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EDITOR'S NOTE

I desire to acknowledge my indebtedness for

valuable suggestions, and for access to valuable

material, to Mr. John C. Saul, M.A., and Mr. C. C.

James, M.A., both ardent students and lovers of

Tennyson. Mr. Saul has also contributed the descrip-

tive bibliography, and a majority of the review ques-

tions are from his collection.

Pelham Edgar
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

Tennyson so jealously shielded himself from the

public gaze that, while he still lived, the worlu kn.-'

only the outstanding events of his career ; of his pri-

vate life, his opinions, and his character, only so much
was known as the poems revealed. Thus he would
have had it remain ; but realising that human curiosity

must be satisfied, he placed at his son's disposal much
of the valuable material which is now incorporated in

the "Memoir." Since the publication of this Life,

various brief notices and personal recollections have
appeared which assist us towards a fuller knowledge
of Tennyson both as man and poet.

On the strength of certain statements, sufficiently

authentic, doubtless, but taken out of their true rela-

tion, the idea of Tennyson has arisen as a
man in his privat'^ capacity, egotistic,

selfish, petulant, and morose. By a neces-

sary reaction these same qualities have been
read into his poetry, and the heroes of Maud and
Lockslcy Hall are too frequently regarded as illustrat-

ing definite aspects of Tennyson's character and per-
sonal opinions. On these grounds many of the strong-
est attacks upon Tennyson, as a poet, have been based,
and it is, therefore, a matter of some importance to
ascertain the true relation between his character and
his poetry.

(vii)

Tennyson's
character
and his
poetry.



VIU SELECT POEMS OK TENNYSON

In the sense of Tennyson's own words, that "poetry
is a great deal truer than fact," his poems ure the
real biography of the man, from which we may derive
the essential truths of his nature. If we interrogate
his poetry in an intelligent spirit, we disce.n the image
of a noble mind and nature ; and over against the
occasional petulancy and moroseness which he dis-

played in private life we may sot the dignity, the sweet-
ness, and the reverence which are, as it were, the noble
music to which his poetry moves.

It does not make us lose our faith in humanity that
our great men should have their whims, their caprices,

their apparent imperfections. We relish their asperi-
ties as we relish the roughness on the rind of an oak.
What we demand of both is that they be sound at
heart.

Dignity, simplicity, reverence, are the master tones
which dominate in Tennyson's poetry, and a profound
sincerity of purpose. These were also the qualities

which marked his habitual utterances in private life
;

and although there was probably minjjied with some
of his more sweeping denunciations a touch of humor-
istic exaggeration, his sincerity is chiefly .esponsible
for his bluntness of speech, his downright emphatic
manner, and his apparent arrogance of opinion. When,
for example, with sweeping condemnation he would say,
" I hate (haate) all Frenchmen," we may comment
upon the narrowness of his sympathies, but knowing
Tennyson as we do, there can scarcely be any doubt as
to the sincerity of his views; and when he found fault

with his host's (Max Miiller's) mutton chops,—"The
staple of every second-class inn in England," the un-
warrantable rudeness and the outspoken sincerity are
not to be dissociated.
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Though such remarks and such incidents may be
almost indefinitely multiplied, it does not, and should
not, alter our conception of Tennyson. Petulant and
rough in manner he may have been, but when all has
been said, we feel that England has rarely produced a
poet whose life was ordered with such stately simplicity
and informed with such noble purpose.

Approaching the study of Tennyson's life, we are, at
the outset, impressed with the apparent dearth of inci-

dent in a career that covered the greater part of an
important century. Ten years of Byron's life or Shel-
ley's contain more that deserves the name of incident
than the sixty years of Tennyson's manhood. Poets
who die young, by some unconscious prescience cf their
fate, live through their brief span with feverish inten-
sity, and the flame burns fiercely to the socket. But
Tennyson's faculties unfolded themselves in a stately
progression, and the events of his life ordered them-
selves calmly as if with the knowledge that everything
should be accomplished in the fulness of time. Nine
years of creative energy were granted to Shelley, and
for nine years Tennyson was silent in the same fertile

period of life, refashioning his work and polishing his
new poems to studied perfection, till li'ce the magic
brand " Excalibur " they should flash upon the world :

Nine years she wrought it, s'Uing in the deeps,
Upon the hidden bases of the hills.
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Alfred Tennyson was born at Somersby, Lincoln-

shire, on August 6th, 1809. He was the fourth of

twelve children, two of whom, his elder brothers Fred-

erick and Charles (Charles Tennyson-Turner) gained

some distinction in poetry. His father, the Rev. Dr.

George Clayton Tennyson, was a man of high intelli-

gence and scholarly attainments, with a character of no

little strength, but prone to melancholy. In literature

his tastes were conservative, and he possessed some
facility in versification after the approved classical models

of the eighteenth century. Owing to an unaccountable

caprice of his father he had, although the eldest son,

been dispossessed of the estate of Bayons Manor, which

passed into the succession of his younger brother,

Charles Tennyson d'Eyncourt. At this time, and until

his death in 1831, he was the rector of Somersby and

Wood Enderby, and performed the clerical duties, some-

what perfunctorily we may assume, for the surrounding

parishes. His disinheritance bred in him, or at least

fostered, an incurable melancholy which in a mitigated

degree became the birthright of his son. What other

qualities Tennyson inherited from his father we must
leave those skilled in the science of heredity to divine.

It is of some importance to know that although the

father's disappointed hopes and lack of sane philo-

sophy wore his strong frame out before his time,

he handed down to his descendants that best of all

birthrights,—a healthy constitution. ** You know
we Tennysons never die," the poet would jestingly

say.

Elizabeth Tennyson, the poet's mother, was the

daughter of the Rev. Stephen Fytche, the vicar of

Louth, also in the county of Lincolnshire. She is the

original of the poetic portrait in " Isabel," and she
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I

also inspired tiiese verses towards the close of The
Princess

:

—
Yet was there one thro" whom I loved her, one
Not learned save in gracious household ways,
Not perfect, nay, but full of tender wants,

No Anjfel, 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 seemed to walk 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.

She was, in Fitzgera'd's estimation, •' One of the most
innocent and tender-hearted ladies I ever saw." Tenny-
son was, until 1850, in almost daily contact with this

woman; and reverencing as he did the tenderness of

her nature, and the serenity of her faith, it is not extra-

vagant to ascribe to her influence something of the poet's

spiritual development.

At the age of seven, Tennyson was sent to Louth,

where he lived with his grandmother, and attended

Childhood ^"^ hated the grammar-school of the place,
and Youth. Before he was twelve he returned home, and
his real education began under his father's tuition.

The boys read with avidity in the well-stocked library

such authors as Shakespeare, Milton, Burke, Gold-
smith, Rabelais, Sir William Jones, Addison, Swift,

Defoe, Cervantes, Bunyan and Buffon ; and, in addi-

tion, acquired a competent knowledge of classics and
mathematics, and a smattering of the natural sciences.

To quote from the " Memoir " : "My father said that

I
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he himself received a jfood, but not a regular classi-
cal education. At any rate, he became an accurate
scholar, the author • thoroughly drummed ' into him
being Horace

; whom he disliked in proportion. He
would lament, ' They use me as a lesson-book at
schools, and they will call me "that horrible Tenny-
son."'"

The boy's interest in literature was very keen, and
his literary ambitions were early formed. A story is
told of how, at the age of eight, he was left at home in
the garden on one occasion, and was told by his bro-
ther Charles (aged nine) to compose a poem on the
flowers. Before the brother's return the boy had
covered two sides of a slate with Thomsonian blank
verse, which the senior gravely perused with the added
remark: "Well, Alfred, you can write." The poet's
recollection in 1890 of these early days is interesting:
"Before I could read, I was in the habit, on a stormy
day, of spreading my arms to the wind, and crying out
' I hear a voice that's speaking in the wind,' and the
words, 'far, far way,' had always a strange charm
forme.* About ten or eleven Pope's Homer's Iliad
became a favourite of mine, and I wrote hundreds and
hundreds of lines in the regular Popeian metre, nay
even could improvise them, so could my two elder
brothers, for my father was a poet and could write
regular metre very skilfully

" At about twelve and onward I wrote an epic of six
thousand lines A la Walter Scott,—full of battle, deal-mg too with sea and mountain scenery,—with Scott's
regularity of octo-syllables, and his occasional varie-

ColLctei wK; t tl
"""^

'" " °^'"^'«'- ^"'^ O^^"- P--3,"
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ties. Though the performance was very likely worth
nothini,', I never felt myself more truly inspired. I

wrote as nuich as seventy lines at one lime, and used to
^o shouting them about the fields in the dark." •« If
Alfred die," his father said, •• one of our greatest poets
will have gone." Once, when the boy had written
some verses on his grandmother's death, the grand-
father gave him half a guinea, saying : "Here is half
a guinea for you, the first you have ever earned by
poetry, and take my word for it, the last."

Such were the not altogether unhappy conditions of
Tennyson's boyhood. Around him was spread the
quietly impressive scenery of Lincolnshire, leading
down to the Mablethorpe coast, where he first learned
to love the sea, and saw in the stormy weather of the
North Sea

—

The hollow ocean-ridges roaring into cataracts. •

He went about among the simple Lincolnshire folk,
whose laughter-stirring recollection furnished him to
his last day with quaintly human themes for humorous
verse. Keenly sensitive to every influence, he was

J^^""^
of Tennyson s best pictures of the sea are based uponh.s early recol ect^^ons of Mablethorpe, as. for example, this fines>m.lo curiously devoted to the description of the heavy fall ofa drunkard :

—

'

And Arthur deignd not use of word or sword,
But let the drunkard, as he stretch'd from horse
lo strike him, overbalancing his bulk,
Down from the causeway heavily to the swamp
i-all, as the crest of some slow-arching wave,
Heard in dead night along that table-shore,
Drops flat, and after the great waters break
Uhitening for half a league, and thin themselves,
^ar over sands marbled with moon and cloud,
I- rum less and less to nothing ; thus he fell
Head-heavy

;

— The Last Tournament—Idvlls of the King.
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Often overwhelmed by his father's alarm:
choly. and would go out into the IvhtT'd'^

"''?"
death. His aunt tn« u t.

^ "^^ P'^'^y for

ness into his 1^ o "'hi hT?" '''"'"' °^ ^-^-
humorous s de ' A r7.id r?• °'' '''"'''^"^' '^^ ^^e

hours because of GoT-^'""'' '''' ^°"'^ "««P ^^-^ctrtuse or tiods infinite mercv ««Hoo udamned most of my friends? R
?' ^ "°*

von I »!,: I r .,
"'^^°' '^"'^ed, when I ook at

fSHJ^^ ;' H
"^ *-^ ^'^ ^'^'^-^ appeared

SS?.?KiT. J^^y wntten by Alfred and his'^orohe;

Frederic. "::!.-'Vne tf T""-^ ^--
;i.ned. and few perhaps"des: ved ^nT/ Tverses were clever but unoriginal Td^'

'

scarcely understand the charitawl •

"^^ '^^'^

Hshers, Messrs I * I

,'^^^^ *^'"^"ty of the pub-

^-20 rnrfK
•': ^* J^^^^^O". of Louth, who Lve*2o tor the copyrurht with fi,,. . '

""" s-ive

in the bargain that half h
''""*''" P^°^'^'°"

books.
^'^ "^'^ ^'"^""^ ^^« to be paid in

In Fe^bfulry ':rrhr: ^'^"r"'
'°"^°" -'^'^^^'^

r u'.
'"^''"^"'ated at Trinity ColWe

Cambridge had fallen asleep and thwas nothinp- in tu^ . • .

'^'"'^ep, and there

late an
uninspiring lectures to stimu-

lat ve^Vne^rr; "''"'• "^^^^^^^ ^-"^-^
humanisLg Tnflu ces"^;7

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

School, and it Z ^''^* ^"^"^'^ P^^lic
.

and ,t was only natural that Cambridge
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should repel him at the outset. This initial aver-

sion is evident in the few lines which follow from a
letter to his aunt :—" I know not how it is, but I feel

isolated in the midst of society. The country is so
di.sgustin^'ly level, the revelry of the place so monoton-
ous, the studies of the university so uninteresting, so
much matter-of-fact. None but dry-headed, calculat-

ing', angular little gentlemen can take much delight

in them."*

But if in the academic sense his university career

was fruitless, so was it not with the enduring friend-

ships he there formed. He naturally gravitated towards
the most brilliant group of men in the undergraduate
body, among whom may be mentioned Spedding,

y^^
Milnes, Trench, Alford, Brookfield, Blakes-

Apostlai. ley, and Arthur Hallam. Distinguished

careers lay before all these youths, save Arthur Hallam,
by universal consent the most brilliant of them all.

They were unwearied in intellectual debate, and in

the famous "Apostles Society," the stormy political

and religious questions of the day, with ex . irsions

into the higher metaphysics, formed the subjects of
discussion.

In these spirited talks Tennyson usually played a

silent part, contributing at intervals a pregnant
phrase or humorous allusion in the pauses of the

debate. It seemed to be an accepted fact in his set

that he was destined to a great career, for he impressed

^
all his friends with the sense of power.

tionof As one of them describes him at the
Tennyson.

time: " Six feet high, broad-chested,

strong-limbed, his face Shakesoearian, with deep eye-

* See also the verses quoted in the Memoir, Vol. I, p. 67.
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h
' u' rfV"^ '""P^"' '''''''""^ '""''^ "^^'^^ wavy hair,

h.s head finely poised, his hand the admiration o

child s, but of great s>ze and strength. What struckone most about him was the union of strength with
refinement." ^

In June, 1829, Tennyson won the University Prize
for English verse. He had been rather reluctant tocompete, but was induced to patch up an old poem inblank verse on the "Battle of Armageddon," and adapt
His prize " *° ^^^ prescribed subject for competi-

?fmbuctoo. tion,-"Timbuctoo." The verses showed
considerable power, and a discerning criticm the A^hena^um made bold to proclaim the advent ofa great English poet. In the following year, 18^0 his

first mdividual publication appeared "^withthe'^^tt
Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Arthur Hallam reviewed the

ThiX'
!'°°^ enthusiastically, and critical comment

W*'- '" p"^'"^' was not unfavourable, though
Christopher North's caustic article in Black-

Zr l^^'H^•r'
'"^ ^" ^"^^^ ^^^^y- '« thisyear attracted like many Englishmen by Torrijo's

revolt against Ferdinand H.. Tennyson visited Spainwith his friend Hallam. Their enthusiasm for the
insurrection quickly waned, but the scenery of thePyrenees mspired the poem (Enone, which was in partwritten ,n the valley of Cauteretz.

^

health 't'''""''' \^f'
°""^ '° ^'^ ^^t'^^'-'^ f-'«n&

health, Tennyson left Cambridge without a degree
Leaves *"'^' ^^ve for his friends, without a reeret'
Cambr,d«re. How far we may attribute the wider range

of mterests which his poetry was soon todisplay to fruitful contact with the "Apostles." and how
tar to the mere natural expansion of his faculties, it is,
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of course, impossible to determine. If we seek, how-
ever, for external influences which moulded his develop-
ment, it is this period of his life that must command
our attention.

Shortly after his return his father died, but by an
arrangement with the new incumbent, the family
was enabled to remain at Somersby until 1837.
They were refreshed by frequent visits from Hallam,
who, in addition to his warm friendship for Tenny-
son, had become attached to the poet's sister Emily,
the attachment soon ripening into an engage-
ment.* In July of 1832 Tennyson journeyed with
Hallam to the Rhine, and late in the same year,
though dated 1833, the volume. Poems by Alfred
Tennyson, appeared.

In this year also, 1833, Arthur Hallam died in
Vienna at the age of twenty-two. His sweetness of

The volume "ature and strength of intellect are com-
delifhV"' memorated not only in the In Memortam,
Hallam. but are attested by all who had come
beneath the spell of his genius. "There perhaps was
no one among those who were blessed with his friend-
ship," writes Gladstone, "who did not feel at once
bound closely to him by commanding affection, and left
far behind by the rapid, full and rich development
of his ever-searching mind." To Tennyson the shock
was temporarily overpowering. The Two Voices
represents, in some measure at least, the keenness of
his despair, while the Ulysses, according to his own
confession, marks the effort towards recovery from
a morbid condition by refuge in the heroic activities
of life.

*In Memoriam LXXXIX commemorates these happy days.
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The volume of 1832-3* served to extend, if not defi-
nitely to establish, Tennyson's reputation. In the
"Cambridge Union " they had already begun to debate
as to whether Tennyson or Milton were the greater
poet, and the reviews in general recognized that a new
force had come into poetry. A vindictive article by
Lockhart in the Quarterly seized upon certain immatur-
ities in the poems without glancing at their extraordin-
ary merits.

The Poetic Conditions.—Before proceeding fur-
ther with the si :ry of Tennyson's life, it is important
to realise the conditions which prevailed in English
poetry when his career began. Tennyson's view of
the situation is conveyed in a conversation with Mr.
James Knowles:t—"I soon found that if I meant to
make any mark at all it must be by shortness, for
all the men before me had been so diflFuse and all the
big things had been done. To get the workman-
ship as nearly perfect as possible is the best chance
for going down the stream of time. A small vessel
on fine lines is likely to float further than a great
raft." And again, in a letter to Spedding in the year
1835, during his long poetic silence : "John Heath
writes me word that Mill is going to review me in a
new magazine, to be called the London Review, and
favourably

; but it is the last thing I wish for, and I

would that you, or some other who may be friends of

Here appeared, among: others, the following well-known
poems i-The Lady of Shalott, Mariana in the South, The Mill-
ers Daughter, The A/ay Queen, (Enone, The Palace of Art, The
Lotos Eaters, and The Dream of Fair Women. The four last-named were carefully revised in the 1842 volumes.

t See Aspects of Tennyson in the Nineteenth Century, Janu-
ary, 1893.
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Mill, would hint as much to him. / ao not wish to be

draggedforward again in any shape be/ore the reading

public at present,* particularly on the score of my old

poems, most of which I have so corrected (particularly

(Enonc) as to make them much less imperfect, which

you, who are a wise man, would own if you had the

corrections,"

It is sufficiently evident from these quotations that

Tennyson realised that the limits of poetic art had nar-

rowed in modern times ; that all the big things had
been done and all the great things said ; and that the

only refuge for future poets was to labour untiringly

towards absolute perfection of expression.

We can readily understand this view. A period of

exhaustion had followed the flood of song which ebbed
with the death of Byron in 1824. Keats had died in

182 1, Shelley in 1822, and from Coleridge and Words-
worth and Scott the virtue had gone. Each of these

great names had stood for something more vitalising

than the mere perfection of their art. In truth, Byron
has been accused of having no art at all.

These children of the great Revolution had passed,

as it were, through flame, and their work attests it.

When such a movement as the French Revolution

gathers head, and the framework of society is shaken,

the most comprehensive problems are forced upon men's
thoughts. They must make up their minds emphati-
cally, and range themselves in some deflnite relation to

their age; and, if they are poets, their poetry is the direct

result of this effort of reconciliation. So Wordsworth,
who in his youth sympathised more boldly than we
imagine with the iconoclastic theories of the day, ulti-

* The italics are Tennyson's.
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Tennyson's
immediate
predecessors.

mately found his refuge and his reconciliation in Nature
and in the range of homely human sympathies. His
poetry, at its worst as commonplace as the peeling of
potatoes, is at its highest instinct with power. Its
energy is derived from the immense faith which
possessed him, that the beauty and the incommuni-
cable mystery of the outward world are an emana-
tion of the Divine Spirit, and that in proportion as
this beauty enters into our soul we are strengthened
for all the offices of life. Shelley, too, and Byron,

had their definite creeds of passionate hope
and passionate protest, springing in the one
from faith in the perfectibility of man, anum the other from scornful disbelief in all hope of regen-

eration. Scott and Coleridge and Keats appear to
form an exception, for they had no missionary inten-
tions. Coleridge is successful in poetry in as far as he
was content to abandon fact and theory, and create an
ideal world beyond the blue hills of dream. The
towers of Kubla Khan are reared in that undiscovered
country where only the poet's imagination leads us.
That the bulk of his prose is devoted to the pursuit of
phantom metaphysical theories is perhaps beside the
question. Scott was probably too healthy-minded to
bother at all about any reconciliation of his ideas with
the age in which he lived, but by the mere fact of
his spontaneous sympathy with the poetic past, he
came to be regarded in all European countries as the
undisputed leader of the Romantic movement. So by
virtue, as it were, of his inborn qualities, and quite
apart from any special influence which his century
exercised upon him, Scott may be regarded as repre-
senting something of the first importance to mod-
ern literature,—the passion of medievalism. Keats
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again, with all his apparent dissociation from the

current affairs of the world, was intimately in touch,

and as spontaneously if not as learnedly as Scott,

Thelnflu-
^^^^ Middle Age tradition. His influence

Keats'"^
upon subsequent poetry was more pro-

found than that of any other poet, includ-

ing; Shakespeare even, whose very greatness baffles

imitation. And this influence of Keats, which Tenny-
son and the Pre-Raphaelites were proud to acknow-
ledge, had a two-fold source,—first, in the passion of
the past ; and secondly, in his power of detachment
from the interests of the contemporary world and
the consequent absorption in his art, which has pro-
voked the quite unnecessary comment that his poetry
is devoid of human interest,—a comment which tempts
one to reply that the sooner humanity takes an interest

in his poems the better for humanity ; for the realisation

of beauty is granted to us in fuller measure than the
apprehension of truth, since beauty is enduring, and the
truth of one age may be the falsehood of another.

When Tennyson began to write, several alternatives
lay before the young poet, and one of these was the alter-

native of reaction which Sir Henry Taylor* advocated.
Inveighing against the "highly-coloured poetry" of
recent years, notably the poetry of Byron and Shelley,
he writes :t

"These poets were characterised by great sensibility and
fervour, by a profusion of imagery, by force and beauty of
lanj,aiage, and by a versification peculiarly easy and adroit, and
abonnding in that sort of melody which, by its very obvious
cadences, makes itself most pleasing to an unpractisf d ear. They
exhibited, therefore, many of the most attractive graces and
charms of poetry,—its vital warmth not less than its external

* Th'> author of Philip van Artevelde.
^ See the preface to Philip van Artevelde, 1837.
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result is always effective, for the borrowed details are
woven into the tissue of his poetry with masterly skill.

This artistic eclecticism is again shown by the
constantly increasing range of his subjects, and by his
aptitude to profit by that which was new and valuable

In how far a
'" Romantic poetry, while avoiding its

Romantic wilder themes and its extravagance of
sentiment. Romanticism has been vari-

ously characterised in England as marking a
"Return to Nature," or a "Renascence of the
Spirit of Wonder." As a partial definition the terms
are satisfactory, for poetry had ceased to be purely
intellectual and mundane; had opened the door
of the drawing-room, and had gone out into the
fields and woods, where the sense of beauty was fed,
and the feeling of man's mysterious relation to the
universal life grew ever more intense. If Tennyson
has lost something of the rapt vision of Wordsworth,
his feeling for the beauty of nature is in nowise dulled,
and no poetry is more penetrated than his by the feel-
ing of reverence and wonder which the immensity of
space and the fugitiveness of our human destinies
impress upon us. And, finally, in as far as Romanticism
implies a fondness for Middle Age traditions, Tennyson
is again a Romantic poet, and in his Si. Agnes Eve,
Sir Galahad, Sir Launcelot and Queen Guinevere, and
the Lady of Shalott, he forms a link between Keats and
the Pre-Raphaelite poets, Rossetti and Morris.

We may now resume the thread of Tennyson's life.

Until the family left Somersby in 1837, there is not much
of importance to record. Prone as we are to think of
the poet as the affluent proprietor of beautiful estates in
England and the Isle of Wight, it is important to note
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< i

that for the twenty years almost which intervened
between his father's death and his accession to the

Hlspovepty.
Laureateship, poverty if not penury was his
lot. In 1835, we find him writing to his

friend Spedding that he will be able to visit him for
he has recently sold his medal.* In the same year
Fitzgerald, with the utmost delicacy, proffered him a
loan, which the poet seems not to have accepted.

In 1836 his brother Charles was married to Louisa
Sellwood, and Emily, her elder sister, was taken
into the church by Tennyson. He had met her as early
as 1830, as she was walking with Arthur Hallam in the
Fairy Wood near Somersby. "At a turn of the path," as
the "Memoir" narrates it, "they came upon my father
who, at sight of the slender, beautiful girl of seventeenm her simple gray dress, moving « like a light across
those woodland ways * suddenly said to her: • Are you
a Dryad or an Oread wandering here?' Now, as a
bridesmaid, she seemed to be even lovelier."

' O happy bridesmaid, make a happy bride !

'

And all at once a pleasant truth I learn'd,
For, while the tender service made thee weep,
I loved thee for the tear thou couldst net hide!
And prest thy hand, and knew the press returned.

The engagement which ensued was broken off iri

1840, as the prospects of all competency to marry
appeared so remote. Not until 1850, the year of their
marriage, was the correspondence renewed.

So, meanwhile, in his little attic at Somersby, the
poet was smoking and meditating, blowing many fine
hues up the chimney or else visiting the familiar haunts
he was soon to leave;

retu'rSi\o"hrm'fn
.885'."""''^'^ '"^''^' ^^-^ ^"«*-'-' -''-h was
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Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea
Thy tribute wave deliver ;

No more by thee my steps shall be.
For ever and for ever. *

When their enforced departure came in 1837,
Tennyson, on whom, in his brother's absence, all

responsibility devolved, moved the family to a house at
High Beech, in Epping Forest. Proximity to London
was one of the chief advantages of this new abode, as he
was enabled to see something of his old friends, Fitz-
gerald, Spedding and others. To Emily Sellwood he
writes in 1839: "I have been at this place (High Beech)
all the year, with nothing but that muddy pond in pros-
pect, and those two little sharp-barking dogs. Perhaps
I am coming to the Lincolnshire coast, but I scarcely
know. The journey is so expensive and I am so
P''"'' I shall never see the Eternal City,
nor that dome, the wonder of the world ; I do not
think I would live there if I could, and I have no
money for touring."

In 1840 the family removed to Tunbridge Wells,
but in the following year moved again to Boxley, near
Maidstone. Their motive was to be near the Lush-
ingtons at Park House (described in The Princess); for
Edmund Lushington had married Tennyson's sister,
Cecilia, and had become one of the poet's firmest
friends.

He frequently visited London during this period.
"Generally he would stay at the Temple or in Lincoln's
Inn Fields

; dining with his friends at The Cock, and
other taverns. A perfect dinner was a beef-steak, a
potato, a cut of cheese, a pint of port, and afterwards
.VP|pe (never a cigar). WHien joked with by his friends

' See also In Memoriam, cii.
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about his liking for salt beef and new potatoes, he
would answer humorously, 'AH fine-natured men know
what is good to eat.' Very genial evenings they were,
with plenty of anecdote and wit At good say-
ings my father would sit laughing away, 'laughter
often interrupted by fits of sadness.' He would take
off the voices and expressions of well-known public
characters, protesting that « the oddities and angulari-
ties oi great men should never be hawked about,' or he
would dramatically give parts of Shakespeare or of
Moli^re, or enact with grim humour Milton's 'So
started up in his foul shape the fiend,' from the crouch-
ing of the toad to the explosion." (The Memoir.)

The year 1842 is marked by the appearance of the
two volume edition of his poems, which certain critics

hold to be his greatest achievement. Two years later

Tennyson risked the little he owned in a disastrous

venture. A certain Dr. Allan had induced
him to invest all his principal in a fan-

tastic wood-carving scheme, the prompt collapse of
which left the poet penniless. There followed a
period of such prostration that his friends feared for
his life. "I have," Tennyson wrote, "drunk one
of those most bitter draughts out of the cup of life,

which go near to make men hate the world they
move in." He removed to Cheltenham to test the
efficacy of the hydropathic treatment, and there he
chiefly resided until the close of 1845. His health
improved, although the chief stimulus was perhaps not
hydropathy. At the time of the crash, Teni.yson's
brother-in-law, Edmund Lushington, had insured Dr.
Allan's life to cover part of the debt, and this money
became available by the latter's death in January, 1845.
Tennyson's pecuniary stress was further relieved in

Radueed
to penury
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September ot the same year by the receipt of a pension
from the Government of j^'aoo a year. Sir Robert Peel,

Raeiivei
^^° ^^* **'^" ^"'"® Minister, had been

inilonpcnil
from PMl

diligently canvassed for a pension to Sheridan
Knowles. Monckton Milnes (Lord Hough-

ton) iiij,'ently presented Tennyson's claims, and carried
his point by inducing Peel to read Ulysses.

