan by thy winter"^i^d^h7(if^^^r^

"-
'

As yet unbroken, Stormy voice of France'
' ' '''°^'' ''' ""^"'^ ^^"^^ ^e

Who dost not love our England -so' they 'And I, desin'ng that diviner da,
I Wno^England, France, all ^^^^::^:^1^:r:^:^:^

TRANSLATIONS, ETC.

L their claim to be thy

BATTLE OF BRUNANBURH.
Constantinus. King of the Scots, after having

the Danes of Ireland under Anlaf, and invadine
England was defeated by Athelstan a," h"!

bu^Ltt't^rr^^^^^'-^'^--^---
I.

' Athelstan King,
Lord among Earls,

Bracelet-bestower and
Baron of Barons,

He with his brother,

Edmund Atheling,

Gaining a lifelong

Glory in battle,

Slew with the sword-edge
There by Brunanburh,
Brake the shield-wall,

Hew'd thelindenwood,2
Hack'd the battleshield,

Sons of Edward with hammer'd brands.

II.

Theirs was a greatness
Go) from their Grandsires—
Theirs that so often in
Strife with their enemies

Struck for their hoards and their hearths
and their homes. i .

1 have more or less availed myself of mv i

^"'"'^
T'"" f'"'"'''^

^^""^ ^^""^ ^harp from

III.

Bow'd the spoiler,

Bent the Scotsman,
Fell the shipcrews

Doom'd to the death.
All the field with blood of the fighters

Flow'd, from when first the great
Sun-star of morningtide,
Lamp ofthc Lord God
Lord everlasting,

Glode over earth till the glorious creature
Sunk to his setting.

IV.

There lay many a man
Marr'd by the javelin.

Men of the Northland
Shot over shield.

There was the Scotsman
Weary of war.

T.

We the West-Saxons,
Long as the daylight

Lasted, in companies
Troubled the track of the host that we

hated.

son's nrnca >»«.., !-..,'-„ -'•it,' " •Jix.ii Ul my I

fVin rrviVH"* 1-
'

^ .

""•" "i this poem ill the Con- „.
'"" o-'nf^tvnr,

^I'^ZSZTt
''''^-

I ^'''''\J''

"^^'^ -' ^he flyers before
temporary

Shields of lindenwood
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VI. .

Mighty the Mercian,

Hard was his hanj-play,

Sparing not any of

Those that with Anlaf,

Warriors over the

Weltering waters

Borne in the bark's-bosom,

Drew to this island,

Doom'd to the death.

VII.

Five young kings put asleep by the sword-

stroke,

Seven strong Earls of the army of Anlaf
Fell on the war-field, numberless numbers,
Shipmen and Scotsmen.

VIII.

Then the Norse leader,

Dire was his need of it.

Few were his following.

Fled to his warship :

Fleeted his vessel to sea with the king in it,

Saving his life on the fallow flood.

IX.

Also the crafty one,

Constant inus,

Crept lo his North again.

Hoar-headed hero !

X.

Slender reason had
He to be pr\HKi of

The welcome of war-knives

—

He that was reft of his

Folk and his friends that had
Fallen in conflict.

Leaving his son too

Lost in the carnage.

Mangled to morsels,

A youngster in war !

XI.

Slender reason had

He to be glad of

The clash of the war-glaive

—

Traitor and trickster

And spurner of treaties

—

He nor had Anlaf

With armies so broken
A reason for 1 'ragging

That they h..i I the better

In perils of battle

On places of slaughter

—

The struggle of standards,

The rush of the javelins,

The crash of the charges,

'

The wielding of weapons—
The play that they play'd with
The children of Edward.

XII.

Then with their nail'd prows
Parted the Norsemen, a

Blood-redden'd relic of

Javelins over

The jarring breaker, the deep-

sea billow,

Shaping their way toward Dy-
flen * again,

Shamed in their souls.

XIII.

Also the brethren,

King and Atheling,

Each in his glory,

Went to his own in his own West-Saxoii'

land,

Glad of the war.

XIV.

Many a carcase they left to be carrion,

Many a livid one, many a sallow-skin—

Lit. 'the gathering of men.' " Dublin.
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ACHILLES OVER THE TRENCH.

Left for the white-tail'd eagle to tear it,

and

Left for the horny-nibb'd raven to rend
it, and

Gave to the garbaging war-hawk to
gorge it, and

That gray beast, the wolf of the weald.

XV.

Never had huger

Slaughter of heroes

< Slain by the sword-edge—
Such as old writers

Have writ of in histories—

liapt in this isle, since

Up from the East hither

Saxon and Angle from
Over the Inoad billow

Broke into Britain with
Haughty war-workers who
Harried the Welshman, when
Earls that were lured by the
Hunger of gloiy gat

Hold of the land.
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ACHILLES OVER THE TRENCH.
ILIAD, Xviii. 202.

So saying, li^^ht-foot Iris pass'd away.
Then rose Achilles dear to Zeus ; and

round

The warrit.r's puissant shoulders Pallas
flung

Her fringed Kgis, and around his head
The glorious goddess wrcath'd a golden

cloud.

And from it lighted an all-shining flame.
As when a smoke from a city goes to

heaven

Far off from out an island girt by foes,
|

All day the men contend in grievous
I

war

!

From their own city, but with set of
sun

Their fires flame thickly, and aloft the
glare

Flies streaming, if perchance the neigh-
bour;; round

May see, and sail to help them in the
war

;

So from his head the splendour went to
heaven.

From wall to dyke he stept, he stood,
nor join'd

The Acha;ans— honouring his wise
mother's word-

There standing, shouted, and Pallas far
away

Call'd
; and a boundless panic shook the
foe.

For like the clear voice when a trumpet
shrills.

Blown by the fierce beleaguerers of a
town.

So rang the clear voice of ^akides
;

And when the brazen cry of ^akides
Was heard among the Trojms, all their

hearts

Were troubled, and the full-maned horses
whirl 'd

The chariots backward, knowing griefs
at hand

;

And sheer-astounded were the charioteers
To see the dread, unweariable fire

That ahv.iys o'er the great Peleion's
head

Burn'd, for the bright-eyed goddess made
it bum.

Thrice from ihe dyke he sent his mighty
shout.

Thrice backward reel'd the Trojans and
allies

;

And there and then twelve of their
noblest died

Among their -. rears and chariots.



738 TO THE PRINCESS FREDERICA~TO DANTE.

TO THE PRINCESS FREDERICA
ON HER MARRIAGE.

O YOU that were eyes and light to the

King till he past away
From the darkness of life

—

He saw not his daughter—he blest her :

the blind King sees you to-day,

He blesses the wife.

SIR JOHN FRANKLIN.

ON THE CENOTAPH IN WESTMINSTER
ABBEY.

Not here ! the white North has thy

bones ; and thou,

Heroic sail' ; v^ul,

Art passing on ii /;..:; aappier voyage now
Toward bo tarthiy pole.

TO DANTE.

(WRITTEN AT REQUEST OF THE
FLORENTINES.)

King, that hast reign'd six hundred

years, and grown
In power, and ever growest, since thine

own
Fair Florence honouring thy nativity,

Thy Florence now the crown of Italy,

Hath sought the tribute of a verse from
me,

I, wearing but the garland of a day.

Cast at thy feet one flower that fades

away.

J
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