Thomas Carlyle and Tennyson met not infrequently
at this time, and perhaps no living man so roused
Carhle s admiration as the poet. An inimitable pen-
picture is found in a letter to Emerson, dated August,
1844.

"Moxon informs me that Tennyson is in town, and means to
come and see me. Of this latter result I shall be glad. Alfred

Caplyle's ''' °"* °^ **'® ^^"^ British and Foreign Figures (a
description not increasing number, I think I ) who are and remain

ennyion.
beautiful to mf a true human soul, or some authen-

tic approximation thereto, to whom your own soul can say,
Brother! However, I doubt he will not come ; he often skips me
in these brief visits to town ; skips everybody, indeed ; being a
man solitary and sad, as certain men are, dwelling in an element
of gloom,—carrying a bit of Chaos about with him, in short, which
he is manufacturing into Cosmos. Alfred is the son ofa Lincoln-
shire Gentlemen Farmer, I think ; indeed you see in his verses that
he is a native of 'moated granges,' and green flat pastures, not
of mountains and their torrents and storms. He had his breeding
at Cambridge, as for the Law or Church ; being a master of
a small annuity on his Father's decease, he preferred clubbing
with his Mother and Sisters, to live unpromoted and write poems.
In this way he lives still, now hen , now there ; the family always
within reach of London, never in it ; he himself making rare
and brief visits, lodging in some old comrade's rooms. I think
he must be under forty—not much under it ; one of the finest-
looking men in the world. A great shock of rough, dusty-dark
hair; bright, laughing, hazel eyes; massive aquiline face, most
massive yet most delicate ; of sallow-brown complexion, almost
...d.an-Iooking; clothes cynically loose, free-and-easy; smokes
mfimte tobacco. His voice is musical metallic—fit for loud
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l.iuxhtcr and piercinjf wail, and all that may lie between ; speech
ami .sptu'iilatloii fro*' and plenteous. I do not meet, in tlie.He late

decades, sueh cunipaiiy over a pipe I We shall see what he will

grow to. He is often unwell ; very chaotic— his way is through
Chaos and the Bottomless and Pathless ; not handy for making
out i.>any miles upon."

In 1846 a fourth edition of the 184a poems was pub-
li.shctl, and in 1847, ^'^^ Princess, his first long poetn,

appeared. Alterations of some iinportance were sub-

sequently made in this poem, especially in the third

edition (1850), when the six Interlude songs were
added. The Conclusion was also expanded then,

and the political reflections therein contained are

attributable, without doubt, to the poet's hostility to

the movements engendered by the F"rench Revolution
of 1848.

In 1850 In Memoriam was published anonymously,
which led one sagacious critic to state that the author
was "clearly the widow of a military man." In April

of this year Wordsworth died, and the Laureatcship,

which had first been offered to Samuel Rogers, was

Appointad
accorded to Tennyson, whom Wordsworth

iMo'****'
^^^ already pronounced to be "decidedly
the first of our living poets." Tennyson's

publisher, Moxon, was now able to assure the poet an
annuity. In consequence of this, hiK marriage with

Marpi I
Er">'y Sellwood was celebrated on the 13th

w?Jit?860.
°f J""^' '^50. at Shiplake-on-the-Thames.

Although forty-two years of life still lay

before the poet, no year was to be marked by the

concurrence of three such important events as his

accession to the Laurcateship, his marriage with a
woman whose nature was in absolute sympathy with
his own. and the publication of a poem which estab-

lished his reputation as the first poet of his age.
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If it is true that no individual year is marked by
such imp.Miant events as 1S50, it is equally true that
no periiHl of the poefs life is so important as the
nine yo.irs which intervened between the appearance
of llu- pvrns of 1833 and the poems of 1842. In
this iiiurval his human sympathies, his knowledge
of events, and his powers of reflection were sensibly
enriilKil, and his art, with no loss of its early delicacy,
attained a wider compass and a more unerring preci-
sion. He had now reached his artistic maturity, and
his work henceforward was to be, in the truest sense
of the word, that of a representative poet, who dis-
cerns the drift of contemporary thought, and who
seeks to stem, or drifts upon, the prevailing currents of
his age. Xo portions of Tennyson's poetry so clearly

The Pomns '^^ ^^^se poems of 1842 show the range and
of 1842. ^^^^^^ of his genius when at work upon
limited themes. Some of them, which are mere won-
dertt.i elaborations of earlirr poems, such as (Enone
and the Lotos Eaters, are to be studied in order to
appreciate the powers of self-criticism which a con-
scientious poet can exercise to the purification and
strengthening of his art. But the poems of 1842,* as a
whole, must be read, if only that we may assure our-
selves that there is no longer any foundation for the
once valid criticism that his poems are deficient in sub-
ject matter and in human interest.

The reputation which this publication brought to
Tennyson is rightly attributed by a writer in the Quar-
terly Review for January, ,843, not to his artistic

tion a>vT *^^„""P"^'*"t PO«>"s that first appear in this collec-

r r/t'i ]?^''^V''^--J'0^ksleyHalU The Gardeners Da^h-
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advance nor yet to the absence of competitors, but
to the changed conditions of the public:

"In 1833 the century was hardly awake to a sense of itsunrest and discontent. Its confidence in the n,echanii, aidsthat were accumulating on every side, blinded it to the dangers
Chansred ^"'^ difficulties which lay in the near future It

fhTperlSd'"' ?",T
^«"^''"«"t«l regret for the sacrifice of the

.nH • ^ . •
,

P"*"'' '"^'^^"'^^ 't confided in the democraticand mdustnal present. But within the next ten vears a changepassed oyer more thoughtful minds, whose misgivings wereheralded m the writings of Carlyle, in the spiritual movement ofNewman, .n .he Christian Socialism of Kingsley and Maurice.The century grew anxious and puzzled over theories of life andsocety, eager for truth, yet dissatisfied with tradition, anxious toevoh^ order out of spiritual and political anarchy. It was then

ore errr'n " "" representative of the age. the inter-
preter of ,ts des.res, weaving its tendencies into the web of hispoetry as he found them reflected in his mirror, expressing itsmart.culate needs and reducing to form its incoherent thoughts.
Thoughtful men found in his despised poetry of romance andenchantment the satisfaction of a want. To a generation thats.ckened of sc.entific, mechanical, and materia! tyranny, thehterature and art of mystical beauty opened hidden springs of

totrrd'Tn
'" '" "'"" ^^"^ ""' ^^^"-^'^ thafattftudeouards the c.rcumstances his age, which best adapted himto be Its interpreter, though not its pioneer."

T/ie Princess, whose appearance in 1847 has been
noted, has been subjected to much adverse criticism,

The for the most part misapplied. The subl
'•""«"••

title of the poem. "A Medley." leads us to
expect something of the incongru! ,y and caprice for
which Tennyson has foolishly been blamed

; for if we
condemn the extravagance of fancy which the subject-
matter appears to demand, we necessarily blind our-
selves to the poem's purpose and its charm. The
dtdacfc portions of The Princess will be increasingly
difficult for posterity to read xvith interest, or to read
at all, for the issues they deal with have long since
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ceased to be vital ; and it is possible that even now, in

spite oi the sustr r.od beauty of the workmanship

ihrouf^liout, th interspcrsfl songs alone are widely

read. The po rr.» deals in liock-heroic vein with the

question of " '«Vjman's Rij-hts,"*and especially with

t!ic theme of the higher education of women, concern-

iiii^ which many conflicting theories were then being

advanced. P'incess Ida, the heroine, has withdrawn

with others of her sex far from the haunts of men,

and has embodied her ideal in a woman's university,

which no man may enter on pain of death. Her
princely lover and two companions penetrate the

sacred precincts in female disguise, and after many
strange adventures it befalls that the inalienable rights

of nature assert themselves, the Princess steps down
from her impossible isolation on the heights, and yields

her hand at last to the blue-eyed prince. The moral

of the story he who runs may read.

Of more enduring interest, though dealing also to

some extent with problems that have now passed into

In Memo- another phase, is the most widely known of
pUm. Tennyson's longer poems, the In Memoriam.
The immediate inspiration of this poem was the grief

occasioned by Arthur Hallam's death in 1831. and its

later development, through some fifteen year , marks
the effort at recovery from this grief,—not however
a recovery by growth of indifference and by submerg-
ence in other interests, but a moral recovery by the

f^rowth of faith and love. Apart, therefoie, from the

consummate skill of the detached lyrics, a profound

moral value attaches to this poem. Nowhere has the

poet more searchingly probed the question of life and
the hereafter; and perhaps no poem of modern times

has gone so far upon the road of unbelief, has faced so
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emotion. The poem is certainly like no other poem
ever written. We cannot refer it to any definite stand-

ard or established model, and therefore the feeling it

inspires in us of antipathy or attraction must determine
our appreciation of its worth. That it is a wild and
whirling production is most true, yet calmness and
moderation are not commensurate with a violent

theme. Analysing the adverse criticism, we realize

that the chief stumbling-block lies in the character of

the hero who is morbid, hysterical and vain, and in the

opinions he expresses which are denunciatory of con-

ditions which he has no desire to mend. The cleansing

fire of war alone can purge the world of vice, and
burn out the fever in his blood.

It is not necessary here to discuss minutely the

somewhat complicated manner in which The Idylls

Th« Idylls "f ^^^ ^^^S came before the public. The
of the Kincr. Arthurian theme and the legends associated

with it had occupied Tennyson's mind from the outset

of his career. He had glanced at the subject already

in The Lady of Shalott, in Sir Galahad, and in Sir

Launcelot and Queen Guinevere, and had elaborated it

with wonderful skill in the poem Morte d"Arthur, which
forms one of the chief glories of the i8.}2 volumes.*
But he was evidently for a long time in grave doubt as

to the best method of handling a theme which possess-

ed for him an irresistible attraction. There are evi-

dences that Tennyson inclined at one time towards a
dramatic presentation of the subject, but this method
of treatment he definitely abandoned about 1840. He

*"When I was twenty-four," Tennyson said, "I meant to
write a whole great poem on it, and began to do it in the Morte
d'Arthur. I said I should do it in twenty years, but the Reviews
stopped me."
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commenced from this period, as his son writes, "to
study the epical king Arthur in earnest," but it was
not until 1855 that the poem, as a whole, began to take
definite shape in his mind. In 1859 the first instalment
was given to the public, consisting of four poems, Enid,
Vivien, Elaine, and Guinevere. * The poem continued
to grow until 1885, when Balin and Balan supplied the
last link in the narrative. Three years later, in 1888,
the eleven completed books were expanded into the
orthodox epical twelve by the division of the poem
Geraint and Enid into The Marriage of Geraint, and
Geraint and Enid.

In one form or another the Arthurian story occu-
pied Tennyson for fifty years, and the completed poem
represents the philosophy of a lifetime. He traces here
the history of the great King from his mystic birth to
his equally mysterious death. The early Idylls show
us the famous Order of the Round Table unsullied by
the crimes and unshaken by the dissensions which ulti-

mately effected its ruin. Soon the serene atmosphere
IS darkened

; suspicion and treachery are abroad
;

Guinevere is faithless to her lord, the king; and the
knights abandon the practical tasks of redressing
abuses and beating back the heathen hordes, in order
to " follow wandering fires," and pursue the fruitless
quest of the Holy Grail. Excess of the body, and
spiritual excess in those whose natures were fashioned
for practical ends, prove the undoing of "The good-
liest fellowship of famous knights whereof the world
holds record."

The many years which went to the shaping of this
poem suggest a comparison with Faust, which occupied

• Six copies of Enid and Nhnue had been privately printed
in 1857.

" ^ ^
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Goethe for a like period. In the matter of artistic

detail the comparison is not entirely to Tennyson's dis-

advantage. But regarding- eac*' work as the express-

ion of the philosophy of a life-t. 'i, the German mas-

terpiece outranks the English pov i, which it excels

alike in intellectual force and dramatic intensity. It is

characteristic of both poems that the human interest

alone fails to sustain them, and each seeks refuge in

symbol and allegory. Here Goethe again displays

the greater intellectual power, and a juster sense of

symbolical method. The first part of his Faust is a

thorouj,hly human story with no allegory, and only so

much of the supernatural as the legend itself suggested;

his second part, on the other hand, is almost wholly

symbolic. In Tennyson the effort is made to reconcile

the human story with the allegory, and in consequence

the issues are confusedly presented to our mind. Fin-

ally, each poet employs a mediaeval theme to enforce a

modern argument, but the incongruity arising from

this source is scarcely a defect in either poem, except in

as far as Tennyson has consciously moralised a story

that in its original form is frankly human.

The decade between i860 and 1870 saw the appear-

ance of several poems of importance. In i860 Sea

Dreams was published, and contains some passages,

—

notably the dreams of the city clerk and his wife,—which

are equal to the best of Tennyson's blank verse. Aylmet's

Field came out in 1863, and was followed in 1864 by

the Enoch Arden volume, containing among others the

classical poem Tithonus, and his earliest humorous dia-

lect poem, The Northern Farmer. Of this volume

60,000 copies were quickly sold. In 1869 appeared The

Holy Grail, and with it the masterly poem LucretiuSy and

the metaphysical Wages and The Higher Pantheism.
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The decade from 187010 1880 is characterised by
Tennyson's ardent devotion to poetic drama, four of
his plays, Queen Mary, Harold, Becket {puhWsheA 1884),
and The Falcon, having been produced within this
period. These dramas have never enjoyed much favour
with the public, or with discriminating- readers. Mas-
terly in some ways they certainly are, but they are
scarcely upon the level of his ordinary poetic work,
and are distinctly inferior to the Elizabethan models
which Tennyson imitated.

In 1880 the poet made one of his rare visits to the
Continent. He had been ordered to take a change of
air, and endeavoured in the first instance to secure a
passage to Canada. All the best cabins upon the first

boat to sail having been taken, he was obliged, though
reluctantly, to alter his plans, and go instead to
Venice.

The events of the last twelve years of his life may
be briefly enumerated. In 1880 Ballads and Poems
appeared—a collection made memorable by the stirring
patriotic ballad, The Revenge, and the powerful and
pathetic poem, y?/^/.«A. In 1882 The Promise 0/ May
was produced at the Globe Theatre, b-.i. met with a most
unfavourable reception. In the following year the poet's
old friend Fitzgerald (the translator of The Rubaiyat)

Receives a ^^^'^- J" January, 1884, Tennyson, with
Peerage. apparent reluctance, accepted a peerage upon
the urgent insistence of his friend Gladstone. He had
already twice declined a baronetcy, in 1873 at the
hands of Gladstone, and in 1874 from Disraeli. The
only hesitation which Gladstone now felt in the more
distinguished offer of a peerage arose from the fear
that Tennyson might insist upon wearing his wide-
awake hat in the House of Lords.
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At the close of 1885 Tiresias and Other Poems was

publishcil, containing Balin and Balan, which formed

the last link in the completed Idylls of the

and other King. The most remarkable poems in this

volume are Tiresias, The Ancient Sage,

Lockslcy Hall Sixty Years After, and To Virgil. The

chords were not yet unstrung, and could still awaken

the old music. Demeter and Other Poems appeared in

1889, closed by the beautiful farewell poem

and other Crossing the Bar, which was composed in
Poems, 1889.

i. • U4. c ^ u-ithe poet s eighty-nrst year, while crossmg

the Solent to Farringford. To his son's words,

"That is the crown of your life's work," the poet

answered, "It came in a moment." "He explained the

' Pilot,' as 'That Divine and Unseen Who is always

guiding us.' A few days before my father's death he

said to me :
' Mind you put Crossing the Bar at the end

of all editions of my poems,' " {Memoir.)

Tennyson's great strength now gradually began to

ebb. In 1888 he had suffered a serious illness—the

Death af
^^^^ ^'§^" °^ weakness that his vigorous con-

?kbap*'s
stituti 1 had shown. The last year of his

Oream. 1892. jjfe^ 1892, found him busy with the prepara-

tion of his final volume, The Death of CEnone. In the

early summer he cruised among the Channel Islands,

and on June 30th he left Farringford for the last time

for Aldvvorth. Here he was visited by his old friend

Jowctt, but confessed himself unequal to the sustained

discussions he had formerly delighted in.

October He lingered through September, and died
6th, 1892.

or'
on October 6th, with the moonlight upon

his bed and an open Shakespeare by his side.
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Tennyson's Hostile Critics

The consideration of the adverse criticism which has

been from time to time passed upon Tennyson's poetry,

is not presented for the purpose of establishing- defects in

the work of the noblest poet of our age. But in order

to arrive ultimately at a rational estimate of Tennyson
which is not based upon mere personal enthusiasm

for the poet, it is surely well to face at the outset the

most significant things which have been said in his

dispraise. The greater a poet is, the more searching

the criticism to which he is subjected ; and when he

has been accorded pre-eminence in his life-time, pos-

terity is always preternaturally active to adjust the

balanc- We are very jealous of our great men, and
whiL t lonour roll in English poetry lengthens with

every generation, only in the interval of centuries does

a poet arise to whom we accord a throne. Such kings

among our English poets are Shakespeare

and Milton by the suffrages of posterity.

The eighteenth century did not know the

royal purple. Shall we presume to crown Alfred Ten-
nyson as the acknowledged over-lord of our poetry in

the 19th century, its most august voice, its accredited

representative ? Or shall we simply acclaim him great

among his peers, yielding here to Wordsworth, here to

Shelley, and here to Browning or Arnold even, though
in his own peculiar domain unrivalled ? It is certainly

easier, as it is wiser, to throw the burden of this answer
upon posterity, but there is no reason why we should

not make good the faith that is in us by an unflinching

ex.Hmination of the alleged deficiencies in Tennyson's
poetry. By a process of elimination we may be able,

before our inquiry is concluded, to arrive at a true

Tennyson's
title to
fame.
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estim:itc ol his poetry in its weakness an.' in its

streii^'th.

Tlio critiiism of his early poetry may have been only

skin-cUcp, but the poet's skin was peculiarly sensitive,

and that he felt the pin-pricks keenly, the "Memoir"

shows. Fortunately, with this sensitiveness was allied

a delicacy o( artistic feeling and a soundness of judg-

ment which enabled him to profit, as few poets have

known how to profit, by all that was valu-

fdverie able in these hostile but salutary judgments,
criticism. ..jr^,j.^y Qld Christopher" was not entirely

without justification in his famous BlackvMod article

upon the "Poems" of 1830, Arthur Hallam's review in

the Englishman s Magazine had erred perhaps on the side

of generosity ; and Sir John Bowring's article in the

Westminster Review, while to us who are wise in the

event it may seem to show prophetic discernment,

seemed to the contemporary world the maudlin rant of

a clique that was determined to foist its favourite upon

the public. Keats had suffered for the sins of the Cockney

coterie, and Christopher North was determined that

Tennyson should suffer in his turn. The venom oi the

magisterial critic, you might be inclined to say; but if

you read to the end of the article you will see that the

harshness is not untempered by a kindly spirit of

appreciation. Tennyson used to speak of his " early

rot," and Christopher North perhaps too boisterously,

as was his manner, proclaimed the feebleness of the

Charged slender volume. '' At present,'' he wrote,

with lack of »>|^e has small power over the common feel-

sympathy, ing-s and thoughts of men. His feebleness is

distressing at all times when be makes an appeal to their

ordinary sympathies, and the reason is, that he fears to

look such sympathies boldly in the face, and will be meta-
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physical. What all the human race see and feel he
seems to think cannot he poetical ; he is not aware of the
transcendant and eternal grandeur of commonplace
and all-time troubles, which are the staple of all poetry."

An interval of three years sufficed for Tennyson to
outgrow many of the immaturities of the 1830 volume
He was then fated to pass from the bear-like embraces
of Christopher North, impulsive yet ki.idly, to the
tiger-claws of Lockhart and the Quartetly. The
savageness of Lockharfs attack is unredeemed by any
kindly touch of appreciation. When we realise that
the volume of 1833 contained poems on such diverse
themes and showing such diversity of manner as
Mariana in the SmUh, The Millers Daughter, and in
their first form, 2,^e Lady 0/ Shalott, The Dream 0/ Fair
fVomen, The Lotos Eaters and The Palace of Art we
might with justice exclaim upon the blindness of the
man who greeted Tennyson as " another and brighter
star of that galaxy or milky way of poetry of which the
lamented Keats was the harbinger," and who pro-
ceeded in a vein of caustic irony to demonstrate the
feebleness of thought and the artistic slovenliness of
the production. Yet in spite of the questionable
methods which Lockhart employed to render his
criticism effective, his points were certainly well made
and as to their salutary effect upon Tennys. -i there can be
no dispute. The poet took the savagely-administered
lesson to heart, and ten years of wise silence but constant
activity ensued. To Lockharfs credit be it said that
the 1842 volumes, and the later volumes of Tennyson's
collected works contain no verse or line to which the
critit

. .d taken exception.*

• It is interesting to compare the first drafT of some ^Thjlpoems with their li.ial form.
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No poet can afford to be gauged by the estimates

passed upon his youthful compositions. Unless, there-

fort, it c;m be held that the defects there charged
aj,Mii)st Tennyson persist throughout his maturity,

those articles in Black-voood and The Quarterly need
not concern us further. Disregarding the barren
persiHa^'c which is the hall-mari< of old fashioned
criticism, two statements alone in these articles appear

inhowfaris ^'' K''"'*^© bilow the surface, and to suggest

cmidstn
'*'""*^ radical weakness in the poet. Has the

permanent? artificialityof style which they allege persisted

in the later poems?—and is a deficiency ofhuman interest

a chara' pristic weakness of the poet's maturity as it

was of his youth ?

Tennyson has come to be un. . .: s lUy recognised as
a master of poetic style, the Virgil of our English
poetry. With his noble music still sounding in our ears
it mijrht appear irreverent and futile here to question
his impeccable art. But as our theme is the adverse
criticism we must yield it a patient hearing.

Matthew Arnold was not a man given, like Buchanan
and Alfred Austin, to railing at his brother poets, nor
were his opinions upon matters of taste to be as
lig^htly valued as theirs. In one of his essays he
makes passinj^ reference to Wordsworth's Michael and
Tennyson's Dora to illustrate what he considered to be
the contrast between simplicity and simplesse, which I

take to be a contrast between genuine simplicity and
its affectation.

Similar in nature, but more searching still and
thorough, is an essay by Bagehot upon the pure, the
ornate, and the grotesque in art, represented respec-
tively by Wordsworth, Tennyson, and Browning. Enoch
Arden Bagehot regards as a typical example of a poem

%mmfiMi:.mm
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ruined by the intrusion of ornate ideas, artificial in

themselves, and inappropriate to the theme, which is

or should be the story of a common fisher-

ofdKn*'' "1^" wrecked upon a desolate island. Every
elaboration is a deviation from the truth.

The very basket in which Enoch, the rough sailor
lad of the poem, carried his fish, was not a basket, nor
yet were the fish true fish, but "ocean spoil in ocean-
smelling osier;" and these and his ruddy face,

Not only to the market cross were known
But in the leafy lanes behind the down,
Far as the portal-warding lion-whelp,

And peacock-yewtree of the lonely hall,

Whose Friday fare was Enoch's ministering.

In the preference for periphrasis here and through-
out the poem, we have the neo-classic aversion for the
simple homely word, and in the persistent idealisation

we see the modern romantic horror of the common-
place, and the romantic perversion of truth in the
doubtful interest of art. Was there no scope here for
poetic realism tempered by the imagination ? I quote
from Bagehot: •« Even in the highest cases ornate art
leaves upon a cultured and delicate taste the conviction
that it is not the highest art, that it is somehow
excessive and over-rich, that it is not chaste in itself

or chastening to the mind that sees it."

Mr. Churton Collins has on the whole done ample
justice to Tennyson's mastery of style, his unique
power of phrasing, and the musical flow and occasional
grandeur of his verse. Yet in one passage he states
that, "At times Tennyson's strained endeavours to
give distinction to his style by putting common things
in an uncommon way led him into intolerable affec-

tations." He proceeds to some concrete examples.
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as "azure pillars of the hearth " for ascending smoke ;

'• frayed magnificence " for a shabby dress; "the secu-

lar abyss to coir\Q" iorfuture ages ; and "the sinless

years that breathed beneath the Syrian blue " for the

life of Christ. For special attack he singles out a

famous stanza from In Menwriam.

To rest beneath the clover sod,

That takes the sunshine and the rains,

Or where the knocling hamlet drains

The chalice of the g'rapes of God.

The general argument as to Tennyson's elaborate

art has some validity, though some of these coined

phrases have a certain magic of their own, as The
azure pillars of the hearth, to represent the column-like

ascent of the blue smoke. That Mr. Collins, however,

should apply the term " offensive " to the above stanza

argues a strange fastidiousness of taste that is of itself

an affectation.

It is doubtful, indeed, when all due subtraction is

made, whether Tennyson will not be eventually con-

sidered, as he now is held to be, the supreme master of
the craft of poetry in his century. If one's personal pre-

ference were to be consulted, one might wish him some-
thing less impeccable, and subject to occasional lapses

from studied perfection, if only for the sake of a wilding
flavour that is wanting in his verse.

Gustave Flaubert, himself so sensitive in his art

that his conscience would be haunted for days by a mis-
phiced word or an ill-judged epithet, once wrote that
there were certain men so great that they did not
require the adventitious ornament of style ; and it was
upon the same principle that Sainte-Beuve based his

distinction between the supreme creative minds and
those poets in whom the sense of art is pe imount, a
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distinction, namely, between Homer and Virgil, Moli^re
and Racine, and we may add between Shakespeare

T«nnyion'i ^"^ Tennyson. It would be a distortion of

SSSent Sainte-Beuve's meaning to assert that the
onityu. supreme poets do not possess a style
commensurate with their power. To utter great
thoughts in a great manner is their privilege, and
when they are most themselves their style is inimitable,
because there flows through it so impetuous a flood of
creative energy; but their first concern being with the
world of men and things, their natural language is
instinct with life, and its very inequalities suggest some-
thing of life's infinite diversity.

Tennyson is not of that race of Titans ; but the
suggestion that his solicitous refinement of speech is
the mark of the academic spirit which shrinks from
undue contact with life, and which walks warily over
the slippery places of the world, leads us to a con-
sideration of Christopher North's charge that Tenny-
son's early poems lack the human element. As we are
not confining ourselves to the early poems, we may
repeat the question thus :—" Is a deficiency of human
interest a characteristic weakness of the poet's maturity
as it was of his youth ? " Here we must define our
terms. Tennyson could never remain a victim of the
"Art for Art's Sake" heresy, and if we mean by
deficiency of human interest a concern merely for
sword-plays of idle fancy and dexterous feats of
technical skill, the objection is meaningless. Harmony
and imagination moving in a vacuum do not constitute,
as Swinburne seems to think, the substance out of
which great poetry is made ; a..d though bricks may
be fashioned out of almost anything, straw is scarcely
the material that one would choose for the purpose.
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Yet the arfjument, as Taine advances it in his contrast

between Tennyson and Musset, is not one to be

liMitly brushed aside. A certain idyllic outlook upon

life, tlie outlook of a refined but retiring mind, he did

concede to Tennyson. "He lives," Taine says, "in

the country, chiefly in the Isle ofWight, amongst books

and flowers, free from the annoyances,
^ennyson

^jy^iries, and burdens of society, and his

life was easily imagined to be a beautiful

dream, as sweet as those which he had pictured."

Jlfi/ut/ and Locksley Hall mark a deviation from this

idvilic complacency, and then there is a relapse into

the golden languors of The Princess and the Idylls of

the King. Musset, on the contra. y, lived his life

in the fiery furnace of Paris, and his soul was scorched

by the intensity of his passions. But such a life, Taine

argues, swayed by the alternating ecstasies of joy and

grief, yields a poetry that is richer in human experi-

ence, and closer to the human heart. If I have read

Musset aright, I discern a more intimate knowledge of

vice than Tennyson ever possessed, and a fuller note of

erotic passion. There, I imagine, his superiority rests,

and further comparison between Tennyson and Musset

in the score of art or human sympathy is unne-

cessary. Swinburne did Tennyson at least the justice

to say that the one poem Rizpah in its sublime pathos

outweighed all that Musset had written. In its

native Svvinburnese the passage reads :
" Four lines of

Rizpah., placed in one scale of the balance of judgment,

would send all the loveliest verse of Musset flying up

in the other, to kick the beam and vanish. Of passion

such as this he knew no more than he knew of such

execution."

The concession to Tennyson of this undisputed
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mastery over the element of pathos is quite sufficient of
itself to prove his poetry human. Let us therefore

modify this untenable charge, and seek to discover

The human
^^^^^h^"" ^V ^^e possession of a wide range

7ui".?
"' °f human qualities, apart from his acknowl-

edged supremacy as an artist, Tennyson
will appeal to the Aiture as the foremost poet of his

age. What power does he display in his grasp of
human character?—and what breadth of outlook and
depth of insight does he possess in dealing with the

intellectual problems of the 19th century? We ap-
proach now a consideration of the poet in his dramatic
capacity, and of his worthiness to rank as a great
thinker, for on these grounds, rather than on the

exquisite nature of his descriptive faculty, will the

permanence of his fame depend.

We must admit at the outset, and the fact is so
patent as scarcely to deserve mention, that Tennyson
has not created a world of men and women that can in

any way compare with Shakespeare's world, or Scott's,

or Thackeray's. That he was not deficient

in power of characterisation his Northern
Farmers attest, and the figure of Launcelot
must be regarded as typifying humanity in

but his graphic presentation of human life

seemed largely to depend upon the accident of dialect,

as, unsupported by dialect, the shadowy outline of
Enoch Arden, who sees with the poet's eyes and speaks
with the poet's voice, will prove. Yet there are cer-

tain of Tennyson's poems which develop one single

aspect of character, the intensity of some predominant
mood, with singular if not unrivalled force. A poem
could scarcely with greater success than his Ulysses
portray the infinite need of the human soul for action.

Hli limita-
tions and
his power
In eharae-
tarlsatlon.

its excess
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nor does literature contain a more profound picture of

lives given over to the languid charm of fatal repose

than the Lotos Eaters. Here Tennyson is supreme, and

may almost be said to have created a new type of

poetry.

His numerous portrait studies, especially ot women,

stand upon a lower plane. They are wonderful speci-

mens of pictorial art, but like Pygmalion's statue they

lack the breath of life.

The dramas we search in vain for characters vigor-

ously conceived and adequately presented ; and turning

to the poems we realise that it is fruitless to search

them for composite studies of human nature. Princess

Ida, with the mind of a geometrician, and eventually

the soul of a woman, is an amusing study; the Lady

Blanche is a fine example of perverted womanhood; and

Lady Psyche the one warmly human element in the

poem. But the men in The Princess are scarcely even

types. They are shadows.

Indeed the truth must be strongly borne in upon

even the warmest admirers of the poet that his recluse

manner of life closed to him many avenues of communi-

cation with the men and women of his day, and that,

whether as a result or cause of his exclusiveness, he had

but little of that restless, intellectual curiosity which

constantly whets itself upon new experience, finds

significance where others see confusion, and beneath

the apparently commonplace in human character reaches

some harmonising truth. Riepah and The Grand-

mother show what a rich harvest he would have reaped

had he cared more frequently to walk the thoroughfares

of life.

His finely wrought character studies are then very

few in number, and even the range of his types is dis-



xlviii SELECT POEMS OF THXNVSOV

appo.nt.ngIy narrow. His hJde-i.cuod peasants, stiffand .ntractable as a stubborn soil, are drawn to the life
In a slightly higher sphere, Farmer Allen of Dora dis"
plays the same ox-like tenacity, with a dictatorial spirit
superadded, born of his wider acres and nourished by
h.s increased self-esteem, yet with a hidden spring of
humanity beneath the rough surface crust ; for as Ida's
intellectual arrogance was broken by the baby fingers
play.ng at her heart, so at last was the surly farmer's
an.mal pride subdued by his dead son's child, till

all at once tin- old man burst in sobs :—
' I have been to blame-to blame, I have killed my son,
I have killed him -but I loved him-my dear son.May God forgive me !

'

From tillers of the soil to the college-bred youthupon a holiday is a far cry, and yet Tennyson can not
be sa.d to have traversed the space between. His
aristocrats are not on the whole pleasing. It is true
that we have in Sir Walter Vivian a very benign type
of Engl.sh gentleman, and admirably portrayed The
ongmal, as is well known, was Edmund Henry Lush-
ington, the father of the poet's friend and brother-in-law
He ,s shown to us standing among his loyal tenantry,whom he has that day entertained.

In such discourse we gain'd the garden rails,
And there we saw Sir Walter where he stood.
Before a tower of crimson holly-hocks,
Among six boys, head under head, and look'd
No httle lily-handed Baronet he,
A great broad-shoulderd genial Englishman,
A lord of fat prize-oxen and of sheep,
A raiser of huge melons and of pine,
A patron of some thirty charities,
A pamphleteer on guano and on grain,
A quarter-session's chairman, abler none

;
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Fair-hair'd and redder than a windy morn ;

Now shaking hands with him, now him, of those

That stood the nearest—now address'd to speech—
Who spoke few words and pithy, such as closed

Welcome, farewell, and welcome for the year

To follow.

Less attractive is the picture of "Sir Aylmer

Aylmer, that almighty man," and of " his wife, a faded

beauty of the baths, insipid as the Queen upon a card."

In his study of Sir Aylmer's character, Tennyson again

preaches his favourite homily upon the indomitable pride

that crushes the tender human affections and is finally

overwhelmed in the ruin itself has made.

The "oil'd and curl'd Assyrian Bull," who is the

brother in Maud, is too visibly a travesty, seen through

the jaundiced eyes of the half-crazed lover, to be con-

sidered as a type; and the young coal-baron, the rival

lover, is presented in a very harsh and disagreeable

aspect. Between the hero of Maud and the youth in

LocksUy Hall there is an obvious resemblance, and

Tennyson has suffered much abuse for creating these

characters. They are both railers at society with a

soul for beauty, strange compounds therefore of discord

and harmony. Mr. Swinburne stigmatised them as

"plaintively spiteful mannikins with the thinnest whey

of sour milk in their poor fretful veins," and the late R.

H. Hutton sought to shelter the poet from the charge by

stating, with reference to Maud, that the poem was

written as an arraignment of hysteria.

Mr. H. S. Salt, with even more vindictiveness than

Mr. Swinburne, has expressed his contempt for Ten-

nyson's womanly lovers. " Leolin (in Aylmer's Field)

on receiving the news of Edith's death, can find no

better comfort than in the dagger which she had
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formerly given him. Lady Clara Vere de Vere ispohtely reminded that .'Young Laurence," when hpassion was unrequited, had cut his own throat. Thehero of Ucksley Hall before he takes his departureseaward." can think of no more generous farelell toh.s lost love than to invoke a thunderbolt on herancestral residence. The hero of Maud can find nohigher aim or comfort in life than to go off to the warsand kill other people because his own affairs have gonewrong Surely there is a terrible moral defect in fuchcharacters as these, yet as far as we can see. they are
all drawn approvingly by Mr. Tennyson ; certainly
there IS no sign of reprobation or disapproval"

Is Mr. Salt so certain that there is no sign ? Shallwe say that Browning condones poisoning by reason othe vivid description of the beautiful murderess of
/„°

Laboratory? or approves of hypocritical casuistry be-

as^Mr Sal; h'^
"''""^'^"'^ ^^'''"^^

'" -^'^P—as Mr^ Salt has named condemnation can be passedupon Tennyson only for the dramatic inappropriate-
ness of his characters, not because they are lacking
•n heroic qualities. In Maud it would be ju t tf-nquire ,f the lonely misanthrope were capable ofmspinng the love he feels, but no greater injusticecould be done to the poet than to assert that this

ideT:::.^^^"
^'''^^-^'- *° ^^ inception of the

Tennyson has made the whole question clear forus by presenting his definite type of human perfec-

17"to'n' T ^^"^'^*'—
'
-'^ no impotent railing

with the d •
7' '''^•^ '•^^••' '"°- •" harmonywith the divine order, and though the fate which mas-
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ters all thintjs human curtails the one of the fair pro-

mise of his days, and leads the mystic King to the

ruin of that noble order which he had made, the im-

pression that remains with us is not one of broken

purposes and ultimate defeat. Unlike the hysterical

type of hero these men are temperate and resolute,

and by their very moderation even lend colour to the

charge that Tennyson's great figures are wanting in

generous enthusiasm for the race. Hallam in his brief

life had reached that serenity which flows from doubts

allayed and from steadfast resolve. Already he pos-

sessed the

Seraphic intellect and force

To seize and throw the doubts of man ;

and in his imagined maturity the poet forecasts

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,

Becoming' when the time has birth,

A lever to uplift the earth

And roll it on another course.

Professor Dowden's fine essay emphasises Tenny-

son's sense of the dignity and efficiency of law in the

divine order of the universe, in human institutions,

and in human character. " Energy nobly controlled, an

ordered activity," he writes, "delight his imagination.

Violence, extravagance, immoderate force,—these are

with Tennyson the supreme manifestation of evil."

The Duke of Wellington is extolied, not principally as

the "foremost captain of his time," but because he

was rich in the saving grace of common-sense, moder-

ate and resolute,
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And as the greatest only are
In his simplicity sublime,

and because above all things he had learned that

The path of duty was the way to glory.

Conquest over self is the master-passion of Enoch
Arden's closing days, and conquest over self, bearing
with it the renunciation of a deep and noble passion, is
the sustaining note of the remarkable poem Love and
Duty.

Generous impulses that overleap the bounds of
prudence are not ranged by Browning in the cate-
gory of human vices. His Statue and the Bust
develops much the same theme as Love and Duty,
but there the self-imposed renunciation is condemned
as cowardice, a timid hearkening to the counsels of
worldly prudence. Had Browning written his Idylls
of the King, the pursuit of the Holy Grail would have
been in one sense equally unavailing

; but symbol:; ing
the unattainable ideal it would not have been fruitless
and destructive of the highest good as Tennyson's
mterpretation of the theme implies. Browning's
characters are perfect through imperfection, and sue
ceed where most they appear to fail. Tennyson's
chosen characters, unswayed by extravagance in
thought or impulse, are self-poised and strong in the
realisation of moderate desires.*

We have seen that whatever Tennyson's limitations
may be in the presentation of complex character, there
is still a rich fund of humanity in his poems. Satan
and Sampson are the only characters strongly drawn
by Milton, and no analysis of Milton's poetry would

•Note the speech of Pallas in (Enone, and also the or usi> ofmoderation in the political lyrics.



HOSTILE CRITICS liii

as

or

su

aim to establish liis title to greatness upon the strength

alone of these magnificent portraits. So in Tennyson's

case, in spite of the varied types of character he gives

us, there are no outstanding human figures upon the

stren^nh of which his fame depends. But this emphati-

cally is not an admission that his poetry is lacking in

human interest.

It is the novelist who in modern times has taken

upon himself the task of showing to us men and women
they are in the daily habits of life, and all the trivial

apparently trivial happenings of the world. Our
prcme concern in poetry is to know whether the poet

has confronted the intellectual problems of his race

and af^e, and has wrested from them some message for

our guidance. Too confident an answer we do not

desire, for the burden of the mystery of life is very

great, and the poet whose serene verse is never over-

cast with doubt cannot convince us that he ha^ ever

faced the eternal issues.

We must now consider our last question and dis-

cover, "What breadth of outlook and depth of insight

Tennyion
Tennyson possesses in dealing with the intel-

"phkaV lectual problems of the 19th century. " These
poet issues are too wide for exhaustive treatment,

involving as they do the physical and intellectual pro-

gress of an age more fertile in material triumphs and
spiritual doubts than any former period in the world's
history. In the ';rhere of politics the democratic spirit

was rapidly maKn.j^- head, and in the sphere of religion

the limits of the old theology were growing daily more
restricted before the triumphant march of science, until

the simple faith of our fathers had barely standing
ground and vvas fc-ced to fight even for that. The age
into which Tennyson was born was one in which, as
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She desires no isles of the blest, no quiet seats of the just
To rest in a yolden ffrove, or to bask in a summer sky

;

Give her the wages of going on, and not to die.

This intense yearning of Tennyson for perpetual life

constitutes at or -- the strength and weakness of his
arjfument. To .limself it brings, if not a definite
assurance, at least a mighty faith ; and this faith is

rooted not only in his feelings but in his reason, for his
mind, seeking and demanding some purpose in creation,
could realise this purpose only on the basis of immortal
life.

But for those minds which are as constitutionally
incapable of accepting an unproved immortality, as his
mind was constitutionally incapable of living without
this assuranc*

.
the reasoning is worthless. Rather do

such men turn to the frank nihilism of The Rubaiyat,
where the intellectual protest against annihilation is

blended with the enforced submission to the inalterable
decree.

It would be unjust to say of Tennyson that his
argument for immortality is wholly intuitive. He lays
comparatively no stress upon the promise of immortality
which the Christian creed affirms, and he summarily dis-
misses the teleologica' argument from design. In their
stead he substitutes h:st the argument from feeling, to
which he seems to attach the chief importance; secondly
the argument from mysticism, which can appeal only to
the mystically minded; and thirdly the argument from
metaphysics, which forecasts a future perfection from
the type of perfection v/ithin our mind. How all these
arguments are enforced in his poetry, free from dogmatic
narrowness, with what moral earnestness and with
what noble imaginative power, those who read that
poetry most deeply will most deeply feel.

m
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Tennyson's Versification

Young students are frequently frightened away from
the most elementary study of metrics by the imposing
array of pedantic terms which greets them on the thresh-

old of the subject. Yet, some slight knowledge of

the principles of English versification is essentia! to an
appreciation of Tennyson's poetry, where we find all

the metrical resources of the language employed with

consummate skill. Some poets, like Shelley, may have
possessed a more natural music—bird-like notes that

appear to come unbidden and without an effort ; other

poets, like Shakespeare and Milton, have more sonorous
and majestic rhythms ; but no poet has been more soli-

citous of perfection, or more consciously artistic in his

diction, than Tennyson. Therefore, towards the fuller

understanding of our poet, and at the risk of a few
pedpntic te is, it will be well to consider some of
the more iniportant principles of English versification.

The illustrations are drawn from the poems in this

collection.

The rhythmical efi'ect of poetry is derived princi-

pally from the more or less regular succession of
stressed and unstressed syllables. Taking for our
example the most characteristic type of English verse,

the iambic pentameter, we find that in the normal line

the beats (five in number) fall with absolute regular-

ity upon the alternate syllables, e.g. (* = unaccented,
a - accented) :

—

a X a X a x a x a
j'ui: orth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine

—CEnone, I. 4.

Such a type of line we shall, therefore, call the

"norm." It will readily be understood that a sue-

'}\

I
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cession of such lines would become monotonous from
tneir very regularity, and it has therefore been the prac
t.ce of our poets to deviate within certain limits from
h.s fixed standard. The skill with which they attain

th,s requisite variety is the measure of their greatness
in the art of poetry.

S «tiness

Let us examine a number of lines from the opening
of Ulysses. Two perpendicular strokes

( ||
) will serve

to md.cate where the natural pause (c^sura) occurs
in the hne.

It httie profits
II
that an idle king _/. /.

It is readily seen, or if not seen is felt, that thishne deviates in some subtle fashion from the absolute
regularity of the line quoted above. The difference
arises from the fact that the stress is so weak, as
almost to be negligible, on the word that. Bear inmind that this irregularity occurs immediately after the
ccBsural pause.

i J '^'^ "*"

By this still hearth,
|| among these barren crags,

—1.2.

This line may be classed as normal. Observe, how-
ever, that the word still must be dwelt upon in the
reading of the line almost as fully as if it bore a regu-
lar stress. ^

X a
Match'd with an aged wife,

|| \ mete and dole

~l- 3-

The irregularity here consists of a reversal of the
stress in the openmo- font In^fp.H ^r ^u ,yrnTi.^ jnni. Instead of the regular iam-
bus \^x a), a trochee is substituted {a x).
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x a je a .% X a X

Unequal laws
||
unto a savage race, —/. 4.

A trochee occurs instead of an iambus after the

acsura.

X a X a X a x m x a

That hoard, and sleep, and feed,
||
and know not me.

Here the regularity is enforced by a succession of

pauses to mark the contemptuous emphasis which

Ulysses places upon words that characterise the sloth

and greed of the Ithacans.

X a X a X ax ax «

1 cannot rest from travel; 11 I will drink

a X X a X X

Life to the lees: ||
all times I have enjoyed

—/. 6.

-1.7-

a X a X
Greatly, l| have suffered greatly, || both with those

—18.

X X a

That loved me,
|{
and alone ; ||

on shore and when
-1.9.

X ax ti X a

Thro' scudding drifts
|| the rainy Hyades

—/ /o.
(a)

a X X a a X X m X a

Vext the dim sea : || I am become a name
;

—/. //.

These lines are grouped together for a particular rea-

son, namely to emphasise the fact that while every line

has a rhythm of its own, it must not be regarded purely

as a rhythmic unit, but is to be held in close associa-
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flows fr„„ o„e line ,o the other, the rhyth^i/depS'
.nee of one upon the other i. naturally Lra appaTn

"

Lme 6 offers no particular difficulty. I, J, J ';

"i.H
,. 6 and 1. 8,:^ ntt^'^^ofrdiSt""' T^rhi:open,„^ - common enough, bu, in the second TarJ"

All •
" * " ^ a

All times I have enjoyed.

These words are entiflpH f^ j
-esses, of „hich onet^ fl o^lTr^lirThe „ordW which normally should carry the s rei

.uhtiy distHhuted oL .i,eih:r'syth,:i:rc;7

rco':;x;y'^r-"«v;;:\:^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

ai. ..:t r.t;^ urir'-'jnrs-h'af'tr'--^''
peculiarity of possessing two ctsura,

'"'""

first foot is trochaic *^,
'"°.™"""' Pauses, The

line overflows into he Lxt 'f '"''""t"''"''
'•'• '"'

"° °"^ Line 9 offers much the

* The word vew is bere used with i.- .
-^

= /»«. ""•" """ '" usual significance
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same difficulty as line 7, in the distribution of the

stresses. There are evidently only four well-marked
stresses in the line, but there is another stress tucked
away somewhere as indicated. Again note the enjambe-
ment.

Line 10 is delightfully regular with, however, a pro-

nounced overflow (enjambement).

Line 11 has a trochaic opening, and a trochee also

follows the caesura. / is not very strongly accented,

and as if to :.ompensate for this, the word dim has a
slight stress.

A word as to the caesura. In the first place, the

irregularity of its position will be observed, and the

consequent variety thus obtained. In lines i, 6, 8, 9,
the caesural pause occurs in the middle of a foot (femi-

nine caesura). The substitution of trochee for iamb
occurs either at the opening of a line or after the

cresura.

These few remarks are thrown out suggestively in

the hope that some students may be stimulated to think
for themselves on the subject of metre. The student
with a love and an ear for poetry, will detect the rhythm
of a line by an unconscious analysis, and taking verses
to pieces in order to search for their hidden mechanism
will scarcely add to his enjoyment. But intellectually,

if not for the senses, there will be some gain, just as a
knowledge of the theory of harmony conduces to a
sounder appreciation of music.

The painstaking student of poetry without an ear for

rhythm will see, by means of our mechanical signs, such
apparent dissimilarity between line and line that he will

marvel that such a sequence of verses can be referred to
any set standard. The answer to be made to this objec-
tion is sufficiently simple. A poem is written to the

Iff
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beat of some prevailing rhythm. If the measure isanap^st.
c {x x a) the ear is not offended, but rather

.s satisfied, by the occurrence of occasional iambic feet(X «). provided that the general character of the move-ment .s preserved. So in the iambic five-foot (penta-meter) l.nes that we have been considering, the poethas used e^•ery device to guard against monotony, butalways we feel that each line, whatever its variations
.-s m subtle relation to the norm ; nor are the variations

thTth'"t'"«"'
in intimate association always with

the thought. Sometimes a poet, like Milton, is so auda-
cious m h.s deviations that we can scarcely reconcile
h.s more irregular lines to any consecutive musicA list follows of characteristic Tennysonian lineswhere the irregularities never wander so far from thenorm as to obscure the rhythm. The examples are inblank verse, for the short rimed measures which Ten-nyson employs do not offer the same difficulties

In cat(a)ract after clt{si)rLt
\\ to the sea.

—CEn. I. p.

Her3 Tennyson has inserted two additional syllables
as indicated by the brackets. It must not be supposed
that these syllables are elided in the reading of the line.

f?l tt """'uT'^
''' ""' '''""^^ ''' '•''y^hmic valuefrom the subdued sounding of these superfluous syl-

lables In the distribution of the stress over three
syllables the lines resemble Ulysses, I. g, ,. tedabove.

" * JC

Sloped downward to her seat
\\ from th(e) upper cliff.

—(En. I. 21.
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The •' e " of the, coming before another vowel, is

slurred (elision). The third, fourth and fifth syllables

are of equal value, and the stress hovers between them.

Line 22 has an additional syllable at the close, a very

coTimon occurrence in dramatic verse, especially in

Shakespeare's later plays.

The grasshopper is silent in the grass.

—CEn. 2S.

Certain derivative syllables such as : -ly, -ness, -y,

-er, -en, -el, -or, -est, -ing, etc., bear what is termed a

secondary stress, and frequently support the rhythmical

ictus in poetry. This must clearly be the case in 1. 25,

where the normal prose stress would be uneuphonious.*

Compare the first stanza of Swinburne's The Leper :

" Nothing is better, I well think,

Than love ; the hidden well-water

Is not so delicate to drink :

This was well seen of me and her."

Here a rhythmic stress (ictus) falls upon the usually

weak final syllable of water, as is emphasised by the fact

that it rimes with her.

A number of lines follow which illustrate deviations

from the strict iambic line :

—

And his cheek brightened as the foam-bow brightens.

— (En. I. 60.

\

i I

'

.

* Professor Bright, of the Johns Hopkins University, deaU
with such rhythms as the above in a very penetrating paper con-
tributed to the " Publications of the Modern Language Associa-
tion." N.S., Vol. Vir., No. 3. His inference would be that
grasshopper possesses a legitimate secondary stress on the final
syllable, which syllable, for the exigencies of the rhythm, bears
also a pitch accent and marks the regular ictus.
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Violet, amaracus. and asphodel.

With bunch and berry and flower thro' and tw'
'' ''''

Between the shadows of the vine-bunches.

A fire dances before her. and a sound
'

'

'^^'

f ,
^b- i' 260,

in the afternoon they came unto a land.

... .
—Lotos Eaters, I. 3.Were U well to obey then, if a king commandAn act unprohtable, against himself?

—Morte dArthur, //. gyg^.So saying, from the pavement he half rose.

The old order changeth. yielding place to new.
"

'^^'

„,
—'*• i- 240.

« « a
Break, break, break

On thy cold gray stones, 6 Sea f

And I would thkt my tongue could ut't ler*'"*
The thoughts that aHse in me.

eral mL^men? f^ raLf"tV^T '•
""^ ^''^ ^^"

have to understand L •

""^^^ " ''^"'^'" ^'^

syllable U , u
""'P^"^ai'"& pauses before eachsyllable. It W.11 be observed how iambic feet occur in
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each line. In line 2 "gray stones " has the value of a

spondee. If read with a stress upon each of the three

viord'^co'Idgray stones, the effect reproduces something

of the implacable regularity with which the waves fall

upon the beach.

Line 3 has an additional syllable after the last foot,

and is technically called hypercatalectic.

The finest trochai* verses in Tennyson's poetry

are to be found in the two Locksley Halls. In the

Lidy of Shalott we have a mixture of trochaic and

iambic stanzas, e.g., stanza i is iambic and stanza 2 is

trochaic.

In stanza i the lines *' Gazing— below" are tro-

chaic, unless we suppose the suppression of an initial

unstressed syllable.

The Harmony of Sound and Sense.— Tennyson
was unerring in the adaptation of his metres to the

meaning he souj^'ht to convey. We can go further and

say that when a stanzaic form is adopted in preference

to blank verse, it is because the subject-matter de-

manded it ; and the form itself of the stanza will be

found to harmonise completely with the prevailing tone

of the poem. Examine any of the poems and the truth

of this will be apparent, whether wi note the languid

beauty of form in The Lotos Eaters, the compact vigour

of The Two Voices, the ripplir \qf melody of The Brook,

the sustained dignity of The Idylls 0/ the King, or the

pensive grace that consorts with the elegiac measure of

In Afentoriam.

Transpose, for example, lines i and 2 of any stanza

of this poem that will permit of transposition, and the

incongruous effect of the change will illustrate how
aptly chosen the present rime-system is : e.g., In
Metnoriam, LXXIII. may be transposed as follows :

—

il

!

li

n
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So little- done, such thinjf!. Co be,
So ...any worlds. >o much to do,

Ho« k.unv I v'.v^dneod of thee.
i- or thou -Ac.t^ ronjf asthouart true?

The head hath missed an earthly wreath,
riie fame is quenched that I foresaw •

I cur o not nature, no, nor death
;

I- or nothinjf is that errs from law.

Mr Stopford nrooke has indeed pointed out occa-Monal fatlures which arise from the incongruity of subject-matter and n,etre. as in the effort to introduchum t ,He blank verse of THe Idylls of^HeK^But u h fatlures we.«:h as nothing in the balance. On

the ";r^ "^Trfr"'^
°"' '*'" ''°'''y '"^^ -"- -d

xamo V r"' '• 5' "^'^ '''-'''^' Other clearexamples (wh>ch sometimes amount to imitative barmony = onomatopoeia) are the following:-

And like a downward smoke, the slender streamAlong the chff to fall.
|| and pause

\\ and fall
|| did seem.

—Lotos Eaters, It. S-g.

marked) s,™ula.. .ha hesitating, fa,, of the stream andthe arrangement of the vowel sounds and the , quid

arelrnd-^rrj's:!::!^ '-'---™-

• What is it thou hast seen ? or what hast heard '

'

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere
'5 ''"'"^ '*' ^'PP^' -washing in the reeds.And the -mild water lapping on the crag.'

The second illustration gives the clangorous note ofarmed heels upon the rocky cliffs :—
""^ note of
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lie hi ird tht" deop behinti Imn, and a cry

Ht'fort'. His own thoii>;l>t druvi- Imn like a goad.

Dry I Itshcd his hameHN in the icy caves

And barren chasms, and all to left and ri.uht

The bnre black cliff clang d round him, as he bastd

His feet onj'uls of ilippery crag that rang

Sharp'Smitten with the dint ofarmed heels.

[Jncs 5-8 oi Sir Ci hud admirably represent the

litTce shock of a tourney.

These scattered passages of an onomatopct'ic char-

acter are less important, however, in forming an esti-

mate of Tennyson's craftsmanship than the constant

harmony that pervades his poetry. The first twelve

lines of the Morte dArthur are unsurpassed in son-

orousnt -s of vowel sound, in the skilful combination

A consonants, and in the distribution of the metrical

pauses.

II

IP

N TURE AND Science in ,;\xvs l'Oh"RV

It is a mistaki-n idea that tht . c *t > .iture was first

kinJIed in English poetry Xo\^ .'.,- ;hi close of the

eighteenth century. Englishmen ha\ c always enjoyed

the open air, and save for a brief gener.ition this open

air delight has found an echo in our verse. But the

ni;»nner in which this passion has found expression has

doubtless changed ftom age to age. -n our national

epic, Beowulf, the hostile forces of nature are most

impressively symbolised, and the result was a poetry ot

grim description, the primitive spirit of which could

never be recaptured by the more sophistics.: ' centu-

ries which followed. The exultant ring of ou early

sea-poetry has, on the other hand, never been an alien

note, though sometimes stifled for a season.
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The mirth of springtime is in Chaucer's verse, and
among the Elizabethans, Spenser and Shakespeare and
Drummond of Hawthornden, have written variously
and sweetly in praise of Nature. Thomson and Cowper
were careful observers, but Wordsworth is Nature's
modern hierophant. Nothing comparable to his spiri-
tual exaltation in the beauty and the power of the out-
ward world is to be found in Tennyson, nor could
Tennyson's reserved temperament permit the rapture
of Shelley that reaches its height in the Ode :o the West
Wind. In Nature Tennyson found less a spiritual
refuge than a physical and an artistic delight.

A friend of his writing in the Quarterly Review tells

us of how the poet would wander in the early morning
for hours upon the downs which overlook the sea.
Then, returning, he would quote perhaps but one line
in which was fixed imperishably some aspect of the
sea's beauty. And it is in this power of exquisite
phrasing, and not in esoteric rapture that the excel-
lence of Tennyson's Nature poetry lies. Nature had a
message for Wordsworth and a message for Shelley.
With Keats and Tennyson she is a rich storehouse of
beauty, without joy or sorrow of her own, and heedless
of our moods. This method of treating Nature may
be, and doubtless is, nearer than the other method to
scientific truth, but yields a poetry that is imaginatively
less rich and less suggestive.

It must not be supposed that carefulness of obser-
vation and finely-wrought expression constitute Tenny-
son's whole claims to rank as one of the great English
poets of Nature. While not endowing Nature with
conscious life, he yet gives us with complete success
what may be termed the characteristic mood of a land-
scape, whether it be the grave Homeric landscape of
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the classical poems, the low-lying marsh-fed prospect

of the fen country, or some inland retreat such as he so

well describes in The Palace ofArt:—

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.

The minuteness and delicacy of Tennyson's obser-

vation is no less remarkable than the range of visible

life which his eye embraced. The references to animals

are less varied, and less characteristic perhaps, than in

Browning. But the birds and trees and flowers of

England have never had a more loving chronicler. His

dim-sighted eyes were not capable of taking in a wide

range of vision, but within their scope they never

played him false.

It was Tennyson's custom not to infuse his own

moods into his descriptions, but rather, as in the two

Marianas, dramatically to unite human and inanimate

Nature, or else to draw upon Nature's vast store-house

of imagery in order to suggest some hidden affinity

between his poetic illustration and the sentiment from

which it proceeded.* Thus in The Two Voices the poet

rebukes the tempting voice that urges him to suicide :—

' Let me not cast in ^'ndless shade

What is so wonderfully made.'

But the voice replies that man is not alone wonderful

in his structure :

—

• In Memoriam has a number of passages m which the poet

appears to transfer his own feelings to Nature, or sees in her

moods a kinship with his own. This, however, is not character-

istic of Tennyson. The opening of Maud affords an admirable

example of how Tennyson occasionally makes Nature reflect the

mood of the characters he dramatically represents. Ci.Manana,

and Mariana in the South,
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' To-day I saw the dragon-fly
Come from the wellss where he did lie.

' An inner impulse rent the veil
Of his old husk : from head to tail

Came out clear plates of sapphire mail.

•He dried his wings : like gauze they grew ;

Thro' crofts and pastures wet with dew
A living flash of light he flew."

How minutely observed is this ! how exquisitely
expressed

! and how close the dependence of the ima./eupon the idea to be illustrated ! Nor is this a passage
carefully chosen to exhibit the exactness of the poetand h.s inexorable logic. The difficulty would be to
select an ill-judged description, that should be either
mappropriate to the theme or incomplete in its bearing
upon the central idea. A slovenly description in aU
Tennyson s poetry it would be impossible to find

If we venture to speak of Tennyson as a "scientific
poet, the term must be employed with caution and with
Tenny.or certam distinct reservations. It is evidentan...e.ce. ,hat the methods of the man of science and
the- poet are widely diflferent. The scientist is con-
cerned pnmarily with the patient accumulation of
observed facts, which lead him ultimately to the formu-
la .on of some guiding principle that shall explain and
relate these facts. He must cite his authorities, explain
h.s expenments. and enter into the minutest micro-
scopic detail in order to leave no link in the chain of
logic incomplete. It is inevitable, therefore, that his
primary appeal is to our reasoning faculty. If he can
convince us, his task is done. He does not seek to
stir our emotions, nor to stimulate our imagination,
rhese imaginative results, and science not seldom attains
tnem. are secondary.
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Now that which is of secondary value for the scien-

tist is for the poet his principal concern. In true poetr^

the intellectual appeal is not wanting, but the avenue

of approach to the intellect is tht ough the emotions and

through the imagination. Poetry has also its own
exactitude, and slovenly detail here, as in science,

engenders a slovenly result. But the choice of facts is

determined by the laws peculiar to poetry, and it is be-

cause certain poets are <uiable to suffuse their subject

with feeling and imagination that their work is cold,

uninspired, and prosaic. The distinction which Cole-

ridge made one hundred years ago between science and

poetry holds good to-day. The chief function of science

is to instruct, and of poetry to please.

It might reasonably be argued, therefore, that the

term " scientific poet" is inadmissible, that the poet is

poet inasmuch as he avoids science, and that the scien-

tist is scientist in so far as he eschews poetry. In

short, we might with as much justice c?U Darwin a

poetic scientist as call Tennyson a scientific poet.

This reasoning would be conclusive were we to

confine ourselves strictly to questions of method and
detail. Tennyson is scientifically exact in his descrip-

tions, but so was Shakespeare and so was Chaucer
before tne age of science. It is not, we repeat, in

detail but in large imaginative results that poetry and
science touch and blend. In Darwin there was work-
ing some leaven of the poetic imagination, or his facts

would have remained inert and dead. Nor could
ti lileo without that quickening power have divined

the secret movements of the spheres. Lord Macaulay
has asserted that modern civilization acts as a blight

upon the poetic spirit, and on every hand we hear it

s.iid that poetry must pale before the growing light



Ixxiv SELECT POEMS OF TENNYSON

of science. Let us grant the antinomy that exists

between them, and give science every credit for the

sordid utilitarianism of our age. But let us also

remember t'lat when the scope of poetry had shrunk
to narrow limits science broadened our horizon, and
flung wide the gates of mystery and wonder. We
speak of the simplicity of the early ages, of their quaint
credulity, and their eager thirst for marvels. Now
science has thrown hack the curtain of a vaster scene,

always unexplored regions lure us on, and the horizon
grows never nearer. If science had not advanced, the

imagination would have died from preying upo.i itself.

VN'e have not read far in Tcniiyson before we dis-

cover his delight in the great processes of Nature,
whether in the unfolding of a flower or in the vast

astronomy of the heavens. He is pre-eminently the

poet of law. and his acquiescence in the immutable
order of the physical and moral world furnishes him
with a philosophy which reconciles all apparent discords

in some superior harmony. Within certain limits he
permits himself the privilege of railing at temporal
abuses, of rebuking pettiness c spirit, and the mani-
fold parasitic vices of society. .

•*^ with these excep-
tions his poetry represents acquiescence, reconciliation,

faith ; and herein it differs from that poetry ofpessimism
which is the more accustomed product of the scien-

tific philosophy. Such an apparent negation of a Divine
purpose in the shaping of events as is involved in the
untimely death of Hallam evokes these words:

The fame is quenched that I foresaw,

TIio head hath missed an earthly wreath:
I I'urse ! ot nature, no, nor death ;

For nothing- is that errsfrom Imv.

—In Memoriam, LXXXII.
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Tennyson's conception of law derives its cogency

from its intimate association with the principle of evo-

lution. Before Darwin formulated his famous theory

o\ tlie "Origin of Species" and adduced in its support a

vast body of convincing proofs, Tennyson had intui-

tively grasped its essential features, and it is by his

fdlile applicatic-i of this principle that Tennyson's

philosophy is relieved from commonplaceness. It is

present as a diffused essence throughout his work, and

!iis ptrsonal conquest of the doubts which spring from

evolution is his crowning contribution to the thought ot

his century. Never indeed has a scientific theory been

>o triumphantly compelled to the service of the imag-

ination as in the dream which the City Clerk's wife nar-

rates in the poem Sea Dreams. Faiths and empires are

swept into oblivion, as the great wave of music bears

ever onward. In the words of the dying King,

The old order changeth,

Ai.d God fulfils Himself in many ways.

Realising how the scientific spirit of his century

permeates the whole body of Tennyson's poetry, we can

afford now to examine briefly the method in which the

poet employs what we might call the detached facts of

science for imaginative uses. Objection is frequently

taken to passages such as the following :

—

Something it is which thou hast lost,

Some pleasure from thine early years.

Break, thou deep vase ofchilling tears.

That grief hath shaken into /rest.'

—In Memoriam, IV.

or, to the italicised lines in this passage :

—

I scraped the lichen from it : Katie walks

By the long wash of Australasian seas

I
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Far off, and holds her head to other stars,

And brtathts in April-aututxns.

— Tht Brook.

And even the remarkable version of Laplace's nebular

hypothesis must be included in the same category :

This world was once a fluid haze of lisrht,

Till toward the centre set the starry tides.

And eddied into suns, that wheeling' cast

The planets : then the monster, then the man ;

Tattoo'd or woaded, winter-clad in skins.

Raw from the prime, and crushing down his mate ;

— The Princess.

The objection is surely hypercritical ; and it may
with perfect justice be contended that any fact, how-

ever stubborn, that is imaginatively treated and sub-

uced to poetic uses, becomes by virtue of the poet's

skill a proper subject upon which to exercise his art.

Cowper invested a sofa with poetic charm, and Pope

immortalised the theft of a lock of hair. Shall not

Tennyson be permitted, therefore, to throw a halo

around facts which may also be more dully presented

in a collegiate text-book ? Success is always its own
justification.

Tennyson's felicitousness of phrasing and his admir-

able terseness of expression permit him to achieve some

miracles of art. The passage quoted above from The

Princess is a sufiiciently fine example of this power.

But what other poet could have condensed a succession

of geological periods into two brief stanzas ?

There rolls the deep where grew the tree,

Oh earth, what changes hast thou seen !

Then' wlu're the loiijjf stn-ot roars hath been

The stillness of the central sea.
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The hills are shadows, and they flow

From form to form, atid nothing stands ;

They melt like mist, the solid lands,

Like clouds they shape themselves and go.

—In Mtmoriam, CXXIII.

General Estimate

Within the brief limits of this critical account of

Tennyson it has been impossible to develop all the

characteristic attributes of his genius. Some of his

qualities, indeed, such as his unquestionable gift of

humour, have scarcely been touched upon. However,

all that is essential to a general estimate of his powers

has been given, and the conviction is borne in upon us

that in the distinguished line of English poets a high

place must be assigned to him. Four European poets,

Homer, Dante, Shakespeare, Goethe, command the

suffrages of all ages and of every nation. They are the

great creative spirits of the race, supreme in their art

and supreme in their humanity. To their august

company we must admit also the great Frenchman,

Molicre, loss indeed for his poetic power than for that

astonishing knowledge of life which laid bare for him

all the hidden springs of human nature.

Ranged immediately below this group of world

i,'eniuses is another group, still small, of poets whose

fame is secure from the fluctuations of popular favour.

Here are the groat tragedians of Greece, the Roman

\ergil, the Italians Tasso and Petrarch, CalderiMi the

Spaniard, and our English Chaucer. Spenser and Milton.

H\ a strange irony of fate the fame of these poets has

becomt one of the accepted facts of life about which

there can be no question, and yet thi r poetry as a whole
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is less familiar to the world than the work of some of
our modern rimers whose verses are current coin. Still
with the lapse of time the balance is adjusted, and "The
Knighte's Tale" will outlive "The Absent-minded
Beggar."

Somewhere in the lower ranges of this group, though
once supreme within it, are Dryden and Pope, and
Racine and Corneille. These once autocratic spirits
now yield reluctantly to make way for the throng of
brilliant singers whom the nineteenth century produced.
For Burns, too, of a slightly earlier period, the ranks
are opened. His simplicity, his sincerity, and his
passion could not be denied. There follow in swift
succession Wordsworth and Scott, Coleridge, Byron,
Shelley and Keats. Italy sends Leopardi, and France
sends Lamartine and Hugo. From the ranks of these
poets, Tennyson and Browning and Arnold cannot be
excluded.

Their reputations within limits will rise and fall
with the fluctuations of time, and in every generation
discriminating minds will on the one hand give the pre-
ference to Browning and on the other to Tennyson. The
method of their appeal is so different that it were folly
to dogmatise on their respective merits. From a great
poet you take away some quality only tc .ssign to him
another. Tennyson, you may say, lacks the wide
mtellectual range of Browning, his characters are less
complex, their moral natures less profoundly probed.
In reply we may urge with justice that there are corres-
ponding gains for Tennyson and losses for Browning
The clearness and the dignity of Tennyson's art must
be contrasted with the obscurity and the frequent care-
lessness of Browning's diction. Finally, in seeking out
isolated examples of character and in his subtle analysis
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of abnormal experiences, Browning loses something of

the broad humanity upon which Tennyson's greatest

poetry reposes.
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n



Ixxxvi SELECT POEMS OF TENNYSON

Victorian Poets. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. Bos-
ton : Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 1893.

A stronjr essay on the poet, not always, however, either clear
or convincing:. There is a difficulty, sometimes, in finding- out
what the critic really means. A valuable chapter is "Tennyson
and Theocritus," in which is discussed the debt which the poet
owes to Theocritus and his fellows.

Tennyson, Rmkin, Mill, and other Literary Estimates.

By Frederic Harrison. New York : The Mac-
millan Co. igoo.

Contains a very enthusiastic, if sometimes entirely wrong-
headed criticism of the poet. Stress is laid on the poefs mastery
over the h.irmony of lang-uage.

The Religious Spirit in the Poets. By the Right Rev.
W. Boyd Carpenter, D.D., Lord Bishop of Ripon.
New York : Thomas Y. Crowell & Co. 1901.

A very pleasant essay on the religious spirit of Tennyson.
The author bases his conclusions on his personal knowledge of
the poet as well as on the poems.

Safe Studies. By Hon. Mr. and Mrs. Lionel A. Tolle-

mache. London : William Rice. 1899.

Contains a careful, if rather a dull essay, on "The Social
Philosophy of Tennyson."

Studies of Good and Evil. By Josiah Royc. New
York : D. Appleton & Co. 1898.

Contains an article entitled "Tennyson and Pe-simism,"
which is a masterly treatment of the two porms renting to
Locksley Hall.

Landscape in Poetry, from Homer to Tennyson. By
Francis Tu-ner Palgrave. London : Macmillan &
Co. 1897.

A valuable discussion of Tennyson as a poet of Nature by his
life lon>,' friend. The criticism is all favourable ai i even enthu-
siastic.



BIBLIOGRAPHY Ixxxvii

History ofEnglish Literature. By H. A. Talne. 2 vol-

umes. New York : Henry Holt & Co. 1891.

Contains the famous criticism of Tennyson, in which a com-

parison is made with de Musset, much to the advantage of the

latter. Useful as giving: a French view of the poet, but not valu-

able as serious criticism.

Tennyson^s Idylls of the King and Arthurian Story from

the XVI. Century. By M. W. MacCallum, M.A.

New York : The Macmillan Co. 1894.

A very valuable treatment of the subject. Perhaps the best

and sanest discussion of the allegorical tendency of the Idylls of

the King. The style is rather heavy, but the criticism is very

acute and discriminating'.

The Arthurian Epic : A Comparative Study of the Cam-
brian^ Breton, and Anglo-Norman Versions of the

Story, with Tennyson's Idylls of the King, By T.

Humphreys Gurteen, M.A. , LL. D. New York:

G. P. Putnam's Sons. 1395.

The scope of the book is indicated by the title. The author

is not an enthusiastic admirer of the Idylls of the King, and in

some instances, notably in connection with Guinevere, handles

the poet very severely. Parts of the criticism are absurd, but ihe

book is useful as showu'g, if too grossly, the faults in the Tenny-

sonian treatment of the story.

Studies in the Idylls: An Essay on Mr. Tennyson^

s

Idylls oj the King. By Henry Elsdale. London :

Henry S. King & Co. 1878.

A useful work, containing much uiscriminating criticism. It

was written, however, before the publication of Balin arJ Balan,

and consequently this poem is not considered in the discussion of

the Idylls as a whole.

Idylls of the King. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited

with Notes. By William J. Rolfe, Litt.D. Bos-

ton: Houghton, Mifflin & Jo. 1897.

A complete edition of the Idylls for school use. The notes

are by no means oxhausiive, but are judicious and suggestive. R



Ixxxviu SELECT POEMS OF TENNYSON

li I

The Study of the Idylls of tht Kinf>. By Mrs. H. A.

Davidson. Printed for the author. Albany, 1901.

A very complete guide to the study of the Idylls of Die King.

Topics are sug-i jsted, difficulties explained, and lists of books
given. A VJry useful help in studying the Idylls,

A Study: With Critical and Explanatory Notes of Lord
Tennyson's Poem, The Princess. By S, E. Daw-
son. Montreal : Dawson Bros. 1884.

The t-est book on the poem yet published. All other editions

d comi)elled to acknowledge their indebtedness.

Tennyson : The Princess : A Medley. With Introduction

and Notes. By Percy M. Wallace, M.A. London;
Macmillan & Co. 1894.

A very fully annotated edition of the poem. The notes are

exhaustive, leaving very little to the student, while the introduc-

tion is full and pointed.

Tennyson's The Princess. Edited with Notes and Intro-

duction, by George Edward Woodberry, A.B.

New York : Longmans, Green & Co. 1896.

Contains the best introduction of any edition of the poem.
The notes are good and fairly suggestive.

A Critical Study of In Memariam. '''• t'le Rev. John
M. King, M.A., D.D. T. G^eorge N.

Morang & Co., Limited. 189c

A very valuable criticism of In Memor'n/n. The poems are
taken up separately, and the difficulties in each laid bare, and
the thought interpreted. The criticism is luminous, and often

very penetrating. The chief fault is that there is very little

attempt to discuss the idea running through the poem. The
point of view is distinctly sympathetic.

Tenfiyson's In Memortatn, Its Purpose and Its Stnicture:

A Study. By John F. Genung. Boston : Hough-
ton, Mifflin & Co. 1892.

A very valuable book. It is impossible, however, to agree
The author seems to have begun withwith all its conclusions.



BIBLIOGRAPHY Ixxxix

a fixed theory, and to have bent the poem to suit that theory.

There is scarcely that unity in the poem for which the author

contends. Should be read and studied by every student of the

poet.

A Companion to In Memoriam. By Elizabeth Rachel

Chapman. London : Macmillan & Co. 1888.

.\ summing up in fifteen or twenty lines of the chief thought

in each of the poems in the In Memoriam. The poet himself

was delighted with the book, and gave it his cordial commenda-

tion. The book is simply an abstract, very well done, of the

poem.

A Commentary on Tennyson's In Memoriam. By A. C.

Bradley. London: Macmillan & Co. 1901.

This, in its revised form, ranks among the best commentaries

on tile poem.

Tennyson's Maud Vindicated : An Explanatory Essay.

By Robert James Mann, M.D. London : Jarrold

& Sons. 1856.

A masterly treatment and defense of Maud against the cri-

tics. It contains the last word on the subject. It has been,

however, long out of print.

Selections from Tennyson, Parts I. and II. : IVith Intro-

duction and Notes. By F. J. Rowe & W. T. Webb.

London : Macmillan & Co. 1893.

A very fully annotated editio.-"—too full for school use—of

selected poems. It has the advanta^^ that the notes were

revised by the present Lord Tennyson, Governor-General of

Australia.

Tennyson for the Young : With Introduction and Notes.

By Alfred Ainger. London : Macmillan & Co.

1891.

A small annotated edition of the simpler poems, together with

a few brief notes. ii.



xc SELECT POEMS OK TENNYSON

1 i

Seleiteu Maga/ine Artici.hs

Aspects of Tennyson, No. 1. By H. D. Traill. Ainc

teenth Ccnturv, December, i8q2.

Tennyson as Nature Poet. By Theodore Watts.

Ninctcinth Century, May, 1893.

The Classical Poems of Tennyson. By Herbert Paul.

March, 1893.

Locksley Hall and the Jubilee. By W. E. Gladstone.

Nineteenth Century, January, 1887.

Modern Poets and the Meaning of Life. By F. W. H.

Myers. Nineteenth Century, January, 1893.

Tennyson as a Prophet. By F. W. H. Myers. Nine-

teenth Century, March, 1889.

The Poetry of Tennyson. The Quarterly Review,

January, 1893.

The Poetry of Tennyson. By Roden Noel. Contempor-

ary Review, February, 1895.

Tennyson's Relation to Common Life. By Lewis E.

Gates. The Critic, June, 1900.

Tennyson. By Edmund Gosse. Tennyson. By Herbert

Paul. The New Review, November, 1892.

Tennyson. By Agnes Grace Weld. Contemporary

Review, November, 1897.

Talks with Tennyson. By Agnes Grace Weld. Con-

temporary Review, March, 1893.

Tennyson, Lord. The Westminster Review, 1892.

Tennyson, Lord. Blackwood's Magazine, November,

1897.

Tennyson, The Life of. By Hamilton Wright Mab.e.

The Atlantic Monthly, ^ovQvnher, \^i)T.



SELECT POEMS OF TENNYSON









THE LADY OF SHALOTT

PART I

On either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky;

And thro' the field the road runs by

To many-tower'd Camelot;

And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow

Round an island there below,

The island of Shalott.

o Willows whiten, aspens quiver.

Little breezes dusk and shiver

Thro' the wave that runs forever

By the island in the river

Flowing down to Camelot.

•s Four gray walls, and four gray towers,

Overlook a space of flowers.

And the silent isle imbowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veil'd,

lo Slide the heavy barges Irail'd

By slow horses; and unhail'd

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd

Skimming down to Camelot:
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But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand ?

Or is she known in all the land,

The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the river winding clearly,

Down to tower'd Camelot:

And by the moon the reaper weary.

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers, "'Tis the fairy

Lady of Shalott."

I! 1

If

PART II

There she weaves by night and day

A magic web with colours gay.

She has heard a whisper say,

40 A curse is on her if she stay

To look down to Camelot.

She knows not what the curse may be,

And so she weaveth steadily.

And little other care hath she,

45 The Lady of Shalott.

And moving thro' a mirror clear

That hangs before her all the year.

Shadows of the world appear.

There she sees the highway near

JO Winding down to Camelot:

There the river eddy whirls.

And there the surly village-churls,

L^
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And the red cloaks of market girls,

Pass onward from Shalott.

Si Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad.

Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,

Goes by to tower'd Camelot;

60 And sometimes thro' the mirror blue

The knights come riding two and two:

She hath no loyal knight and true,

The Lady of Shalott.

But in her web she still delights

6j To weave the mirror's magic sights.

For often thro' the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights,

And music, went to Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead,

70 Came two young lovers lately wed;

" I am half-sick of shadows," said

The Lady of Shalott.

PART III

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves.

He rode between the barley-sheaves,

75 The 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,

8. That sparkled on the yellow field,

Beside remote Shalott.

li

\t
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The 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 slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,
The helmet and the 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.

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,

Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flow'd
His coal-black curis as on he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flash'd into 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 room,
She saw the water-lily bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,

She look'd down to Camelot.
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Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror crack'd from side to side;

" The curse is come upon me," cried

The Lady of Shalott.

35

FART IV

In the stormy east-w ;id straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning.

The broad ::>crearr '
1 1 is banks complaining,

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 she wrote

The Lady of ShalotL

And down the river's dirn expanse-
Like some bold l ear ia a trance,

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.

•40

Lying, robed in snowy wh
That loosely flew to left and right

—

The leaves upon her falling light

—

Thro' the noises of the night

She floated down to Camelot:
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And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among,
They hea d her singing her last song,

The Lat .. of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy.

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were dari.en'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 Shalott.

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 wharves 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,

Ail the knights at Camelot:
But Lancelot mused a little space;
He said, "She has a lovely face;
God in his mercy lend her grace,

The Lady of Shalott."
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There lies a vale in Ida, lovelier

Than all the valleys of Ionian hills.

The swimming' vapour slopes athwart the glen,

Puts forth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine,

And loiters, slowly drawn. On either hand

The lawns and meadow-ledges midway down

Hang rich in flowers, and far below them roars

The long brook falling thrc" the clov'n ravine

In cataract after cataract to the sea.

Behind the valley topmost Gargarus

Stands up and takes the morning: but in front

The gorges, o))ening wide apart, reveal

Troas and IHon's column'd citadel,

The crown of Troas.

Hither came at noon

Mournful CEnone, wandering forlorn

Of Paris, once her playmate on the hills.

Her cheek had lost the rose, and round her neck

Floated her hair or seem'd to float in rest.

She, leaning on a fragment twined with vine.

Sang to the stillness, till the mountain-shade

Sloped downward to her seat from the upper cliff.

%

It

»5

"O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

For now the noonday quiet holds the hill:

The grasshopper is silent in the grass:

Tlie lizard, with his shadow on the stone.

Rests like a shadow, and ti.e winds are dead.
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The purple flower droops: the golden bee
Is h'ly-cradled: I alone awake.
My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love,
My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim,
And I am all aweary of my life.

"O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

Hear me, O Earth; hear me, O Hills, O Caves
That house the cold crown'd snake ! O mountain

brooks,

I am the daughter of a River-God,
Hear me, for I will speak, and build up all

My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls
Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed,
A cloud that gather'd shape: for it may be
That, while I speak of it, a little while
My heart may wander from its deeper woe.

"O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,
Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

I waited underneath the dawning hills,

Aloft the mountain lawn was dewy-dark.
And dewy-dark aloft the mountain pine:
Beautiful 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.

Far-off the torrent call'd me from the cleft:

Far up the solitary morning smote
The streaks of virgin snow. With down-dropt eyes
I sat alone: white-breasted like a star
Fronting the dawn he moved; a leopard skin
Droop'd from his shoulder, but his sunny hair
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Cluster'd about his temples like a God's;

60 And his cheek brighten'd as the foam-bow brightens

When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart

Went forth to embrace him coming ere he came.

"Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

He smiled, and opening out his milk-white palm

65 Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold,

That smelt ambrosially, and while I look'd

And listen'd, the full-flowing river of speech

Came down upon my heart.

•' 'My own GEnone,

Beautiful-brow'd (Enone, my own soul,

70 Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind ingrav'n

"For the most fair," would seem to award it thine,

As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt

The knolls of Ida, loveliest in all grace

Of movement, and the charm of married brows.'

75 "Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

He prest the blossom of his lips to mine,

And added 'This was cast upon the board.

When all the full-faced presence of the Gods

Ranged in the halls of Peleus; whereupon

80 Rose feud, with question unto whom 'twere due:

But light-foot Iris brought it yester-eve,

Delivering that to me, by common voice

Elected umpire, Herh comes to-day,

Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each

8s This meed of fairest. Thou, within the cave

Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest pine,

Mayst well behold them unbeheld, unheard

Hear all, and see thy Paris judge of Gods.'

"Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

9* It was the deep mid-noon: one silvery cloud

.4-

''i

V
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Had lost his way between the piney sides

Of this long glen. Then to the bower they came,
Naked they came to that smooth-swarded bower,
And at their feet the crocus brake like fire,

Violet, amaracus, and asphodel.

Lotos and lilies: and a wind arose.

And overhead the wandering ivy and vine.

This way and that, in many a wild festoon
Ran riot, garlanding the gnarled boughs
With bunch and berry and flower thro' and thro'.

"O mother Ida, harken ere I die.

On the tree-tops a crested peacock lit.

And o'er him flow'd a golden cloud, and lean'd
Upon him, slowly dropping fragrant dew.
Then first I heard the voice of her, to whom
Coming thro' Heaven, like a light that grows
Larger and clearer, with one mind the Gods
Rise up for reverence. She to Paris made
Proffer of royal power, ample rule

Unquestion'd, overflowing revenue
Wherewith to embellish state, ' from many a vale
And river-sunder'd champaign cloth'd with corn,
Or labour'd mines undrainable of ore.

Honour,' she said, 'and homage, tax and toll,

From many an inland town and haven large,

Mast-throng'd beneath her shadowing citadel
In glassy bays among her tallest towers.'

"O mother Ida, harken ere I die.

Still she spake on and still she spake of power,
'Which in all action is the end of all;

Power fitted to the season; wisdom-bred
And throned of wisdom—from all neighbour crowns
Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand
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Fail from the .sceptre-staff. Such boon from me,

IV', I'rom me, Heaven's Queen, Paris, to thee kinfj-horn,

A shepherd all thy life but yet kiny-born,

Should come most welcome, seeing men, in power
Only, are likest {jods, who have attain'd

Rest ill a happy place and quiet seats

i>. Above the thunder, with undying- bliss

In knowledge of their own supremacy.'

"Dear mother Ida, barken ere I die.

She ceased, and Paris held the costly fruit

Out at arm's-length, so much the thought of power
i,« Flatter'd his spirit; but Pallas where she stood

Somewhat apart, her clear and bared limbs

O'erthwarted with the brazen-headed spear

Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold,

The while, above, her full and earnest eye

140 Over her snow-cold breast and angry cheek

Kept watch, wait..ig decision, made reply.

"•Self-reverence, self-knowledge, self-control,

These three alone lead life to sovereign power.

Yet not for power, (power of herself

145 Would come uncall'd for) but to live by law,

Acting the law we live by without fear;

And, because right is right, to follow right

Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence.'

"Dear mother Ida, barken ere I die.

JO Again she said: 'I woo thee not with gifts.

Sequel of guerdon could not alter me
To fairer. Judge thou me by what I am.

So shalt thou find me fairest.

Yet, indeed,

If gazing on divinity disrobed

155 Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fair,
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Unbias'd by selC-profit, oh ! rest thee sure
That I shall love thee well and cleave to thee,

So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood,

Shall strike within thy pulses, like a God's,
to To push thee forward thro' a life of shocks,

Daiiffers, and deeds, until endurance grow
Sinew'd with action, and the full-grown will,

Circled thro' all experiences, pure law,

Commeasure perfect freedom.

'

"Here she ceas'd.

And Paris ponder'd, and I cried, 'O Paris,

Give it to Pallas!* but he I ard me not.

Or hearing would not hear . woe is me!

"O mother Ida, many-fountain'd Ida,

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

Idalian Aphrcdilj beautiful.

Fresh as the foarn, new-bathed in Paphian wells,
With rosy slender fingers backward drew
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat
And shoulder: from the violets her light foot

Shone rosy-white, and o'er her rounded form
Between the shadows of the vine-bunches
Floated the glowing sunlights, as she moved.

170
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"Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die.

She with a subtle smile in her mild eyes,
The herald of her triumph, drawing nigh
Half-whisper'd in his cur, ' I promise thee
The fairest and most loving wife in Greece.'
She spoke and laugh'd: 1 shut my sight for fear:
But when I look'd, Pans had raised his arm,
And I behuld great Herd's angry eyes,
As she withdrew into the golden cloud,
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And I was left alone within the hower;

And from that time to this I am alone,

And I shall be alone until I die.

*°s

"i

"Yet, mother Ida, hnrken ere ' die.

Fairest—why fairest wife? am I not fair?

My love hath told me so a thousand times.

Methinks I must be fair, for yesterday,

When I past by, a wild and wanton pard,

Eyed like the evening star, with playful tail

Crouch'd fawning in the weed. Most loving is she?

Ah me, my mountain shepherd, that my arms

Were wound about thee, and my hot lips pre

Close, close to thine in that quick-falling dcvv

Of fruitful kisses, thick as Autumn rains

Flash in the pools of whirling Sitnois.

•*0 mother, hear me yet before I die.

They came, they cut away my tallest pines,

My dark tall pines, that plumed the craggy ledge

High over the blue gorge, and all between

The snowy peak and snow-white cataract

Foster'd th^ ..allow eaglet—from beneath

Whose thick mysterious boughs in the dark morn

The panther's roar came muffied, while I sat

Low in the valley. Never, never more

Shall lone CEnone see the morning mist

Sweep thro' them; never see them overlaid

With narrow moon-lit slips of silver cloud,

Between the loud stream and the trembling stars.

"O mother, hear me yet before I die.

I wish that somewhere in the ruin'd fold»^

Among the fragments tumbled from the [ ^m-^,
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Or the dry thickets, I could meet with her,

a»o The Abominable, that uninvited came
Into the fair Peleian banquet-hall,

And cast the golden fruit upon the board,

And bred this change; that I might speak my mind,

And tell her to her face how much I hate

»«s Her presence, hated both of Gods and men.

"O mother, hear me yet before I die.

Hath he not sworn his love a thousand times,

In this green valley, under this green hill,

Ev'n on this hand, and sitting on this stone?
»3o Seal'd it with kisses ? water'd it with tears ?

O happy tears, and how unlike to these !

O happy Heaven, how canst thou see my face?

O happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight ?

death, death, death, thou ever-floating cloud,

»35 There are enough unhappy on this earth,

Pass by the happy souls, that love to live:

1 pray theo, pass before my light of life.

And shadow all my soul, that I may die.

Thou weighest heavy on the heart within,

MO Weigh heavy on my eyelids: let me die.

"O mother, hear me yet before I die.

I will not die alone, for fiery thoughts

Do shape themselves within me, more and more,

Whereof I catch the issue, as I hear

a45 Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills,

Like footsteps upon wool. I dimly see

My far-oflf doubtful purpose, as a mother
Conjectures of the features of her child

Ere it is born: her child !—a shudder comes
*so Across me: never child be born of me,

Unblest, to vex me with his father's eyes !

k^
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"O mother, hear me yet before 1 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

VVitii the Greek w^oman. 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
That, wheresoe'er I am by night and day,

All earth and air seem only burning fire."

THE LOTOS-EATERS

'Courage!' he said, and pointed toward the land,

'This mounting wave will roll us shoreward soon.'

In the afternoon they came unto a land,

In which it seemed always afternoon.

All round the coast the languid air did swoon,
Breathing like one that hath a weary dream.

Full-faced above the valley stood the moon;
And like a downward smoke, the slender stream

Along the cliflF to fall and pause and fall did seem.

A land of streams ! some, like a downward smoke.
Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go;

And some thro' wavering lights and shadows broke.

Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below.

They saw the gleaming river seaward flow
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•s From the inner land: far off, three mountain-tops,
Three silent pinnacles of ag-ed 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
»o In the red West: thro' mountain clefts the dale

Was seen far inland, and the yellow down
Border'd with palm, and many a winding vale
And meadow, set with slender galingale;

A land where all things always seen, d the same!
And round about the keel with faces pale.

Dark faces pale against that rosy flame.

The mild-eyed melancholy Lotos-eaters came.

Branches they bore of that enchanted stem.
Laden with flower 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.

They sat them down upon the yellow sand.
Between the sun and moon upon the shore;
And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland,
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 ail at once they sang, 'Our island home

45 Is far beyond the wave; we will no longer roam.'

30

35

40
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CHORIC SONG

I

There is sweet music here that softer falls

Than petals from blown roses on the grass.

Or night-dews on still waters between walls

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass;

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies.

Than tir'd eyelids upon tir'd eyes;

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the bliss-

ful skies.

Here are cool mosses deep,

And thro' the moss the ivies creep.

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep.

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep.

II

Why are we weigh'd upon with heaviness,

And utterb' consumed with sharp distress,

While all things else have rest from weariness ?

60 All things have rest: why should we toil alone,

We only toil, who are the first of things,

And make perpetual moan,

Still from one sorrow to another thrown:

Nor ever fold our wings,

6s And cease from wanderings,

Nor steep our brows in slumber's holy balm;

Nor barken what the inner spirit sings,

'There is no joy but calm !'

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown oi

things ?
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III

Lo ! in the middle of the wood,

The folded leaf is woo'd from out the bud
With winds upon the branch, and there

Grows green and broad, and takes no care,

Sun-steep'd at noon, and in the moon
Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow

Falls, and floats adown the air.

Lo ! sweeten'd with the summer light.

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow,

Drops in a silent autumn night.

All its allotted length of days,

The flower ripens ir its place,

Ripens and fades, ar.d falls, and hath no toil,

Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil.

IV

Hateful is the dark-blue sky,

»s Vaulted o'er the dark-blue sea.

Death is the end of life; ah, why
Should life all labour be ?

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast.

And in a little while our lips are dumb.
y" Let us alone. What is it that will last ?

All things are taken from us, and become
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past.

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have
To war with evil ? Is there any peace

4i In ever climbing up the climbing wave?
All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave
In silence; ripen, fall and cease:

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dream-
ful ease.
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How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream.

With half-shut eyes ever to seem

Fallinfj: asleep in a half-dream !

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light,

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 crisping ripples on the beach.

And tender curving lines of creamy spray;

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy;

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

!

IIS

VI

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives,

And dear the last embraces of our wives

And their warm tears: but all hath suffer'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 sini^s

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:



20

I30

SELECT POEMS OF TENNYSON

'Tis hard to settle order once again.

There ts confusion worse than dtath,
Trouble on trouble, pain on pain,

Long labour unto aged breath.

Sore :ask to hearts worn out by many wars
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars.

! t.
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VII

But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly.
How sweet (while warm 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

From cave to cave thro' the thick-twi.ied vine—
To watch the emerald-colour'd water falling

Thro' many a wov'n acanthus-wreath divine !

Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine,
Only to hear were sweet, stretch'd out beneath the

pine.

»45

VIII

The Lotos blooms below the barren peak:
The Lotos blows by every winding creek:
All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone:
Thro' every hollow cave and alley lone
Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-

dust is blown.

We have had enough of action, and of motion we,
RoU'd to starboard, roll'd to larboard, when the

surge was seething free,
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Where the wallowinjj monster spouted his foam-

fountains in the sea.

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal

mind,

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined

jj On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind.

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are

hurl'd

Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are

lightly curl'd

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleam-

ing world:

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted

lands,

160 Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring

deeps and fiery sands.

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking

ships, and praying hands.

But they smile, they find a music centred in a

doleful song

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of

wrong.

Like a tale of little meaning tho' the words are

strong;

165 Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave

the soil,

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring

toil.

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and

oil;

Till they perish and they suffer— some, 'tis

whisper'd—down in hell

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys

dwell,
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.7" Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel.
Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the

shore

Than labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave
and oar;

O rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander
more.

•a

ULYSSES

It little profits that an idle king.

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole
Unequal laws unto a savage race.

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink
Life to the lees: all times I have enjoy'd
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those
That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades
Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;
For always roaming with a hungry heart
Much have I seen and known; cities of men
And manners, climates, councils, governments.
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,
Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.
I am a part of all that I have met;
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'
Gleams that untravell'd world, whose margin fades
For ever and for ever when I move.
How dull it is to pause, to make an end.
To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use I
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As tho' to breathe were life. Life piled on life

ts Were all too little, and of one to me
Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

30 And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle

—

M Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

40 Of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods,

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:

4s There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners.

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought

with me

—

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;

so 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.

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

A5 Tlio long diiy wanes: the slow moon climbs: tlic

deep
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Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
'Tis not too late to seek a newer world.
Push off, and sitting well in order smite
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

««• To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths
Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:
It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom 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 whicii we are, we

are;

One equal temper of heroic hearts,
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

65

70

THE EPIC

At Francis Allen's on the Christmas-eve,—
The game of forfeits done—the girls all Uss'd
Beneath the sacred bush and past away—
The parson Holmes, the poet Everard Hall,
The host, and I sat round the wassail-bowl.
Then half-way ebb'd: and there we held a tllk,
How all the old honour had from Christmas gone.
Or gone, or dwindled down to some odd games
In some odd nooks like this; till I, tired out
With cutting eights that day upon the pond,
Where, three times slipping from the outer edge,
I bump'd the ice into three several stars,
Fell in a doze; and half-awake I heard
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The parson taking wide and wider sweeps,

ij Now harping' on the church-commissioners,

Now hawkinjf at Geology and schism;

Until I woke, and found him settled down
Upon the general decay of faith

Right tHro' the world, 'at homo was little left,

JO And none abroad: there was no anchor, none.

To hold by.' Francis, laughing, clapt his hand
On Everard's shoulder, with 'I hold by him.*

'And I,' quoth Everard, 'by the wassail-bowl.'

'Why yes,' I said, 'we knew your gift that way
At college: but another which you had,

I mean of verse (for so we held it then).

What came of that ?
' ' You know,' said Frank,

'he burnt

His epic, his King Arthur, some twelve books *

—

And then to me demanding why ? 'Oh, sir.

He thought that nothing new was said, or else

Something so said 'twas nothing—that a truth

Looks freshest in the fashion of the day:

God knows: he has a mint of reasons: ask.

It pleased me well enough.' 'Nay, nay,' said

Hall,

' Why take the style of those heroic times ?

For nature brings not back the Mastodon,

Nor we those times; and why should any man
Remodel models ? these twelve books of mine

Were faint Homeric echoes, nothing-worth,

40 Mere chaff and draff, much better burnt.' 'But I,'

Said Francis, 'pick'd the eleventh from this hearth

And have it: keep a thing, its use will come.

I hoard it as a sugar-plum for Holmes.'

He laugh'd, and I, tho' sleepy, like a horse

45 That hears the corn-bin open, prick'd my ears;

|ri

^i^'i
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For I rcmomber'd EverarU's collejre fame

W'lien \vc wore Kreshineii: thou a. my request

He biiHiij-ht it; and tlic poet littL- urj,'cd,

But with some preUide of disparajjcment,

Read, mouthing out his h>>llow oes and acs,

Deep-chested music, and to this result.

I t

MORTH D'ARTHUR

So all day long^ the noise of battle roll'd

Among- the mountains by the winter sea;

Until King- Arthur's table, man by man,
Had fallen in Lyonnesse about their Lord,

King Arthur: then, because his wound was deep,

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him,

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights,

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field,

A broken chancel with a broken cross,

TI'.aL stood on a t! irk strait 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 Bedivere:
' The sequel of to-day unsolders al!

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
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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 rememberest how
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake.

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

Holdinj; the sword -and how I row'd across

And took it, and have worn it, like a king:

And, wheresoever I am sung or told

In aftertime, this also shall be known:
But now delay not: take Excalibur,

And fling him far into the middle mere:

Watch what thou seest,and lightly bring me 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 of ancient men,
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping

down
By zig-zag paths and juts of pointed rock,

Came on the shining levels of the lake.

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur,

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:

For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks^
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Myriads of topaz-lights and jacinth-work

Of subtlest jewellery. He 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 seem'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
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere:

' Hast thou performed my mission which I gave ?

What is it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?'

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere:
' I hoard 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 beseem'd

7.'i Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight:

For surer sign had follow'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
80 As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing

I bad thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.'

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time

Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere.

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,

'And if indeed I cast the brand away.
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note.

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth,

85
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Wliich mig^ht 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 demand
An act unprofitable, against himself?

The King is sick, and knows not what he does.

What record, or 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 mighty kings.

Some one might show it at a joust of arms,

Saying, "King Arthur's sword, Excalibur,

Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake.

Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps

Upon the hidden bases of the hills."

So might some old man speak in the aftertime

To all the people, winning reverence.

But now much honour and much fame were lost.'

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit,

And hid Excalibur the second time,

And so strode back slow to the wounded Kins^.

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily:

'What IS it thou hast seen? or what hast heard?'

And answe- made the bold Sir Bedivere:

'I heard the wi^er 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 mc !

Authority forgets a dying king,

Laid widow'd of the power in his eye

Thai bow'd ihe will. I see ihee what thou art.

For thou, the latest-left of all my knights.
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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 pjasure of the eyes.

Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice,

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence:

But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur,

I will arise and slay thee with my hands.'

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,

And flashing round and round, and whirl'd in an
arch,

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock

By night, with noises of the northern sea.

So flash'd and fell the brand Excalibur:

But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

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 King.

Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath:
• Now see I by thine eyes that this is done.

Speak out : what is it thou has heard, or seen ?

'

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere :

• 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 I flung him, wheeling him
;
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But when I look'd ajj^ain, beliold an arm,

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,

That caught him by the hilt, and brandish'd him

Three times, and drew him under in the mere.'

And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard :

' My end draws nigh ; 'tis time that I were gone.

Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight,

And bear me to the margin ; yet I fear

My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die.'

So saying, from the pavement he half rose.

Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm,

And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes

As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere

Remorsefully regarded thro' his tears,

And would have spoken, but he found not words.

Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee.

O'er both his shoulders drew the languid hands.

And rising bore him thro' the place of tombs.

But, as he walk'd. King Arthur panted hard,

Like one that feels ; ^'htmare on his bed

When all the house . .nute. So sigh'd the King,

Muttering and murmuring at his ear, 'Quick, quick

!

1 fear it is too late, and I shall die.'

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to 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 cliff clang'd round him, as he based

His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang

Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels

—

And on a sudden, lo I the level lake,
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And the long g-Iories of the winter moon.
Then s:ivv they how there hove a dusky barge,

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern,

Beneath them; and descending they were ware
That all the decks were dense with stately forms
Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these

Three Queens with crowns of gold—and from them
rose

A cry that shiver'd to the tingling stars,

And, as it were 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 barge.'

And to the barge they came. There those 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 him by his name, complaining loud.

And dropping bitter tears against his brow
Striped with dark blood: for all his face was white
And colcdrless, and like the wither'd moon
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east;

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.
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So like a shatter'd column !;iy the King;

Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest,

From spur to plume a star of tournament.

Shot thro' the lists at Camelot, and charged

Before the eyes of ladies and of kings.

Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere,

'Ah ! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go?

Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes ?

For now I see the true old times are dead.

When every morning brought a noble chance.

And every 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 now tiie whole roi'nd table is dissolved

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 answered 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 thyseK: 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 this 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

-sa
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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 seest—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 crown'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
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death.
Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood
With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere
Fievolving many memories, till the hull

Look'd one black dot against the verge of dawn,
And on the mere the wailing died away.

»65
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Here ended Hall, and our last light, that long
Had wink'd and threatened darkness, flared and

fell:

At which the Parson, sent to sleep with sound.
And waked with silence, grunted 'Good !' but we
Sat rapt: it was the tone with which he read-
Perhaps some n^ idem touches here and there
Redeem'd it fi j.n the charge of nothingness—
Or else we loved the man, and prized his work;
I know not: but we sitting, as I said,
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The cock crew loud; as at that time of year

The lusty bird takes every hour for daw 11:

Then Francis, mutterinj^f, like a man ill-used,

'There now—that's nothinjj !' drew a little back,

And drove his heel into thj smoulder'd log,

hat sent a blast of sparkles up the flue:

And so to bed; where yet in sleep I seem'd

To sail with Arthur under looming shores,

Point after point; till on to dawn, when dreams

Begin to feel the truth and stir of day,

To me, methought, who waited with a crowd.

There came a bark that, blowing forward, bore

King Arthur, like a modern gentleman

Of stateliest port; and all the people cried,

'Arthur is come again: he cannot die.'

Then those that stood upon the hills behind

Repeated—'Come again, and thrice as fair;'

And, further inland, voices echo'd—'Come

With all good things, and war shall be no more.'

At this a hundred bells began to peal,

That with the sound I woke, and heard indeed

The clear church-bells ring in the Christmas-morn.

r

YOU ASK ME WHY
You ask me, why, tho' ill at ease,

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 friends or foes

A man may speak the thing he will;
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A land of settled government,

10 A land of just and old renown,

Where Freedom s .>\vly broadens down
From precedent to precedent:

Where faction seldom gathers head,

But by degrees to fulness wrought,

IS The strength of some diffusive thought

Hath time and space to work and spread.

Should banded unions persecute

Opinion, and induce a time

When single thought is civil crime,

10 And individual freedom mute;

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

—

»3 Yet waft me from the harbour-mouth,

Wild wind ! I seek a warmer sky,

And I will see before I die

The palm.s and temples of the South.

OF OLD SAT FREEDOM

Of old sat Freedom on the heights.

The thunders breaking at her feet:

Above her shook the starry lights:

She heard the torrents meet.

5 There in her place she did rejoice,

Self-gather'd in her prophet-mind.
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But fragments of her mighty voice

Came rolling on the wind.

Then stept she down thro' town and field

To mingle with the human race,

And part by part to men reveal'd

The fulness 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 youth

Keep dry their light from tears;

That her fair form may stand and shine.

Make bright our days and light our dreams.

Turning to scorn with lips divine

The falsehood of extremes I

LOVE THOU THY LAND

Love thou thy land, with love far-brought

From out the storied Past, and used

Within the Present, but transfused

Thro' future time by power of thought.

True love turn'd round on fixed poles.

Love, that endures not sordid ends,

For English natures, freemen, friends,

Thy brothers and immortal souls.
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But pamper not a hasty time,

Nor feed with crude imaginings

The herd, wild hearts and feeble wings

That every sophister can lime.

Deliver not the tasks of might

To weakness, neither hide the ray

From those, not blind, who wait for day,

Tho' sitting girt with doubtfui light.

Make knowledge circle with the winds;

But let her herald. Reverence, fly

Before her to whatever sky

Bear seed of men and growth of minds.

Watch what main-currents draw the years

:

Cut Prejudice against the grain:

But gentle words are always gain:

Regard the weakness of thy peers:

Nor toil for title, place, or touch

Of pension, neither count on praise:

It grows to guerdon after-days:

Nor deal in watch-words overmuch:

Not clinging to some ancient saw;

Not master'd by some modern term;

Not swift nor slow to change, but firm:

And in its season bring the law;

That from Discussion's lip may fall

With Life, that, working strongly, binds-
Set in all lights by many minds.

To close the interests of all.

For Nature also, cold and warm.
And moist and dry, devising long,
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Thro' many agents making strong,

40 MaturcJ the individual form.

Meet is it changes should control

Our being, lest we rust in ease.

We all are changed by still degrees,

All but the basis of the soul.

4j So let the change which comes be free

To ingroove itself with that which flies,

And work, a joint of state, that plies

Its office, moved with sympathy.

A saying, hard to shape in act;

JO For all the past of Time reveals

A bridal dawn of thunder-peals,

Wherever Thought hath weddeu Fact.

Ev'n now we hear with inward strife

A motion toiling in the gloom

—

u The Spirit of the years to come

Yearning to mix himself with Life.

A slow-develop'd strength awaits

Completion in a painful school;

Phantoms of other forms of rule,

6e New Majesties of mighty States

—

The warders of the growing hour.

But vague in vapour, hard to mark;

And round them sea and air are dark

With great contrivances of Power.

6s Of many changes, aptly join'd,

is bodied forth the second whole.

Regard gradation, lest the soul

Of Discord race the rising wind;

39
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A wind to pufFyour idol-fires,

»• And heap their ashes on the head;

To shame the boast so often made,
That we are wiser than our sires.

•ts

Oh yet, if Nature's evil star

Drive men in manhoid, as in youth,

To follow flying steps of Truth
Across the brazen bridge of war

—

If New and Old, disastrous feud,

Must ever shock, like armed foes,

And this be true, till Time shall close,

80 That Principles are rain'd in blood;

Not yet the wise of heart would cease

To hold his hope thro' shame and j;uilt.

But with his hand ajjainst the hilt.

Would pace the troubled land, like Peace;

«5 Not less, tho' dogs of Faction bay.

Would serve his kind in deed and word.
Certain, if knowledge bring the sword.

That knowledge takes the sword away

—

Would lov the gleams of good that broke
9» From either side, nor veil his eyes:

And if some dreadful need should rise

Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke:

To-morrow yet would reap to-day.

As we bear blossom of the dead;

as Earn well the thrifty months, nor wed
Raw Haste, half-sister to Delay.
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ST. AGNES' EVE

Deep on the convent-roof the snows

Are sparkling to the moon:

My breath to heaven like vapour goes:

May my soul follow soon !

The shadows of the convent-towers

Slant down tho snowy sward,

Still creeping with the creeping hours

That lead me to my Lord:

Make Thou my spirit pure and clear

'< - --e the frosty skies,

Or u.'... first snowdrop of the year

That in my bosom lies.

As these white robes are soil'd and dark,

To yonder shining ground;

As his pale taper's earthly spark,

To yonder argent round;

So shows my soul before the Lamb,

My spirit before Thee;

So in mine earthly house 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 door ;

The flashes come and go;

All heaven bursts her starry floors,

And strows her lights below.

tMwmmi^t
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And deepens on and up ! the gates

30 Roll back, and far within

For me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits,

To make me pure of sin.

The sabbaths of Eternity,

One sabbath deep and wide

—

35 A liyht upon the shining sea—
The Bridegroom with his bride I

I

It;

«5

SIR GALAHAD

My good blade carves the casques of men,
My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,

Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high.

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 flowers fall in showers,

That lightly rain from ladies' hands.

How sweet are looks that ladies bend
On whom their favours fall I

For them I battle till the end.

To save from shame and thrall:

But all my heart is drawn above,

My knoos are bow'd in crypt and shrine:

I never felt the kiss of love,

Nor maiden's hand in mine.
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More bounteous aspects on me beam,

Me mightier transports move and thrill;

So keep I fair thro' faith and prayer

A virgin heart in work and will.

»5 When down the stormy crescent goes,

A light before me swims.

Between dark stems the forest glows,

I hear a noise of hymns:

Then by some secret shrine I ride;

30 I hear a voice, but none are there;

The stalls are void, the doors are wide,

The tapers burning fair.

Fair gleams the snowy altar-cloth.

The silver vessels sparkle clean,

.15 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:

4° I float till all is dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light

!

Three angels bear the holy Grail:

With folded feet, in stoles of white.

On sleeping wings they sail.

45 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

.10 Thro' dreaming towns I go.

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,

The streets are dumb with snow.
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The tempest crackles on the leads,

And, ringing, springs from brand and mail;

ss 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

60 Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields.

! i

A maiden knight—to me is given

Such hope, I know not fear;

I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven

That often meet me here.

65 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,

70 This mortal armour that I wear,

This weight and size, this heart and eyes,

Are touch'd, are turn'd to finest air.

The clouds are broken in the sky.

And thro' the mountain-wa'.'s

7s A rolling organ-harmony

Swells up, and shakes ^ is.

Then move the trees, the < s nod.

Wings flutter, voices hover clear:

'O just and faithful knight of God !

80 Ride on ! the prize is near.'

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange;

By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

Ali-arm'd I ride, whate'er betide,

Until I find the holy Grail.
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BREAK, BREAK, BREAK

Break, break, break,

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea !

And I would that my tongue could utter

The thoughts that arise in me.

s 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

lo To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand,

And the sound of a voice that is stiP !

Break, break, break.

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea !

15 But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.

TEARS, IDLE TEARS

* 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 underworld,
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Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

lo So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

'Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns

The earliest pipe of half-awaken'd birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;

15 So sad. so strange, the days that are no more.

• Dear as remember'd kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign'd

On lips that are for others; deep as love.

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;

M O Death in Life, the days that are no more.'

AS THRO' THE LAND AT EVE WE WENT

As thro' the land at eve we went,

And pluck'd the ripen'd ears,

We fell out, my wife and I,

O we fell out I know not why,

s And kiss'd again with tears.

And blessings on the falling out

That all the more endears,

When we fall out with those we love

And kiss again with tears !

10 For when we came where lies the child

We lost in other years.

There above the little grave,

O there above the little grave.

We kiss'd again with tears.
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SWEET AND LOW
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.

THE SPLENDOUR FALLS ON CASTLE WALLS

The splendour falls on castle walls

And snowy summits old in story:

The long light shakes across the lakes.

And the wild cataract leaps in glory,

s Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying.

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear ! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going I

O sweet and far from cliff and scar

to The horns of Elfland faintly blowing !
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Blow, let tK; hear li'e purple glens replying:

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky.

They faint on hill or field or river:

13 Our echoes roll from soul to soul,

And grow for ever and for ever.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

THY VOICE IS HEARD

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 blow,

He sees his brood about thy knee;

The next, like fire he meets the foe,

And strikes him dead for thine and thee.

HOME THEY BROUGHT HER WARRIOR DEAD

Home they brought her warrior dead:

She nor swoon'd, nor utter'd cry:

All her maidens, watching, said,

•She must weep or she will die.'

s 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,

10 Lightly to the warrior stept,
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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, I live for thee.'

ASK ME NO MORE

Ask me no more: the moon may draw the sea;

The cloud may stoop from heaven and ake the

shape

With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;

But O too fond, when have I answer'd thee ?

s Ask me no more.

Ask me no more: what answer should I give?

I love not hollow cheek or faded eye:

Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die !

Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live;

10 Ask me no more.

Ask me no more: thy fate and mine are seal'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;

,s Ask me no more.

THE BROOK

Here, by this brook, we parted; 1 to the East

And he for Italy—too late—too late:

One whom the strong sons of the world despise;

For lucky rhymes to him were scrip and share,
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And mellow metres more than cent for cent;

Nor could he understand how money breeds,

Thought it a dead thing; yet himself could make

The thing that is not as the tWng that is.

had he lived ! In our schoolbooks we say,

Of those that held their heads above the crowd.

They flourish'd then or then; but life in him

Could scarce be said to flourish, only touch'd

On such a time as goes before the leaf.

When all the wood stands in a mist of green,

And nothing perfect: yet the brook he loved,

For which, in branding summers of Bengal,

Or ev'n the sweet half-English Neilgherry air

1 panted, seems, as I re-liston to it.

Prattling the primrose fancies of the boy.

To me that loved him; for 'O brook,' he says,

•O babbling brook,' says Edmund in his rhyme,

'Whence come you?' and the brook, why not?

replies:

»s

I come from haunts of coot and hern,

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.

Till 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.
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3j ' Poor lad, ho died at Florence, quite worn out,

Travelling- to Naples. There is Darnley bridge.

It has mors ivy; there the river; and there

Stand:i Philip's farm where brook and river meet.

I chatter over stony ways.

In little sharps and trebles,

I bubble into eddying bays,

I babble on the pebbles.

o
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With many a curve my banks I 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.

And here and there a foamy flake

Upon me, as I travel

With many a silvery waterbreak

Above the golden gravel,

And draw them all along, and flow

To join the brimming river,
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*t For men may come and men may go.

But I go on for ever.

'O darling- Katie Willows, his onj child I

A maiden of our century, yet most meek;

A daughter of our meadows, yet not coarse;

70 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.

'Sweet Katie, once I did her a good turn,

7s Her and her far-off cousin and betrothed,

James Willows, of one name and heart with her.

For here I came, twenty years b.ick—the week
Before I parted with poor Edmund; crost

By that old bridge which, half in ruins then,

80 Still makes a hoary eyebrow for the gleam

Beyond it, where the watery marry—crost,

Whistling a random bar of Bonny Doon,
And push'd at Philip's garden-gate. The gate,

Hjilf-parted from a weak and scolding hinge,

85 Stuck; and he clamour'd from a casement, "Run"
To Katie somewhere in the walks be!ow,

"Run, Katie!" Katie never ran: she moved
To meet me, winding under woodbine bowers,

A little flutter'd, with her eyelids down,

90 Fresh apple-blossom, blushing for a boon.

'What was it? less of sentiment than sense

Had Katie; not illiterate; nor of those

Who dabbling in the fount of fictive tears.

And nursed by mealy-mouth'd philanthropies,

95 Divorce the Feeling from he; mate the Deed.
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' She told me.

Why?
She and James had quarrell'd.

What cause of quarrel ? None, she said, no cause;

James had no cause: but when I prest the cause,

I learnt that James had flickering jealousies

TO.. Which anger'd her. Who anger'd James? I said.

But Katie snatch'd her eyes at once from mine.

And sketching with her slender pointed foot

Some figure like a wizard pentagram

On garden gravel, let my query pass

105 Unclaim'd, in flushing silence, till I ask'd

If James were coming. "Coming every day,"

She answer'd, "ever longing to explain,

But evermore her father came across

With some long-winded tale, and broke him short;

no And James departed vext with him and her."

How could I help her? "Would I—was it

wrong?"
(Claspt hands and that petitionary grace

Of sweet seventeen subdued me ere she spoke)

"O would I take her father for one hour,

MS For one half-hour, and let him talk to me !"

And even while she spoke, I saw where James

Made toward us, like a wader in the surf,

Beyond the brook, waist-deep in meadow-sweet.

'O Katie, what I suflfer'd for your sake !

10 For in I went, and call'd old Philip out

To show the farm: full willingly he rose:

He led me thro' the short sweet-smelling lanes

Of his wheat-suburb, babbling as he went.

He praised his land, his horses, his machines;

'H He praised his ploughs, his cows, his hogs, his

dogs;
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He praised his hens, iiis geese, his gutne;! ens;

His pigeons, who in session on their roofs

Approved him, bowing a il-eir own dese i^:

Then from the plaintive mother's teat he took
Her blind and shu Jering puppies, naminj^ each,

And naming those, lii< friends, for whom they were.

Then crost tlu common iiuo Darnlov chase

To show Sir Arthur's dv f. In copse uiU fern

Twinkled the ' inumerable ear and tai!

Then, seatelou a serpen t-rov>ted K'ech,

He pointed r c a pa tur ng jolt, ..nd said-

"That was the four-yeui-old I sold the Swii.re.

And there In .old .i long long-windcJ tale

Of how the Suuirc had seen the colt a g- ?,'

And hon it w.is the thing his daughte wish J,

And hi %v he sent the bailiflF to the fan

To learn the price, and what the iirice ,).- ask d,

And how the bailiff ^ ore tli.it hi .is mad
But hL itood firm; and so the matu r htmij,

He gave them line: and five days after th^t

He met the bailiff at the Go !en Fee e,

Who Tlicn and there had oPor'd scne; ling mor
But he stood firm; and so matter hung;
He knew the man; the cc would fetch N price,

He gave them lin= d how t v hunce at last

(It might be May or \pril.
'

The last of April vi ne fir

He found the bail' jding i

And, talking from it point, .< j •,;

And there he mellow d all his hca .vith ale.

Until they closed a r rgain, haiu. in hand.

forgot.

Ma,. :

he farn

<^ t; vv ium in.

Then, while 1 brea led in s ht of haven, he,
Poor fellow, could he iielp t

'•' commenced.

mSk
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And ran thro* alt the coitish chri'>nicle,

Wild Will, Blai Bess, Tantivy, Tallyho,

Reform. White Rose, Bellerophon, the Jilt,

Arbaccs, and Ph' onT-ru 1, and the rest,

Till, n t to die a listener, I arose,

And V "^h me Philip, talking still; and so

We turn'd our lorc ads from the falling sun,

; nd allowing our own shadows thrice as long

A^ when they follow'd us from Philip's door,

Ar .ed, and found the - m of sweet content

'isen in Katie's eyt d all things well.

I al by lawns ; ".d grassy plots,

ide by hazel covers;

I n ve the sweet forget-me-nots

That grow fcr happy lovers.

I slip, I slide, I L'loom, I glance,

Among m'

I make the n

Against u.

11 ng swallows;

= siuibeam dance

shallows.

I murmur und. n and stars

In brambly v esses;

I linger by my sa.ngly 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.

Yes, men may come and go; and these are gone.

All gone. My dearest hrother, Edmund, sleeps,

Not by the well-known stream and rustic spire,

But unfamiliar Arno, and the dome
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Of Brunelleschi; sleeps in peace: 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 oflF, and holds her head to other stars,

And breathes in April autumns. All are gone.'

So Lawrence Aylmer, seated on a stile

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;

And he look'd up. There stood a maiden near,

Waiting to pass. In much amaze he stared

On eyes a bashful azure, and on hair

In gloss and hue the chestnut, when the shell

Divides threefold to show the fruit within:

Then, wondering, ask'd her 'Are you from the

farm ?

'

'Yes' answer'd she. 'Pray stay a little: pardon
me;

What do they call you?' 'Katie.' 'That were
strange.

What surname?' 'Willows.' 'No!' 'That is

my name.'

'Indeed !' and here he look'd so self-perplext,

That Katie laugh'd, and laughing blush'd, till he
Laugh'd also, but as one before he wakes,
Who feels a glimmering strangeness in his dream.
Then looking at her; 'Too happy, fresh and fair,

Too fresh and fair in our sad world's best bloom.
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To be the ghost of one who bore your name

About these meadows, twenty years ago.'

'Have you not heard?' said Katie, 'we came

back.

We bought the farm we tenanted before.

Am I so like her ? so they said on board.

Sir, if you knew her in her English days.

My mother, as it seems you did, the days

That most she loves to talk of, come with me.

My brother James is in the harvest-field:

But she—you will be welcome—O, come in !

'

ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF

WELLINGTON

Bury the Great Duke

With an empire's lamentation.

Let us bury the Great Duke

To the noise of the mourning of a mighty nation

Mourning when their leaders fall,

Warriors carry the warrior's pall,

And sorrow darkens hamlet and hall.

n

Where shall we lay the man whom we deplore ?

Here, in streaming London's central roar.

Let the sound of those he wrought for,

And the feet of those he fought for,

Echo round his bones for evermore.
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III

Lead out the pageant : sad and slow,

As fits an universal woe,

IS Let the long long procession go.

And let the sorrowing crowd about it grow,

And let the mournful martial music blow;

The last great Englishman is low.

IV

Mourn, for to us he seems the last,

M Remembering all his greatness in the Past.

No more in soldier fashion will he greet

With lifted hand the gazer in the street.

O friends, our chief state-oracle is mute:

Mourn for the man of long-enduring blood,

as The statesman-wairior, moderate, resolute,

Whole in himself, a common good.

Mourn for the man of amplest influence.

Yet clearest of ambitious crime.

Our greatest, yet with least pretence,

30 Great in council and great in war,

Foremost captain of his time.

Rich in saving common-sense,

And, as the greatest only are.

In his simplicity sublime.

3s O good gray head which all men knew,

O voice from which their omens all men drew,

O iron nerve to true occasion true,

O fall'n at length that tower of strength

Which stood four-square to all the wind- v'l.i" blew!

10 Such was he whom we deplore.

The long self-sacrifice of life is o'er.

The great World-victor's victor will be seen no

more.
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All is over and done:

Render thanks to the Giver,

4S England, for thy son.

Let the bell be toU'd.

Render thanks to the Giver,

And render him to the mould.

Under the cross of gold

50 That shines over city and river,

There he shall rest for ever

Among the wise and the bold.

Let the bell be toll'd:

And a reverent people behold

ss Th^ towering car, the sable steeds:

Bright let it be with its blazon'd deeds,

Dark in its funeral fold.

Let the bell be toll'd:

And a deeper knell in the heart be knoll'd;

60 And the sound of the sorrowing anthem roll'd

Thro' the dome of the golden cross;

And the volleying cannon thunder his loss;

He knew their voices of old.

For many a time in many a clime

5j His captain's-ear has heard them boom

Bellowing victory, bellowing doom;

When he with those deep voices wrought,

Guarding realms and kings from shame;

With those deep voices our dead captain taught

70 The tyrant, and asserts his claim

In that dread sound to the great name.

Which he has worn so pure of blame,

In praise and in dispraise the same,

A man of well-attemper'd frame.

.
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7j O civic muse, to such a name,

To such a name for ages long,

To such a name.

Preserve a broad approach of fame,

And ever-echoing avenues of song.

VI

80 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.

8s Thine island loves thee well, thou famous man.

The greatest sailor since our world began.

Now, to the roll of muffled drums,

To thee the greatest soldier comes;

For this is he

90 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;

9i 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

100 Clash'd with his fiery few and won;

And underneath another sun.

Warring on a later day.

Round affrighted Lisbon drew
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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 pines,

Follow'd up in valley and glen

With blare of bugle, clamour of 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,
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If aught of things that here befall

Toucli a spirit among things divine,

If love of country move thee there at all,

Be glad, because his bones are laid by thine !

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 honour to his name.

,h
I

i?

VII

A people's voice ! we are a people yet.

Tho' all men else their nobler dreams forget,

Confused by brainless mobs and lawless Powers;

Thank Him who isled us here, and roughly set

155 His Briton in blown seas and storming showers.

We have a voice, with which to pay the debt

Of boundless love and reverence and regret

To those great men who fought, and kept it ours.

And keep it ours, O God, from brute control;

.60 O Statesmen, guard us, guard the eye, the soul

Of Europe, keep our noble England whole,

And save the one true seed of freedom sown

Betwixt a people and their ancient throne,

That sober freedom out of which there springs

165 Our loyal passion for our temperate kings;

For, saving that, ye help to save mankind

Till public wrong be crumbled into dust.
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And drill the raw world for the march of mind,

Till crowds at leng-th be sane and crowns be just.

But wink no more in slothful overtrust.

Remember him who led your hosts;

He bad you guard the sacrer' :s.

Your cannons moulder on th veard wall;

His voice is silent in your count. -hall

For ever; and whatever tempests lour

For ever silent; even if they broke

In thunder, silent; yet remember all

He spoke among you, and the Man who spoke;

Who never sold the truth to serve the hour,

Nor palter'd with Eternal God for power;

Who let the turbid streams of rumour flow

Thro' either babbling world of high and low;

Whose life was work, whose language rife

With rugged maxims hewn from life;

Who never spoke against a foe;

Whose eighty winters freeze with one rebuke

All great self-seekers trampling on the right:

Truth-teller was our England's Alfred named;

Truth-lover was our English Duke;

Whatever record leap to light

He never shall be shamed.

m
Cut

VIII

19s

Lo, the leader in these glorious wars

Now to glorious burial slowly borne,

Follow'd by the brave of other lands,

He, on whom from both her open hands

Lavish Honour shower'd all her stars,

And affluent Fortune emptied all her horn.
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Yea, let all good things await

Him who cares not to be great,

soo But as he saves or serves the state.

Not once or twice in our rough island-story,

The path of duty was the way to glory:

He that walks it, only thirsting

For the right, and learns to deaden

»os Love of self, before his journey closes,

He shall find the stubborn thistle bursting

Into glossy purples, which outredden

All voluptuous garden-roses.

Not once or twice in our farr island-story,

»io The path of duty was the way to glory:

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 man" \n age proclaim

At civic revel and po ip and game.

And when the long-illumined cities flame,

Their ever-loyal iron leader's fame,

«3o With honour, honour, honour, honour to him,

Eternal honour to his name.

"S

135
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IX

Peace, his triumph will be sung

By some yet unmoulded tongue

Far on in summers that we shall not see:

a3j 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

240 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

At this, our great solemnity.

MS Whom we see not we revere;

We revere, and we refrain

From talk of battles loud and vain,

And brawling memories all too free

For such a wise humility

2JO As befits a solemn fane:

We revere, and while we hear

The tides of Music's golden sea

Setting toward eternity,

Uplifted high in heart and hope are we,

2is 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

260 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,

tji

'I

5*1
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And other forms of life than ours,

J65 What know we greater than the soul ?

On God and Godlike men we build our trust.

Hush, the Dead March wails in the people's ears:

The dark crowd moves, and there are sobs and tears:

The black earth yawns: the mortal disappears;

Ko Ashes to ashes, dust to dust;

He is gone who seem'd so great.

—

Gone; but nothing can bereave him

Of the force he made his own
Beinf here, and we believe him

»7S 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,

aSo And in the vast cathedral leave him,

God accept him, Christ receive him.

THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE

Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward.

All in the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.

' Forward, the Light Brigade I

Charge for the guns !' he said:

Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.
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' Forward, the Light Brigade !'

Was there a man dismay'd ?

Not tho' the soldier knew
Some one had blunder'd:

Their's not to make reply,

Their's not to reason why,

Their's but to do and die:

Into the valley of Death

Rode the six hundred.

»j

III

Cannon to right of them.

Cannon to left of them,

Cannon in front of them

Volley'd and thunder'd;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

Boldly 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 Russian
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Reel'd from the sabre-stroke

Shatter'd and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not,

Not the six hundred.

45

Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,

Cannon behind them

VoUey'd and thunder'd;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

While horse and hero fell.

They that had fought so well

Came thro' the jaws of Death,

Back from the mouth of Hell.

All that was left of them,

Left of six hundred.

I*

55

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

!
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NOTES

THE LADY OF SHALOTT

First published in 1832-3. Much altered and improved in 1843.

As Tennyson's friend Speddingf said, in his review of the poems

of 1S42: "The poems originally published in 1832 are many of

them largely altered ; generally with great judgment, and always

with a view to strip off redundancies, to substitute thought for

imagery, and substance for shadow. Tht Lady of Shalott, for

instance, is stripped of all her finery ; her pearl garland, her

velvet bed, her royal apparel, and her 'blinding diamonds

bright,' are all gone ; and certainly in her simple white robe

which she now wears, her beauty shows to much g'-eater ad-

vantage."

Significance of Name.— « Shalott ' is derived from the French
' Escalot,' which is a form of the word ' Astolat." Consequently,

the Lady of Shalott is to be identified with Elaine "The lily maid

of Astolat," whose story Tennyson told twenty-seven years later in

Lancelot and Elaine. The poem is therefore one of Tennyson's

earliest incursions into the field of Celtic romance.

Meaning of the Poem. — Lord Tennyson writes in the

Memoir AS follows: "The key to this tale of magic symbolism

is of deep human significance, and is to be found in the lines :

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed

;

' I am half sick of shadows ' said

The Lady of Shalott.

Canon Ainger in his Tennyson for the Young, quotes the fol-

lowing interpretation given him by my father :
—'The new-bom

love for something, for some one in the wide v/orld from whom
he has been so long secluded, takes her out of the region of

shadows into that of realities.'

"

The poem is a sparkling piece of descriptive iraagination with

a shadowy background of human interest. Its charm lies in the

combination of picturesque precision {e.g., the fine detail in the

picture of Lancelot) with an element of mystery that is especially

appropriate in a Celtic story. The contrast too of the cheerful

^7')
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life upon the river, and by the river-side, with the gloom of 'he

"four gray walls, and four gray towers," heightens the effec-

tiveness of the poem. The influence of Keats is noticeable in

The Lady of Shalott, and throujjh Ti-nnyson this influence is

transmitted to the Pre-Raphaelite poets, Rossetti, Morris and
Swinburne.

5. CamelOt. Arthur's capital.

II. dusk = to make dark (rare).

38. This line possibly symbolises the idealism of her life. She
knows nothing of the world's harsh realities.

56. ambling pad. Slow-going horse. Pad is abbreviated

from "pad-horse" = road-horse ; "pad" being a variant of

"path."

64. still = continually.

64-72. The sight of death cannot move her from her happy
trance, but the sight of love stirs a strange yearning within her,

and mspires discontent with her lot.

77. Sir Lancelot. The most famous of the knights of the

Round Table, and King Arthur's favourite knight. To his faith-

lessness Arthur attributed the ruin of his Ordor.

78-79. The perpetuated attitude of this painted image sug-

gests Keats's Ode to a Grecian Urn, St. II.

red-cross knight. The red-cross was the emblem of the

Knights Templars.

The lady in the shield who receives the homage of the knight
typifies the supremacy of woman in the days of chivalry.

84. Galaxy. The Milky Way. Tennyson more frequently

than any other poet, makes poetic reference to the stars.

87. baldric. A belt, generally slung diagonally across the

shoulders.

90. bearded meteor. Our word comet means ' having (long)

hair.'

III. three paces- Spells were woven by paces ; hence the

words are subtly suggestive of mystery. Three and seven are

mystic number^i.

Class Work on the Poem

I. Comment upon the poetic qualities of the poem as a whole,

pointing out especially the elements of contrast it contains.

(Note Part IV.)
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2. By reference to the text illustrate :—
{a) Tennyson's precision. Note especially the d«>ftcriptive

adjectives throughout the poem.
(d) His use of colour.

(c) His use of mystery.

3. What human sig^nificance attaches to the poem? Make
careful reference to the final stanza.

4. Describe accurately the staozaic form, and indicate any
peculiarities in the versification of the poem.

5. Bring out the force of the verbs in 11. lo-if.

6. Point out the force of the word 'unhail'd" (1. 21), and th4P

meaning- of the following- words -.—wold (L 3), shaJlop (1. 22),

greaves (1. 76).

7. Why should the Lady delight to weave into her gaily-
coloured web the image of the funerals which her mag-ic mirror
reflects?

8. Lines 118-22 must be discussed in the answer to ques-
tion I. Why ?

q. What is the significance of the mirror and the magic
well? or are they a mere device of poetic fancy? Why are
iiiirrors used by weavers?

ft

Certain passages in the poem afford interesting^ themes for

discussion. The body fioatingr down the stream upon a boat
suggests the old sea-burials such as are so poetically described
in the Old English poem Beowulf. The points of resemblance
httween The Lady 0/ Shalott And Lancelot and Elaine can also
be developed. In this connection note the weaving of the web,
the advent of Lancelot, the love of the maiden, and the manner
of her journey to the court.

CENONE

First published in 1832-3. It received its present improved
furm in the edition of 1842. The story of Paris and OSnone may
Ix- read in Lempriire, or in any good classical dictionary. Briefly
it is as follows :— Paris was the son of Priam, King of Troy, and
IKiuba. It was foretold that he would bring great ruin on
Troy, so his father ordered him to be .slain at birth. The slave,

however, did not destroy him, but exposed him upon Mount Ida,
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where shepherds found him and brought him up as one of them-

selves. "Me gained the esteem of all the shepherds, and his

graceful countenance and manly development recommended him

to the fav xir of CEnone, a nymph of Ida, " :iom he married, and

with whom he lived in the most perfect tenderness. Their con-

jug'al bliss was soon disturbed. At the marriage of Peleus and

Thetis, Eris, the goddess oS" discord, who had not been invited to

partako of the entertainment, showed her displeasure by throw-

ing into the assembly of gods, who were at the celebration ofthe

iniptials, a golden apple on which were written the words Detur

pulchriori. All fhe goddesses claimed it as their own : the con-

tention at first became general, but at last only three, Juno

(Here), Venus (Aphrodit.-), and Minerva (Pallas), wished to dis-

pute their respective right to beauty. The gods, unwilling to

become arbiters in an affair of so tender and delicate a nature,

appointed Paris to adjudge the prii-o of beauty to the fairest of

the goddesses, and Indeed thv shepherd seemed properly quali-

fied to decide so great a contest, a< his wisdom was so well

established, and his prudence and sagacity so well known. The
goddesses appeared before their judge without any covering or

ornament, and each tried by promises and entreaties to gain the

attention of Paris, and to influence his judgment. Juno promised

hnn a kingdom ; Minerva, military glory ; and Venus, the fairest

woman in the world for his wife." (Lempriere.) Paris accorded

the apple to Aphrodite, abandoned CEnone. and after he had been

acknowl ;ed the son of Priam went to Sparta, where he per-

suaded h^ien, the wife of Menelaus, to flee with him to Troy. The
ten years' siege, and the destruction ot Troy, resulted from this

rash act. QJnone's significant words at the close of the poem
foreshadow this disaster. Tennyson, in his old age concluded the

narrative in the poem called The Death of CEnone. According to

the legend Paris, mortally wounded by one of the arrows of

Philoctetes, sought out the abandoned CEnone that she might

heal him of his wound. But he died before he reached her, "and
the nymph, still mindful of their former loves, threw herself upon
his body, and stabbed herself to the heart, after she had plenti-

fully bathed it with her tears." Tennyson follows another tradi-

tion in which Paris reaches CEnone, who scornfully repels him.

He passed onward through the mist, and dropped dead upon the

mountain side. His old shepherd playmates built his funeral
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pyr.-. CEiione follows the yearning i„ her heart to where her
luisK.iul lu-s, and dios in the Hames that consume him.

In Chapter IV. ol Mr. Stoptord Brookes Tennyson, there is a
^..;uaMe commentary u,H>n (Enone. He deals first with the
,:uaK.nat.vc treatment of the landscapo, which i:i characteristic
.1 ..11 Tennyson s classical poems, and instances the remarkable
HMprovemen- effected in the descriptive passages in the volume
.'1 .S4.-. "Hut fine landscape and fine fi^ure-drawitig are not
. noi,Kh to make a fine poem. Huma.. interest, human passion
.uist he Kreater than Nature, and dominate the subject. Indeed'
.11 .h,s lovely scenery is n.-thin^ in com,«rison with the sorrow
,nul love of CEnone, recalling her lost love in the places where
...u e she hved m joy. This is the main humanity of the poem
iMit there IS more. Her common sorrow is lifted a.moM into the
|H ..portions of Greek tragedy by its cause ai>d bv Us result.. It
.. >

.lusod by a quarrel in Olympus, and tbe mountain nymph is
s .rnhced without a thought to the v^nitv of the careless g.xis
I liat IS an ever-recurring tragedy in human historv. Moreover
liio personal triigedy deepens when we see the fateful dread ni
U.none s heart that she will, far away, in time hold her lover s
y.W ,n her hands, and refuse to give it back to him-a fiUalily
11. a Tennyson treated before he died. And, secondly, CEnone's
sorrow w hfted into dignity by the vast resulis which flowed from
.is cause. Behmd it were the mighty fates of Trov, the ten
vcars battle, the anger of .-Achilles, the wanderings of L lysses
>Ik' tragedy of Ayamemnon, the founding of Rome, and the three
L,Mi at epics ot the ancient world."

Another point of general interest is to be noted in the poem
IVsp.te the classical theme the tone i.^- consistently modern as
n>ay be gathered from the philosophy of the speech of P.illas
nd from the tender yielding nature of CEnono. There is no hint

I..MV of the vindictive resentment wiiich the old classical writers
^w-old have associated with her grief Similarly Tennyson has
rvs(,.,nat>cally modernised the Arthurian legend in xw'Idylh of'>• hing, giving us nineteenth century thoughts in a conventional" '<li£eval sotti-ig.

\ passage frot>i Bayne. puts this Muest ion clearly : "CEnone
" uls molod.ously for Paris without the remotest suggestion
I't

h.Tceness or .evrngeful wrath. She does not upbraid him
lor i.avmg preferred to her the fairest and most loving wife
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in Greece, but wonders how any one could love him better

than she does. A Greek poet would have used his whole power

of expression to instil bitterness into her resentful words. The

classic legend, instead of representing CEnone as forgiving

Paris, makes her nurse her wrath throughout all the anguish and

terror of the Trojan War. At its end, her Paris comes back to

her. Deprived of Helen, a broken and baffled man, iie returns

from the ruins of his native Troy, and entreats CEnone to heal

him of a wound, which, unless she lends her aid, must be mortal.

CEnone gnashes her teeth at him, refuses him the remedy, and

lets him die. In the end, n.^ doubt, she falls into remorse, and

kills herself—this is quite in the spirit of classic legend ;
implac-

able vengeance, soul-sickened with its own victory, dies in des-

pair. That forgiveness of injuries could be anything but weak-

ness—that it could be honourable, beautiful, brave—is an entirely

Christian idea ; and it is because this idea, although it has not

yet practically conquered the world, although it has indeed but

slightly modified the conduct of nations, has nevertheless secured

recognition as ethically and socially right, that Tennyson could

not hope to enlist the sympathy and admiration of his readers for

his CEnone, if he had cast her image in the tearless bronze of

Pagan obduracy."

1. Ida. A mountain range in Mysia, near Troy. The scen-

ery is, in part, idealised, and partly inspired by the valley of

Cauteretz. See Introduction, p. xvi.

2. Ionian. lonia was the district adjacent to Mysia. ' Ion-

ian,' therefore, is equivalent to ' neighbouring."

lo. topmost OargrarUS. A Latinism, cf.. summus mons.

12. TFOaS. The Troad (Troas) was the district surrounding

Troy.

IUon= Ilium, another name for Troy.

1 4. ePOWn = chief ornament.

22-23. mother Ida—die. Mr. Stedman, in his Victorian

Poets, dovotes a valuable chapter to the discussion of Tennyson's

relation to Theocritus, both in sentiment and form, " It is in the

CEnon* that we discover Tennyson's earliest adaptation of that

refrain, which was a striking beauty of the pastoral elegiac

verse

' O mother Ida, hearken ere I die,'

is the analogue of (Theocr. II).
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• See thou, whence came my love, O lady Moon,' etc.

Throughout the poem the Syrac usan manner and feeline are
stnctly and nobly maintained." Note, however, the modernisa-
tioii already referred to.

Mother Ida. The Greeks constantly personified Nature,
and attributed a separate individual life to rivers, mountains, etc.
Wordsworth s Excuruon. Book IV., might be read in illustration,
isiK'cially from the line beginning—

"Once more to distant ages of the world."

many-fountaln'd Ida. Many streams took their source in
Ida. Homer applies the same epithet to this mountain.

. '^'^l'
'^''"^ ""^* ^'•^ *« *" imitation of certain passages

Iron, Theocritus. See Stedman. Victorian Poet,, pp. a.jf. They
illustrate Tennyson's skill in mosaic work.

3o- My eyes-love. Cf. Shakespeare, 2 Henry VI. ii. 3. ,7 :

'

'
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief.

"

36. cold CPOWn'd snake. "Cold crownd "
is not a com-

I'ound epithet, meaning "with a cold head." Each adjective
".arks a particular quality. Cmwnd has reft,ence to the sem-
I'lance of a coronet that the hoods of certain snakes, such as
cobras, possess.

37. the daughter of a River-God. CEnone was the daugh-
ter of the river Cebrenus in Phrygia.

39-40. As yonder walls-breathed. The walls of Troy
wore built by Poseidon (Neptune) and Apollo, whom Jupiter had
condemned to serve King Laomedon of Troas for a year Tho
stones were charmed into their places by the breathing of Apollo's
flute, as the walls of Thebes are said to have risen to the strain
of Amphion's lyre. Compare Tithon us, 6^-63

:

" Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing,
When Ilion, like a mist, rose into towers."

And cf. also The Princess, iii. 326.

4i-43- That-WOe. Compare /n Memoriam. V.
SO. White hOOVed. Cf. •• hooves for A<«A ii, the Ladv of

Shalott, 1. loi.

5>- SimoiS. On« of the many streams flowing troir Motint
Ida.
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65. Hespsrian gold. The fruit was in colour like the polden

apples in the garden of the Hesperides. The Hesperides were

three (or four) nymphs, the daughters of Hesperus. They dwelt

in the remotest west, near Mount Atlas in Africa, and were

appointed to guard the golden appl s which Heri gave to Zeus

on the day of their marriage. One of Hercules' twelve labours

was to procure some of these apples. See the articles Hesperides

and Hercules in Lempriire.

66. smelt ambrOSially. Ambrosia was the food of the

gods. Their drink was nectar. The food was sweeter than

honey, and of most fragrant odour.

72. whatever Oread. A classical construction. The Ore-

ads were mountain nymphs.

78. full-faced—Gods. This means either that not a face

was missing, or refers to the impressive countenances of the

gods. Another possible interpretation is that all their faces wore

turned full towards the board on which the apple was cast. Com-

pare for this epithet Lotos Eaters, 7 ; and Princess, ii. 166.

79. PeleUS. All the gods, save Eris, were present at the

marriage between Peleus and Thetis, a sea-deity. In her anger

Eris threw upon the banquet-table the apple which Paris now holds

in his hand. Peleus and Thetis were the parents of the famous

Achilles.

81. IpIS. The messenger of the gods. The rainbow is her

symbol.

82. Delivering= announcing.

89-100. These lines, and the opening lines of the poem are

among the best of Tennyson's hlaiik verse lines, and therefore

among the best that English poetry contains. The description

owes some of its beauty to Homer. In its earlier form, in the

volume of 1832-3, it is much less perfect.

132. a crested peacock. The peacock was sacred to

Heri (Juno).

103. a golden cloud. The gods were wont to recline upon

Olympus beneath a canopy of golden clouds.

104. dropping fragrant dew. Drops of glittering dew

fell from the golden cloud which shrouded Heri and Zeus. See

//iW, XIV., 341 f.

105 f. Heri was the queen of Heaven. Power was therefore

the gift which she naturally protTered.
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1 14. Supply the ellipsis.

iji-ij.'. Power fitted—wisdom. Power that adapts itself

to every crisis ; power which is born of wisdom and enthroned
l)y wisdom (i.e. does not owe its supremacy to brute strength).

I2I-I23. from all~allefiriance. Note the ellipsis and the
inversion.

12S-131. who have attained — supremacy. C/. Lotos

Haters, 1. 155 f, and Lucretius, 104-108.

The gods, who haunt

The lucid interspace of world and world

Where never creeps a cloud, or moves a wind,

Nor ever falls the least white star of snow,
Nor ever lowest roll of thunder moans.

137- O'erthwarted with = crossed by.

142 f. Compa e the tone of Pallas' speech with what has been
s.iid in the Introduction, p. liv f., concerning Tennyson's love of

moderation and restraint, and his belief in the efficacy of law.

Compare also the general temper of the Oclt on the Death of
the Duke 0/ Wellington, and especially II. 201-205.

144— 148. Yet these qualities are not bestowed with power as
the end in view. Power will come without seeking when these

great principles of conduct are observed. The main thing is to

live and act by the law of the higher life,—and it is the part of
wisdom to follow right for its own sake, whatever the conse-

quences may be.

151. Sequel of gruerdon. To follow up my words with

rewards (such as Her6 ^yroffcrs) would not make me fairer.

153-164. Pallas reads the weakness of Paris's character, but

disdains to offer him a more worldly reward. An access of

moral courage will be her sole gift to him, so that he shall front

dansfer and disaster until his powers of endurance grow strong

with action, and his full-grown will having passed through all

experiences, aud having become a pure law unto itself, shall be
commensurate with perfect freedom, i.e., shall not know that it

is circumscribed by law.

This is the philosophy that we find in Wordsworth's Ode to

Duty.

Stern Lawgiver ! Yet thou dost wear
The Godhead's most benignant grace;

Nor know we anything so fair
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As is the smile iifton thy fare:

Flowers l.niijfh before ''-"e on their beds

And (VagTaiK-e in thy tooting treads ;

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong,

And the most ancient heavens, through thee,

are fresh and strong;.

I >5-i()7 N'ote h iw dramatic this interruption is.

170. Idalian Aphrodite. Idalium was a town in Cyprus,

an island \v licre the goddess was especially worshipped. She

was frequently called Cypria or the Cyprian.

171. Fresh as the foam. Aphrodite was born from the

wacs of tha sea, near the Isl.ind of Cyprus.

new-bathed in Paphian wells. Faphos was a town in

Cyprus. Aphrodite was said to have landed at Paplios after her

birth from the sea-foam. She is sometimes called the Paphian

or Paphia on this account.

184. She spoke and laugh'<1. Homer calls her "the

laughter-loviti^ Aphrodite."

195-197. a wild—weed. The influence of beauty upon the

beasts is a common theme with poets. Cf. Una and the lion in

Spenser's Faery Queen.

204 They cut away my tallest pines. Evidently to make
ships for Paris's expedition to Greece.

235-240. There are—die. Lamartine in L* Lac (written

before 1820) has a very similar passage.

24J-247. I will not- purpose. CEnone has a premonition

of her own death and that of Paris.

250. Cassandra. The daughter of King Priam, and there-

fore the sister of Paris. She had the gift of prophecy.

360. A fire dances- Signifying the burning of Troy.

Class Work on the Poem

1. Point out and explain the most striking metaphors in the

poem.

2. Scan any five consecutive lines to illustrate how Tennyson

varies the rhythm. Write a note also on his treatment of vowel

and consonant sounds in these lines. Scan also 11. 21, 25, 97, 100,

177, 180.

3. Explain all t 10 rn\ ihological n-forences.

4. Explain 38-40, 56-57,60-61, 178, 185, 196,
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5. Explain " married brows" (I. 74).

6. Paraphrase clearly 11. 108-117.

7. Contrast in detail the description of Pallas (11. 135-147) with

that of Aphrodite (II. 170-178) to emphasize the character of each
goddess.

8. Show how 11. 141-148 are in keeping with Tennyson's philo-

sophy. Make reference to other poems in which the same ideas

are developed.

LOTOS EATERS

First published in 1832-3. Revised and wonderfully improved

in the volume of 1842. The origin of this poem which Mr. Andrew
Lang fittingly calls " a flawless masterpiece," is to be found in a
few unadorned verses of Homer's Odysuy (Bk. ix). "On the

tenth day we set foot on the land of the lotus-eaters, who eat a
flowery food. So we stepped ashore and drew water, and
straightway my company took their midday meal by the swift

ships. Now, when we had tasted meat and drink, I sent forth

certain of my company to go and make search what manner of

men they were who here live upon the earth by bread, and I

ihose out two of my fellows, and sent a third with them as her-

ald. Then straightway they went and mixed with the men of

till' lotus-eaters, and so it was that the lotus-eaters devised not

cleat h for our fellows, but gave them of the lotus to taste. Now,
whosoever of them did eat the honey-sweet fruit of the lotus, had
no -nore wish to bring tidings, nor to come back, but there he

chose to abide with the lotus-eating men, ever feeding on the

iotus, and forgetful of his homeward way. Therefore I led them
back to the ships weeping, and sore against their will, and
dragged them beneath the benches, and bound them to the

liollow barques. But I commanded the rest of my well-loved

company to make speed and go on board the swift ships, lest

haply any should eat of the lotus and be forgetful of returning.

Right soon they embarked and sat upon the benches, and sitting

orderly, they smote the grey sea water with their oars."

—Trans. Butcher and Lang.

Further Sources. Mr. Stedman in his chapter on Tenny-
son and Theocritus in Victorian Poets maintains, and supports his

lontiMition by ample quotations, that The Lotos Eaters "is charged
from beginning to end with the eftects and very language of the
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Greek pastoral poets [i.e. Tliooeritus, Bion, and Moschus], As

in Ginoiie, tliere is no consecutive imitation of any i ;ie idyl;

but the wurk is curiously filleJ out with passages borrowed here

and there, as the growth of the poem recalls them at random to

the author's mind." Certain of these passages are quoted in

their proper place below.

A further literary inspiration was afforded Tennyson in Spen-

ser's Faery Queen (II. vi.), and Thomson's Castle of Indolence, I.

The poem CEnone foreshadowed the siege of T; oy. The city

has now fallen, and Ulysses, vindictively pursued by the anger

of Poseidon, is on his adventurous homeward voyage. He has

been driven by a storm across the Mediterranean to the Libyan

(African) coast, and here it is that he encounters the dreamy-

eyed Lotophagi, or Lotos-eaters. After he had broken free from

their spell, or rather from the spell of their drowsy land, he

encounters the no less potent spell of Circe, the Sirens, and

Calypso, all of which adventures are set forth in the world's

greatest book of adventure. The Odyssey.

The poem exhibits less a philosophy than a mood. Its spirit

of langorous repose, the aversion to painful toil that it expresses,

and its listless indifference to fate place it in forceful contrast with

the pulsing vigour which throbs through the Ulysses, and urges

the old wave-worn hero, though he has abundantly earned his

brief repose,

"To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield."

I. he, namely Ulysses. See the note on Ulysses, p. 87.

3. In the afternoon. Mr. Stedman, he. cii., writes:

" The Argonauts (Iheocr XIIL) come in the afternoon to a

land of cliffs and thickets and streams ; of meadows set with

sedge, whence they cut for their couches sharp flowering rush

and the low galingale " (see line 23).

7. Full-faced. The volume of 1830 contained one poem
closely related in theme to The Lotos Eaters, namely, The Sea

Fairies {siyv. Additional Poems p. — ). The Hesptrides o( 1S3J-3

is somewhat similar in subject, and doubtless because of its

slighter treatment was eventually abandoned. It yielded the

revised Lotos Eaters the epithet "full-faced."

In the first edition of The Lotos Enters the present line was :

Above the valley burned the golden moon.
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The epithet in The llesperides is not applied to the moon. The
hue is .'IS Ibilows:—

But vvlien the full-faced sunset yellowly

... SlOW-dropping veils, etc. Tennvson once wrote an
invaluable letter to Mr. S. E. Dawson, now of Ottawa, in which
he refers to certain alleged plagiarisms in liis pootr^•. Referrinjr
to this line he said : "When I was about twenty or twenty-one
I went on a tour to the Pyrenees. Lying among those moun-
tains before a waterfall that co.nes down one thousand or twelve
hundred feet, I sketched it (according to my custom then), in
these words

:

Slow-dropping veils of thinnest lawn.

When I printed this, a critic informed me that "lawn was the
material used in theatres to imitate a waterfall,' and ^-raciou'sly
added

: ' Mr. T. should not go to the boards of a theatre but to
nature herself, for his suggestions.' And I had gone to nature
itself.

I think it is a moot point whether-if I had known how that
f.Tect was produced on the stage-I should ha-.e ventured to
publish the line."

19- Charmed sunset Either because the whole land was
under a spell, or else to indicate that the sunset lingered because
the scene was so full of beauty.

2.. yellow down. Covered with the yellow flower of. the
lotos (seel. 149), or bathed in the "amber light " of the sunset
(see line .02).

34- His voice was thin. Thin is an epithet applied to the
voices of the dead in classical poetry.

Cf. Tennyson's The Voyage of Maeldune.W. 21-22.

And we hated the beautiful Isle, for whenever we strove
to speak.

Our voices were thinner and fainter than any flitter-mouse
shriek.

It is interesting to read this whole poem, especially sections V.
and VIII., in connection with The Lotos Eaters. Mr. Stedman
has pointed out several undoubted parallels in this Choric Song
with beautiful passages in Moschus and Theocritus.

42. the wandering fields, t/. \ergii, .-Eneid vi -24 'lis in I
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campi liqutntes, a 4 * the unvintaged sea" of Homer.

44. Our island Lome, i.e. Ithaca.

Chorie Song. A song chanted in chorus.

66. slumber's holy balm. Shakespeare invokes sleep in

Macbeth II., ii.

The innocent sleep

;

Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave of care.

The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath.

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course,

Chief nourisher in life's feast.

83. Fast-rooted, etc. Contrast 1. 42.

84. Hateful, etc. Compare Vergil :
" Taedct coeli eonvexa

tueri." It wearies to behold the hollow spaces of the sky.

The dark sky (dark-blue ?) that hangs over the lotus land (see

1. 136) is welcome, but hateful is it for the mariners to behold

that same sky stretched above an endless expanse of sea which

they must painfully traverse.

86-87. Death is—be. *• If the dead are not raised, let us eat

and drink, for to-morrow we die." i Cor. xv, 32.

92. pareelS = little parts.

99-101. Compare with these lines, Thomson's verses :

A pleasing land of drowsihed it was.

Of dreams that wane before the half-shut eye.

102-103. Compare lines 19 and 20.

ii4f. Section VI. was added in 1842. It is needless to say

how the humanity of the poem is heightened thereby.

117. our household hearths. The hearth and the altar

are the sacred symbols of home. This line and the two which

follow have their counterpart in In Memoriam XC, 1-16 (see

Additional Poems, p. — ).

120, the island princes. During Ulysses' protracted ab-

sence from Ithaca, many suitors from the neighbouring islands

sued for the hand of his wife, Penelope. The minstrel Phemius

(1. 121) amused their leisure hours.

133. moly. A fabulous plant mith magical virtues. Hermes

armed Ulysses with it against the wilos of Circe.

136. This line has been referred to above. It has been sug-

gested, though inconclusively, that a soft moonlight effect is

here represented. The expression "long bright river," I. 137
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might not conflict with this, but "the purple hill " of line 138
indicates the soft sunlight of the late afternoon. Compare 11. 3
and 4:

In the afternoon they came unto a land
In which it seemed always afternoon.

Notice also the references to sunset throughout the poem. This
hour, when nature inclines towards sleep, is for them the most
welcome portion of the day.

i49f. From here to the end the movement of the poem is

trochaic.

Line 149 has seven feet, with an additional (hypermetrical)
syllable. Technically we may then describe it as trochaic

heptameter hypercatalectic.

Line 150 has six feet with a hypermetrical syllable, and is

therefore trochaic hexameter hypercatalectic.

The lines vary between these two types. The last two lines

have also each an additional syllable before the first foot.

It should be noted that Tennyson at this point made radical

changes in 1S42 from the original version, which had been purely

pictorial, and quite devoid of the deep significance of the present

passage. The philosophy which depicts the carelessness of the

gods and the futile misery of mankind is that which Lucretius so
forcibly presented in his D* Rerum Natura. Bayne was prob-
ably the first to suggest the interesting parallel with the song of
the Fates in Goethe's IphigenU auf Tauris :

Sie aber, sie bleiben

In ewigen Festen

An goldenen Tischen.

Sie schreiten vom Berge
Zu Berge hiniiber

:

Aus Schlunden der Tiefe

Diimpft ihnen der Athem
Erstickter Titanen,

Gleich Opfergeruchen,

Ein leichtes Gewolke.

But they, they remain

Eternally feastmg

At golden tables.

They stride from mountain

To mountain across ;

From the abyss of the deeps

To them rises the breath

Of stifled Titans,

Like odours of sacrifice

A light vapour.

158. golden houses. Compare the notes on (Enone for the
epithet "golden" as applied to the gods. Zeus was supposed
to dwell upon the top of Mount Olympus.

.
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i6j. a music centred in a doleful song. Compare Wonis-

worlh :

The still sad mu>,ic of humanity

— Tintern Abbey.

164. Like a tale of littl meaning. Compare Shakespeare:

a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifyinjj nothintf.

—Macbeth, V. 5, 26-28.

167. little dues = small returns.

Class Work on the Poem

Note. This poem should be re.'id in conjunction with Ulysses.

1. State as brielly as possible: (a) The story related in the

poem, (b) The significance of the poem.

2. Is the sub 'ct in any way modernised in Tennyson's treat-

ment?

3. How does the treatment of Nature compare with that in

CEnone? in The Lady of Shalutt? Is the landscape invented, or

realistically described?

4. Show the politic qu.-ilities of your favourite passage in the

poem. In this answer discuss the imagery— its appropriateness,

beauty, etc. ; the choice of words, especially the descriptive

epithets; and the emotional and intellectual appeal which the

passage conveys.

5. Point out the significance of the following words

:

Courage(\. 1); aged (\ 16); alien(\. 32); gleaming (\.^()); woo'd{\.-ji);

dreadful (1. 92); ivhisper'd (1. 104); pilot-stars (I. 132); acanthus-

•vcreath divine (1. 142); hoUmv (1. 154). A hint may be given as to

how this question should be answered. The woi il Courage, for

example, denotes the heroic resolve of Ihe leader of the expedi-

tion, and his manful effort to put vigour into the veary hearts

of his fellow-mariners.

6. Discuss in detail the following phrases and passages:

And round—came (II. 25-27); "wandering—foam (1. 42), and show-

its relation to Homer's phrase "the unvintaged sea"; the long-

leaved floTvers -weep (1. 55); the roof and crown of things (1. («)V,

In ever—'.lave (1. 95); roaring deeps and fiery sands (I. 160);

Elysian valleys (I. 169); beds of asphodel {\. 170).
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7. Point out in detail the structure of the Spenserean stanza.
(Any stanza among tlie first five may be examint-d.)

S. It has been held that the stanzas in the Choric Sonjf were
chanted alternately by half the chorus. Justify this view by
showing the similarity in theme of I, III, V, vll, and the similar-

ity of II, IV', VI, VIII.

9. How is each detail in stanza III in harmony with the mood
of the Lotos Eaters?

ULYSSES

First published in 1 842. Ulysses (Odysseus) was a famous hero
of the Trojan war, the companion-in-arms of Achilles, Ajax and
the host of Grecian warriors. Not lacking in courage, he was still

more conspicuous for his craft. When the war was first pro-
jected, Achilles went disguised as a woman to the court of Lyco-
niedes. Ulysses presently repaired thither in disguise, offering
for sale ornanier.'s of dress and military arms. By his choice
of the arms, Achilles revealed his sex, and was compelled lojoin
in the expedition. Many other details of Ulysses" cunning are nar-
rated in the writings of the ancients. The strange peri's that
delayed his homeward journey were occasioned by the anger of
Poseidon and Zeus.

SotRCES OF THE PoEM.—Mr. Churton Collins, in speaking of
the sou. s of this poem wri'es : " The germ, the spirit, and the
sentiment of this poem are from the 26th canto of Dante's Inferno.
As is u^ual with him in all cases wliere he borrows, the details
and min iter portions of the work are his own ; he has added
grace, elaboration and symmetry ; he has called in the assistance
of other poets (particularly of Hoii,er and Vergil). A rough
crayon draft has been metamorphosed into a perfect picture."
The passage in Dante, Mr. Collins translates as follows (Ulysses
is .speaking) : "Neither fondness for my son, nor reverence for
my aged sire, nor the due love which ought tc have gladdened
Pe"elope, could conquer in me the ardour which I had to become
ex erienced in the world, and in human vice and worth. I put
out into the deep open sea with but one ship, and with that small
company which had not deserted me. ... I and my compan-
ions were old ;.nd tardy when we came to that narrow pass where
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Hercules assigned his landmarks (i.e. the Strait of f ibraltar).

'O brothers," I said, ' who throug^h a hundred thousand dangers
have reached the West, deny not this to the bnef vig^il of your
senses that remain—experience of the unpeopled world beyond
the sun. Consider your ori^^in ; ye were not formed like the
brutos, but to follow virtue and knowledge.' .... Night
already saw the pole with all its stars, and ours so low that it

rose not from the ocean floor."

Ulysses" ten years of adv jus wandering' are the theme
of Homer's Odyssej'. Dant th his accustomed brevity, em-
phasizes the hero's untempored desire for wider experience, and
it is this aspect of Ulysses* character which inspires the essen-
tially modem philosophy of Tennyson's poem.

Significance of the Poem.—Apart from its general philoso-

phical bearing the poem has the significance of a confession, as
registering the strenuous resolve of the poet to be unsubdued by
the personal sorrows which had befallen him. In a conversation

with Mr. James Knowles upon the subject of In Memoriam (see

Nineteenth Century, Jan. 1893), Tennyson said: "There is more
about myself in U/ysses, which was written under the sense of loss

and that all had gone by, but that still life must be fought out to

the end. It was more written with the sense of his (Hallam's)

loss upon me than many poems of In Memoriam." And in the

Memoir (Vol. I., 196) we again have the poet's statement

:

"Ulysses was written soon after Arthur Hallam's death, and gave
my feeling about the need of going forward, and braving the

struggle of life perhaps more simply than anything in In
Memoriam."

Opinions on the Poem.—The poem Ulysses has received

unstinted praise from the critics. Mr. Stedman writes : " For
virile grandeur and astonishingly compact expression, there is no
blank verse poem, equally restricted as to length, that approaches
the Ulysses : conception, imagery, and thought are royally imag-
inative, and the assured hand is Tennyson's throughout." Mr.
Stopford Brooke contrasts the methods of Keats and Tennyson
in the treatment of classical themes, the latter concerning himself

not only with the beauty, but also with the ethic power of these

stories : " Not like Keats, that he might find in ancient times a
refuge from the baseness of the present, but that he might bring

thoughts out of the past to rejoice and illuminate the present.
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The speech of Pallas to Paris is spoken to England ; the aong
of the Lotos-eater is a warning to the drifters and dreamers of

our world ; in the thoughts of Ulysses is held the power and the
glory of England. Nevertheless, though these poems have an
ethical direction, it is subordinate to their first direction, which
is to represent the beauty of their subjects. No one who has
any sense of art will presume to accuse them of being didactic

rather than artistic."

Treatment of Classical Themes.—This poem amply jus-

tifies Tennyson's method of treating classical themes. He
does not attempt laboriously to reconstruct with perfect accu-
racy the conditions of long distant ages. He aims at some-
thing better than this vain attempt to achieve an impossible

result. Realising that he is a man of the modern age, he
enters naturally into the splendid poetic inheritance which is

the legacy of the past. These old world themes embody noble
and enduring stories, the charm of which their continuance
attests. The first artistic gain is therefore to have chosen a tale

which has in it a permanent appeal for all succeeding genera-
tions. Another advantage is that by virtue of Tennyson's
exquisite art the lover of the classics is perpetually reminded,
sometimes in subtle fashion and sometimes directly, of phrases
and expressions that have haunted the minds of men for centu-

r'.vs, and have become, as it were, the golden coin of thought.

I finally, the poet has something new, and of the coinage of
. own brain to contribute to this golden store—a message to

ll IS strange yearning modern world of ours that strives perpetu-

ally towards an ever-shifting goal.

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

ii

2. among these barren crags. Ulysses' home in Ithaca,

an island near the Gulf of Corinth.

10. the rainy HyadeS. The Hyades were the five sisters of

Hyas and they died with gnef when he was killed by a boar.

They became stars after their death, and may now be seen near
Taurus, one of the twelve signs of the Zodiac. It was supposed
that the rising and the setting of these stars was always attended
with rain. Vergil calls them pluvias Hyadas.

it-.
\\

In II.*i

\\
\\



go NOTES

ft I

15. Myself not least = niysclf not being least. An absolute

construction,

^7. ringfingr plains, i.e. from the sound "f clanpinp armour.

Compare Homer's Iliad BU. V. "And he foil witli i\ i rasli, and
Iii-< armour clanged upon him." This is a constantly recurring^

ex[iression in the Iliad.

windy Troy. The epithet "windy," as applied to Troy, is

also Homeric.

i<)-ji. However full our life li.'is been of action there still

gleams bt'vond us, as through .-in arch, the world of possible

achievement. To this goal we urge onward, but the hori/on

ever recedes as we move. The arch typifies, perhaps, the limi-

tation of our knowledge.

23. To rust— use. Note the appropriateness of the.-.e meta-

phors in a soldier's speeeli. Compare II. 41-42 of Love Thou Thy
Land.

27. something more. Nay, it is more than a mere hour

saved, it brings with it .1 store of new experience.

30. And this— desire. These words may be in objective

relation to the preceding verbs. Is there another possible ex-

planation of the construction?

31-32. To follow—thought. Read the passage from Dante
quoted above.

33. TelemachUS. Telemachus was the first of Ulysses'

family to discover the identity of his father when, after an ab-

sence of twenty years, he returned to Ithaca in the guise of a
beggar.

35. discerning= sufficiently discerning. These lines are not

devoid of sarcasm.

41. offices of tenderness, i.e. towards his mother, Penelope.

45. gloom. Compare a similar use of the word "dusk" in

The Lady of Shalolt, 1. 11.

My mariners. We feel how much more congenial is the
bluff companionship of these trusty mariners than the staid society

of son and wife. In point of fact, Ulysses had returned alone
to Ithaca, for all his vessels h.id been lost, "Tennyson's Ulysses
is, after all, an Englishman of the Nelson wars rather than a
Greek, and his feeling for his old salts is a distinctively Christian

sentiment. So, indeed, is his desire for effort, discovery, Libour

to the end. It never would have occurred to Homer that Ulysses
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could want anything for the rest of his life but pork-chops and
Penelope. "—(Rayne).

S3- Strove with Gods. Ulysses encountered the wrath of
Neptune, because he had slain Polyphemus, the son of the sea-
god. Jupiter was also angry at him, because his sailors had
killed the herds of Helios.

55. Note the slow metrical movement of this line, another
example of Tennyson's power to harmonize sound and sense.
The whole passage is as exquisite as it is expressive.

58-59- and Slttinsr—ftirrOWS. Homer's Odyssey has many
similar lines, e.g.—" And sitting in order they smote the hoary
-sea with their oars."

59* holds = holds firm.

60-61. To sail—Stars. To sail ever westward until I die.
These two lines afford a happy example of Tennyson's skill in
poetical periphrasis. He also embodies the ancient idea that
the stars actually sank into the sea. C/. Homer's Iliad,
XVIH., 488-489 :—" And the bear that men call also the Wain]
her that turneth in her place and that watcheth Orion, and alone
hath no part in the baths of Ocean." Dante describes Ulysses
as yearning for "experience of the unpeopled world beyond the
sun." C/. supra.

63. the Happy Isles. These are the Fortunata Insula of the
ancients, and are supposed to be the present Canary Islands to
the west of Africa. "They were represented as the seats of the
blessed, where the souls of the virtuous were pl.iced after death.
The air was wholesome and temperate, and the earth produced
an immense number of various fruits without the labour of men."
(Lempriire.) They might be engulfed in the sea, and so reach
the "Happy Isles."

64. the erreat Achilles—the hero of the Trojan war. His
mother, Thetis, one of the sea-deities, plunged him as a child
into the River Styx, and thus made all his body invulnerable ex-
cept the heel by vhich she held him. While he was still young,
she asked him wl.ather he preferred a long life, spent in obscur-
ity and retirement, or a few years of military fame and glory.
He chose the latter alternative, and at the close of the Trojan
war received a death wound in his vulnerable heel. The arrow
which slew him was aimed by Paris, whose seizure of Helen had
caused the war.

I*111

111
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Clatt Wofk OH tht Potm

I. Devt'lop the irony of the first five lines.

a. Justify the I'ollowintf statement : "Antithetically and grand-

ly opposed to the nerveless sentiment of The Lotos EattrM is the

masculine spirit of the lines on Ulysses, one of the healthiest as

well as most masterly of all Tennyson's poems. " (Bayne.)

3. Write a short essay on the career and character of Ulysses

as revealed in Homer and the ancient writers.

4. Write an ess.-iy upon the character of Ulysses as depicted

in the present poem. Mark in what respect Tennyson's hero

differs from the Ulysses of classical story. Point out the impor-

tant modern elements in the poem.

5. Explain carefully the meaning of the following :

—

Thro' scudding drifts (1. 10); Vext the dim sea (1. 11); And
drunk—peers (\. 16); I am—met (\. 18); As tho'—life (I. 24); For

some three suns (\, 29) (what figure is this?) ; To follow—thought

(II. 3 1 -32); decent—tenderness (l\. 40-41).

6. / am become a mme (1. 11.) Docs this mean that in my pre-

sent inactivity "I am b-come merely a name?" or does it mean
that because I have seen and known and fought much I am
become famous?"

7. Paraphrase this passage : I am a part—thought (II. 18-32).

8. Show the appropriateness of the simile in II. 31-32.

9. What elements in the character of Telemachus were ap-

parently uncongenial to the father ?

THE EPIC AND MORTE D'ARTHUR

First published, with the epilotjue as here printed, in 1842.

The Jlforte ifArthur was subsequently taken out of the present

setlinj'', and with substantial expansion appeared as the final

poem of the Idylls of the King, with the new title. The Passing

of Arthur.

W.itter Savage Landor doubtless refers to the Morte dArthur
2Lf> early as 1837, when writing to a friend, as follows :

—"Yes-

terday a Mr. Moreton, a young man of rare judjjment, read to

me .T, manuscript by Mr. Tennyson, being different in style from

his printed poems. The subject is the Death of Arthur. It is
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more Homeric than any poem cf our time, and rivals some of
the iu)b ..t partH of the Odyssca." A still eailior composition in

assured by the correspondence of Edward Fitzgerald who writes
that, in 1835, while staying' at the Speddinjjs in the Lake Country,
he met Tennyson and heard the poet read the Morte cTArthurMd
other |H>ems of the 1842 volume. They were read out of a MS,,
"in a little red book to him and SpeuJing of a night 'when all
the house was mute.'"

Ill The ht'.c we have specific reference to the Homeric influ-
ence in these lines ;

" Nay, nay," said Hall,
" Why take th« style of those heroic times ?

For nature hrinps not back the Mastodon,
Nor we those times ; and why should any man
Remodel models ? these twelve books of 1 'ine

Were faint Homeric echoes, nothing-worth," . . .

Critics have agreed for the most part in considering the Aforte
ifArthur as the most Homeric of Tennyson's poems. Bayne
writes

:
" Not only in the language is it Homeric, but in the

design and manner of treat.Tient. The concentration of interest
on the hero, the absence of all modernism in the way of love
story or passion painting, the martiM clearness, te- ness, brev-
ity of the narrative, with definite specification, at t. .ime time,
are exquisitely true to the Homeric pattt.u." B ...ley notes,
with probably greater precision, that :

' Tb.y ire rather \'irgil.
ian than Homeric echoes; el.ibcrate and sfTtely, not naive and
eager to tell their story ; rich .'ictorial . ^ t.^il ; carefully stu-
died

; conscious of their own at i , more anxious for beauty of
workmanship than interest of action."

It has frequently been pointed out in this book how prone
Tennyson is to regard all his subjects from the modern point
of view :

a truth

Looks freshest in the fashion of the day.

The Epic and the epilogue strongly emphasize this modernity
in the varied modern types of character which they represent,
with their diverse opinions upon contemporary topics. •' As to
the epilogue," writes Mr. Brooke (p. 130), "it illustratis ail I
have been saying about Tennyson's method with subjects drawn
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from Greek or romantic times. He filled and sustained those

subjects with thoughts which were as modem as thoy were

ancient. While he placed his readers in Camelot, Ithaca, or

Ida, he made them feel also that they were standing in London,

Oxford, or an English woodland. When the Morte dArthur

is finished, the hearer of it sits rapt. There were •modern

touches here and there,' he says, and when he sleeps he

dreams of

King Arthur, like a modem gentleman

Of stateliest port ; and all the people cried,

'Arthur is come again, he cannot die.'

Then those that stood upon the hills behind

Repeated— ' Come again, and thrice as fair
:'

And, further inland, voices echoed—' Come

With all good things and war shall be no more.

The old tale, thus modernised in an epilogue, does not lose

its dignity, for now the recoming of Arthur is the ro.oniing of

Christ in a wider and fairer Christianity. We feel here how the

new movement of religion and theology had sent its full and

exciting wave into Tennyson. Arthur's death in the battle and

the mist is the death of a form of Christianity which, exhausted,

died in doubt and darkness. His advent as a modern gentle-

man is the coming of a brighter and more loving Christ into the

hearts of men. For so ends the epilogue. When the voices cry,

• Come again, with all good things,"

At this a hundred bells began to peal,

That with the sound I woke, and heard indeed,

The clear church-bells ring in the Christmas-morn."

The Allegorical Element.—The statement is made on p.

XXXV of this book that in The Idylls of the King '
' the effort is made

to reconcile the human story with the allegory, and in conse-

quence the issues are confusedly presented to our mind." It is

characteristic of the Morte dArthur fragment that it is apparently

free from all allegorical intention. It is merely a moving human

story with a fascinating element of mystery inspired by the original

Celtic legend. An element of allegory lies in the epilogue, and The

Passing of Arthur still further enforces the allegorical purpose.

But here, as Mr. Brooke again writes (p. 371), "we are close

throughout to the ancient tale. No allegory, no ethics, no rational
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soul, no preaching symbolism, enter here, to dim, confuse, or spoil
the story. Nothing is added which does not justly exalt the tale,
and what is added is chiefly a greater fulness and breadth of
humanity, a more lovely and supreme Nature, arranged at every
point to enhance into keener life the human feelings of Arthur
and his knight, to lift the ultimate hour of sorrow and of death
into nobility. Arthur is borne to a chapel nigh the field—

A broken chancel with a broken cross,
That stood on a dark strait of barren land

;

On one side lay the Ocean, and on one
Lay a great water, and the moon was full.

What a noble framework—and with what noble consciousness it

is drawn ! .... All the landscape—than which nothing
better has been invented by any English poet—lives from point to
point as if Nature herself had created it ; but even more alive
than the landscape are the two human figures in it—Sir Bedivere
standing by the great water, and Arthur lying wounded near the

Take one passage, which to
chapel, waiting for his knight,
hear is to see the thing :

So saying, from the ruin'd shrine he stept.
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs.
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient 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.

Twice he hides the sword, and when Arthur asks : 'What hast
thou seen, what heard ?

' Bedivere answers :

* I heard the ripple washing in the reeds.
And the wild water lapping on the crag,"

—lines so steeped in the loneliness of mountain tarns that I never
stand in solitude beside their waters but I hear the verses in my
heart. At the last he throws it.

The great brand
Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon.
And flashing round and round, and whirl'd in an arch,
Shot like a streamer of the northern mom,

*1:
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Seen where the moving: isles of winter shock
By niglit, with noises of the northern sea.

' So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur," and never yet in poetry
did any sword, flung in the air, flash so superbly.

The rest of the natural description is equally alive, and the
passage where the sound echoes the sense, and Bedivcre, carry-
ing Arthur, clangs as he moves among the icy rocks, is as clear
a piece of ringing, smiting, clashing sound as any to be found in

Tennyson

:

Dry clashed his harness in the ley caves
And barren chasms, and all to left and right

The bare black cliff ctang'd round him, as he based
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rung
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels.

We hear all the changes on the vowel a—every sound of it used
to give the impression—and then, in a moment, the verse runs
into breadth, smoothness and vastness : for Bedivere comes to
the shore and sees the great water

:

And on a sudden lo ! the level lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon,

in which the vowel o, in its changes is used, as the vowel a has
been used before.

The questions and replies of Arthur and Bedivere, the re-
proaches of the King, the excuses of the Knight, the sorrow and
the final wrath of Arthur, are worthy of the landscape, as they
ought to be ; and the dominance of the human element in the
scene is a piece of noble artist-work. Arthur is royal to the
close, and when he passes away with the weeping Queens across
the mere, unlike the star of the tournament he was of old, he is
still the King. Sir Bedivere, left alone on the freezing shore,
hears the King give his last message to the world. It is a mod-
ern Christian who speaks, but the phrases do not sound out of
harmony with that which might be in Romance. Moreover, the
end of the saying is of Avilion or Avalon—of the old heathen
Celtic v-lace where the wounded are healed and the old made
young."

In the final analysis, therefore, the significance of the Mor/e
<f^r//i«r is a significance of beauty rather than moralistic pur-
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pose. It has been said that the reading of Milton's Lycidas is

the surest tc^t of one's powers of poetical appreciation. I fear
that the test is too severe for many readers who can still enjoy a
simpler style of poetry. But any person who can read the Mortg
dArthur, and fail to be impressed by its splendid pictures, and
subdued to admiration by the disunity of its language, need
scarcely hope for pleasure from any poetry.

THE EPIC

3- sacred bush. The mistletoe. This plant wa^: sacred to
the Celtic tribes, and was an object of particular veneration with
the Druids, especially when associated with the oak-tree.

8. Op gone= either gone.

18. the general decay of faith. The story of Arthur is

intended to show how faith survives, although the form be
changed. See esp. Morte d"Arthur, 11, 240-242.

27-28. he burnt—some twelve books." This must not be
taken literally. See, however, p. xxxiii. of the Biographical
Sketch, as to Tennyson's hesitation in treating the subject.

48-51. This is self-portraiture. Lord Tennyson's method of
reading was impressive though peculiar.

MORTE D'ARTHUR

The Arthurian Legend. Throughout the medieval period
three great cycles of stories commanded the imagination of the
poets. Of these cycles one, the tale of Troy in its curious
medieval guise, attested the potent spell of antique legend.^
The two other great cycles were of later origin, and centred
around the commanding historical figures of Charlemagne, i nd
the phantom glory of the legendary Arthur.

The origin of the Arthurian story is involved in obscurity.
The crudest form of the myth has doubtless a core of historic
truth, and represents him as a mighty Celtic warrior, who works
havoc among the heathen Saxon invaders. Accretions naturally
arc added, and a miraculous origin and a mysterious death throw

r
* P° ««'"»'•''!"">• '"fere^t in the half icfc-cnjary career of Alexander th*

U^nfoX' R^man"^','; Ver"il!'"'
"" ''~'°"'"' respect amounting ,0 vener..
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fi a superstitious halo around the hero. When the brilliant person-
ality of Lancelot breaks into the tale, and the legend of the
Holy Grail is superadded, the theme exercised an irresistible
fascination upon the imagination of mediaeval Europe.

The vicissitudes of the Celtic inhabitants of Britain are as
romantic as any of which history holds record. After the
departure of the Roman invaders from the island, the native
population swiftly reasserted itself. The Picts of Caledonia and
the Scots of Ireland were their natural foes, but confli'-t with
these enemies served only to stimulate the national life. But
actual disaster threatened them when in the fifth and sixth cen-
turies the heathen Angles and Saxons bore down in devastating
hordes upon the land. It is at this critical period in the national
history that Arthur must have lived. How long or how valiant
the resistance was we cannot know. That it was vain is certain.
A large body of Britons fled from annihilation across the channel,
and founded in the region of Armorica in France, a new Brit-
tany. Meanwhile, in the older Britain, the foe pressed hard upon
their fellow-countrjmen, and drove them into the western limits
of the islanc" into the fastnesses of Wales, and the rocky parts
of Cornwall. Here, and in Northern France, proud in their
defeat and tenacious of the instincts of their race, they lived and
still live, in the imaginative memories of the past. For them the
future held little store of earthly gain, and yet they made the
whole world their debtor.

Even in the courts of the conqueror Saxon their strange and
beautiful poetry won favour, and in a later century the Norman
kings and barons welcomed eagerly the wandering minstrels
from Brittany and Wales. But it was not from these scattered
sources that Celtic traditions became a European possession, as
a brief statement of literary history will clearly show.

The first recorded mention of Arthur's name occurs in a brief
and anonymous History of the Britons, written in Latin in the
tenth century, and attributed to Nonnius. This history is curiously
amplified in the twelfth century by Geoffrey of Monmouth, first in a
story dealing with the prophecies of Meriin, and later in a His-
tory 0/ the Kings of BHtain. This book, with its brilliant des-
cription of the court of Arthur, gave the legend a widespread
popularity. It was four times within the same century trans-
lated into French verse, the most famous of these renderings
being the version of Wace, called Le Brut, which makes some
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addition to GeoflFrey's orig-inal, gathered from Breton sources.

In the same century, too, Chr»5tien de Troyes, the foremost of
Arthurian poets, composed his famous cycle of ]K>ems.

Of all these manifold sources Tennyson was confessedly
ignorant. Where the details are not of his own i; ention, his
Idylls of the King rest entirely upon Malory's Mortt a Arthur,
which Caxton prmted in 1485, supplemented in the case oi Enid
and Geraint, and The Marriage of Geraint by a translation of the
Welsh Mabinogion by Lady Ch. rlotte Guest.

The Story op the Idylls.— It is well to remember the events
that led up to Arthur's death. Guinevere's gw\ty love for Lan^-^lot
had been discovered and revealed by Arthur's nephew, the traitor

Modred. The Queen fled the court and sought refuge with the
nuns of Almesbury. Lancelot fled to his castle in the north,
where the Xing in vain besieged him. Meanwhile Modred had
stirred up a revolt, and leaguing himself with the Saxon invaders,
had usu >ed Arthur's throne. On his march southward to resist

his nephew, Arthur halts at the nunnery of A!mesbury, and in

the C . levere idyll the moving story of their last farewell is told.

Then the King advanced to meet Modred. The description of
that " last weird battle in the west " is given in The Passing of
Arthur, and leads up to the impressive line with which our oresent
poem opens. Towards the close of that fateful day, there «;ame—

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 b<! field

Of battle: but no man v. as moving there ;

Nor any cry of Christian heard thereon.

Nor yet of heathen ; oniy the wan wave
Broke 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.

The K:ng speaks despairingly to Bedivere, who answerinc,
swears to him undying allegiance, and points to the traitor

Modred, who still tands unharmed :

•I
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Thereupon :

—

the King
Made at the man : then Modrcd smote his liege

Hard on the helm which many a heathen sword
Had beaten thin ; wliile Arthur at one blow,

Striking the last stroke with Excalibur,

Slew him, and all but slai.i himself, he fell.

4- Lyonnesse. The geography of the Id^yl/s of the King\s
designedly vague. The region of Lyonnesse was supposed to

be adjacent to Cornwall, and the sea now covers it. The Scilly

Islands are held to have been the western limit of this fabulous

country.

6. The bold Sip Bedivere. The epithet "bold" is used
repeatedly in this vaguely descriptive fashion with Sir Bedivere's
name. Cf. lines 39, 69, 115, 151, 226. The use of "permanent
epithets" in narrative poetry has been consecrated by the ex-
ample of Homer, who constantly employs such expressions as
" the swift-footed Achilles," " wide-ruling Agamemnon," etc.

Bedivere is described in The Coming ofArthur sls follows:

—

For bold in heart and act and word was he
Whenever slander breathed against the King.

12. A great water. This expression has occasioned much
unnecessary comment on the score of its alleged artificiality.

There might be a gain in definiteness in substituting "lake,"
or "river," as the case might be, but there viould be a corres-
ponding loss in poetry and in meaning at this particular place.

"Had 'a great lake' been substituted for it, the pnrase would
have needed to be translated by the mind into water of a certain

shai)e and size, before the picture was realized by the imagina-
tion." (Brimley.) It would have, consequently, been more pre-

cise, but " less poetic and pictorial."

If further justification for the expression were needed it

might be stated that "water" stands for hike in certain parts
of England, e.g. "Devventwater, ' etc.; and, what is of more
importance, that Malory uses "water ' in the same sense :

" The
king .... saw afore him in a great water a little ship." Morte
(fArthur i\. 6.

21. Of CamelOt. Arthur's capital, as noted in The Lady of
Shalott. In speaking of the allegorical meaning of The Idylls of
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the Kins>, Tennyson states that "Camelot, for instance, a city of
shadowy palaces, is everywhere symbolical of the {gradual

growth of human be'^-ifs and institutions, and of the spiritual

development of man. " Always bear in mind that Tennyson has
also said : "There is no single fact or incident in the Idylls, how-
ever seemingly mystical, which cannot be explained without any
mystery or allegory whatever."

22. I perish—made, in 7%^6'o»«i«^o/"/4rMMr this thought
is amplified :

For first Aurelius lived and fought and died,

And after him King Uther fought and died,

But either failed to make the kingdom one.

And after these King Arthur for a space,

And thro the puissance ofhis Table Round
Drew all their petty princedoms under him.

Their king and head, and made a realm, and reigned.

And in The Passing of Arthur we read

:

111 doom is mine
To war against my people and my knights.

The king who fights his peoplf' fights himself.

23. ThO* Merlin swipe—again. Merlin was the great wiz-
ard of Arthur's court. In the allegorical view of the poem he
typifies the intellect, or in Tennyson's words: "the sceptical

understanding."

This prophecy concerning Arthur is again referred to in The
Coming of Arthur !

And Merlin in our time

Hath spoken also, not in jest, and sworn,

Though men may wound him, that he will not die.

But pass and come again.

This belief is common to all the Arthurian sources. Compare,
for example, Wace's Brut: "Arthur, if the story lies not, was
mortally wounded in the body : he 'lad himself borna to Avalon
to heal his wounds. There he is still ; the Britons await him, as
they say and understand .... The prophet spoke truth, and
one can doubt, and always will doubt whether he is dead or
living.

'

' Dr. Sykes writes that, '
' The sleep of Arthur associates

the British story with the similar stories of Ci . lemag^e and
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Frederick Barbarossa of Germany, Brian in Ireland, Boabdil el

Chico in Spain, etc."

27. Excalibur- Arthur's maffical sword. It is described in

Tht Coming of Arthur, 11, 295 f., as :

the sword
That rose from out the bosom of the lake,

And Arthur rowed across and took it—rich

With jewels, elfin Urim, on the hilt,

Bewildering^ heart and eye—the blade so bright

That men are blinded by it—on one side.

Graven in the oldest tongue of all this world,

"Take me," but turn the bladt? and ye shall see.

And written in the speech ye speak yourself,

"Cast me away."

It has been variously held that Excalibur typifies temporal

authority, or spiritual power. The casting away of the sword,

therefore, represents the inevitable change in which human things

are involved, and even faith itself. Compare Mortt dArthur,

11. 240-241.

Magical weapons and enchanted armour are a portion of the

equipment of almost all the great legendary heroes. Their

swords and their horses usually bear distinctive names. Roland's

sword was Durandal, and Charlemagne's was Jo_yeuse.

37. fling him. The sword is viewed as possessing life.

the middle mere. Compare a similar classical construc-

tion ir CEiiont, I. 10, topmost Gargarus.

S3-S5- the winter moon—hilt. The frosty air made the

moonlight more than usually brilliant.

60. This way—mind. An echo of Vergil's line, ^neid, VIII.

20. Atque atiimum nunc hue ceUrem, nunc dividitilluc. "And
he divides his swift mind now this way, now that."

63. many-knotted water flags. Dr. Sykes has a careful

note on this expression (Select Poems of Tennyson : Gage & Co.).

"The epithet many-knotted is difficult to explain. The possible

explanations would refer the description to (i) the root-stock of

the flag, which shows additional bulbs from year to year ; (2)

the joints in the flower stalks, of which some half-dozen may be
found on each stalk

; (3) the large seed-pods that terminate in

stalks, a very noticeable feature when the plant is sere
; (4) the

various bunches or knots of iris in a bed of the plants, so that the
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whole phrase sug^gests a thickly matted bed of flags. I favour

(he last interpretation, though Tennyson's fondness of tech-

nical accuracy in his references makes the second more than
possible."

70-71. I heard—crag. It is interesting to read Chapter V.,

Kook XXI. of Malory in connection with Tennyson's version of
the story. He is throughout true to the spirit of the original.

A propos of lines 70-71, we find in Malory : "What saw thou,
there ? " said the King. " Sir, " he said, " I saw nothing but the
waters wap and the waves wan." Tennyson, in these two lines,

gives us a consummate example of creative imitation.

84. Counting the dewy pebbles. This aptly describes the
absorption of his mind.

85 f. and 56-58 supra. Compare the description of Excalibur,

and of Bedivere's hesitancy, in Malory's book. " So Sir Bedi-
vere departed, and by the way he beheld that noble sword, that

the pommel and haft were all of precious stones, and then he
said to himself, ' If I throw this rich sword in the water, thereof
shall never come good, but harm and loss." And then Sir Bedi-
vere hid Excalibur under a tree."

104. The lonely maiden of the lake. The "Lady of the
L.-tke " was present at the crowning of Arthur. In the Coming
ofArthur she is described as dwelling

—

Down in a deep ; calm, whatsoever storms
May shake the world, and when the surface rolls

Hath power to walk the waters like our Lord.

Arthur's first meeting with her is described in Malory:

—

" So they rode till they came to a lake, the which was a fair

water and broad, and in the midst of the lake Arthur was ware
of an arm clothed in white samite, that held a fair sword in that
hand. ' Lo,' said Merlin, 'j'onder is that sword that I spake of.'

With that they saw a damsel going upon the lake : ' What dam-
sel is that ? ' said Arthur. • That is the Lady of the Lake," said
Merlin ;

' and within that lake is a rock, and therein is as fair a
place as any upon earth, and richly beseen.'

"

In Gareth and Lynette the Lady of the Lake is mystically
figured forth upon the great gate of Camelot.

105-106. Nine years—hills. Hallam, Lord Tennyson, in the
Memoir, quotes Fitzgerald's short account of a row on Lake
Windermere with the poet : " ' Resting on our oars one calm day
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on WimJermere, whither we li.itl >;onc for a week from de.ir

Speddin^'s (Mirehouso), at Ihc oiid of May, 1835 ; rfslinjf on our
oars, and looking' into tlio lake quite unruffled and clear, Alfred

quoted from the Imes he had lately read us from the MS. of

Afor/e dArthur about the U'tu ly lady of the lake and Excalibur

:

Nine years she wrought it, .sitting: in the deeps,

Under the hidden bases of the hills.

—Not bad, that, Fitz, is it ?

This kind of remark he would make when renderingf his

own or others' poetry when he came to lines that he particularly

admired from no vanity but from a pure feeling of artistic plea-

sure." (\'ol. I. pp. 152-153),

112. Note the slowness of the movement expressed in the

rhythm of this line, and compare with it line 168. Contrast the

swiftness and enerj^y expressed in 11. 133-136.

121. Authority- king. This line has been described as

Shakespearian. Its strength is derived from the force of the

metaphorical personification. The boldness of the poetical con-

struction is carried into the metaphor in the next line.

39. for a man. Because a man.

132- and slay thoe with my hands. Compare Malory:
" And but if thou do now as I bid thee, if ever I may see thee, I

shall slay thee with mine own hands, for thou wouldest for my
rich sword see me dead." In Rowe and Webbs edition it is sug-

gested that 'with /hands' is added for one of two reasons,

—

either " because he had now no sword ; or more probably, these

words are introduced in imitation of Homer's habit of mentioning
specific details : cf. ' he went taking long steps with his feet.'

"

This explanation is ingenious, but unnecessary in view of the

quotation from Malory. The note proceeds: " Notice the touch
of human personality in the king's sharp anger ; otherwise
Arthur is generally represented by Tennyson as a rather colour-

less being, and as almost 'too good for human nature's daily

food,'"

133-142. Rrimlcy in his valuable essay on Tennyson, analyses
this poem in some detail. Of this passage he writes : "A series

of brilliant effects is hit off in these two words, ' made lightnings.'

' Whirl'd in an arch,' is a splendid instance of sound answering
to sense, which the older critics made so much of; the additional

syllable which breaks the measure, and necessitates an increased
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rapidity of utterance, seeming to express to the ear the rush of

the sword up its parabolic curve. And with what lavish richness
of prosentative power is the boreal aurora, the collision, the
crash, and the thunder of the meeting' iceberj^s, brought before
I lie eye. An inferior artist would have shouted through a page,
and oniptied a whole pallet of colour, without any result but inter-

nipiing his narrative, whore Tennyson in three lines strikingly
illustrates the fact he has to tell,—associates it impressively with
one of Nature's grandest phenomena, and gives a complete pic-

ture of this phenomenon besides." The whole essay deserves to
lu' carefully read.

'A3' dipt the surface. A poetical construction.

157. Note the personification of the sword.

182-183. clothed—hills. His breath made a vapour in the
iVosty air through which his figure loomed of more than human
>izc. Tennyson gives us the same effect in Guinevere, 597 :

The moving vapour rolling round the King,
Who seem'd the phantom ofa Giant in it,

Enwound him fold by fold.

Hui the classical example is found in Wordsworth's description
ol the mountain shepherd in The Prelude, Book VIII.

When up the lonely brooks on rainy days
Angling I went, or trod the trackless hills

By mists bewildered, suddenly mine eyes
Have glanced upon him distant a few steps,

In size a giant, stalking through thick fog,

His sheep like Greenland bears, or as he stepped
Beyond the boundary line of some hill-shadow,

His form hath flashed upon me, glorified

By the deep radiance of the setting sun.

191-192. And on a sudden—moon. " Do we not," writes
Hrimlcy, "seem to burst from the narrow steep path down the
ravine, whose tall precipitous sides hide the sky and the broad
landscape from sight, and come out in a moment upon

—

the level lake,

And the long glories of the winter moon !

"

193- hove = hovo in sight.

The closing scene in this drama is impressively described by
-Malory. "So Sir Bedivere came again to the King, and told

I
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him what he saw. 'Alas,* said the Kinjf. 'help me hence, for I

dread me I have tarried over long." Then Sir Bedivere took the

Kinif upon his back, and s*o went with him to that water »ide.

And when they were at the water side, even fast by the bank
hoved a little barjje, with many fair ladies in it, and among them
all was a queen, and all they had black hoods, and all they wept
and shrieked when they saw Kinjf Arthur. • Now, put me into

the barge,' said the King : and so they did softly. And there

received him three queens with great mourning, and so they set

him down, and in one of their laps King Arthur laid his head ;

and then that queen said ;
' Ah, dear brother, why have ye tar-

ried so long from me? Alas, this wound on your head hath

caught overmuch cold." And so then they rowed from the land ;

and Sir Bedivere beheld all those ladies go from him. Then Sir

Bedivere cried : ' Ah, my Lord Arthur, what shall become of me
now ye go from me, and leave me here alone among mine ene-

mies?' 'Comfort thyself,' said the King, 'and do as well as thou
mayest, for in me is no trust for to trust in. For I will into the

vale of Avilion, to heal me of my grievous wound. And if thou

hear never more of me, pray for my soul.' But ever the queens
and the ladies wept and shrieked, that it was pity to hear. And
as soon as Sir Bedivere had lost the sight of the barge, he wept
and wailed, and so took the forest, and so he went all that

night
"

It is interesting to note how the poet suggests here and there

the phrasing of his original, but even more interesting to note
his amplifications. It may be doubted whether Tennyson has
here surpassed his original. For its touching simplicity he has
substituted a dignified grandeur, and has involved plain sf^te-

ments in gorgeous rhetoric, as in his passage upon the efficacy

of prayer. Th« unadorned original had said only "pray for my
soul."

198. Three Queens with crowns of gold. "That one was
King Arthur's sister, Morgan le Fay ; the other was the Quoen
of Northgales (Wales) ; the third was the Lady of the lake.

"

Afalory.

215-216. dash'd with drops—Of onset. Words are some-
times poetical from their precision, and sometimes, as here, thev
suggest without definite reference. The meaning is "dashed
with drops of blood " from the onset or encounter.
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3i6-iao. Arthur is agrain described in The Latt Toumamtnl:
That viitorof the Pa^an throned in hall,

His hair, a sun that rayed from off a brow
Like hillnnow hijfh in heaven, the steel-blue eyes,
The ifolden beard that ciothd his lips with light.

«8. my forehead and my eyes. Compare the note to line
iji. Here the specific terms are used accordinff to the epical
manner instead of the g:eneral term "face."

ii*-'33' Compare the Gospel of i»/fl//A«r ii, 11.

240-J42. These often-quoted lines have been already referred
to above. Their very intellectuality is alien to the spirit of the
..riffinal. In Tennyson's conception they afford the central mean-
iiijf of the poem, anc» also of the completed Idylls. We must
bow to the will of God who brings all things in their due season,
r.ood customs too deeply rooted are like clear waters grown
stagnant.

254-255- Fop so—God. The idea that the earth is bound by
a gold chain to heaven is comparatively common in literature
from Homer downwards. Archdeacon Hare has a passage in
his sermon on Sel/Sacrijice which doubtless was familiar to Ten-
nyson : " This is the golden chain of love, whereby the whole
creation is bound to the throne of the Creator."

257-258. If indeed I go-doubt. There is no reason to
suppose that these lines indicate Tennyson's personal mi .ivings
oil the subject of immortality.

219- the Island valley of Avlllon. Mr. Rhys in his studies
in the Arthurian Legend combats the old idea that Avalon
(Avilion) meant the "Island of Apples " (Welsh aval, apple).
The name implies the Island of King Avalon, a Celtic divinity,
wiio presided among the dead.

The valley of Avalon was supposed to be near Glastonbury,
ill Somersetshire, where Joseph of Arimathea first landed with
the Holy Grail.

67 ff. There is an evident symbolical meaning in this dream.
Indeed Tennyson always appears to use dreams for purposes of
symbol. The lines are an appplication of the expression: "The
old order changeth," etc. The parson's lamentation expressed
ill line 18, "Upon the general decay of faith," is also directly
answered by the assertion that the m )dern Arthur will arise in
modern times. There is a certain grotesqueness in the likening
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of King Arthur to "a modern gentleman of stateliest port.'

But Tennyson never wanders far from conditions of his own time.

As Mr. Stopford Brooke writes : "Arthur, as. the modern gentle-

man, as the modern ruler of men, such a ruler as one of our

Indian heroes on the frontier, is the main thing in Tennyson's

mind, and his conception of such a man contains his ethical lesson

to his countrymen."

Class Work on the Poem.

1. Give a sufficient account of the story of King Arthur in

order to understand this poem.

2. Where are the sources of the legend to be found? and
upon what books did Tennyson base his version ?

3. What is the meaning of the word "allegory?"

4. Point out any indications of allegorical purpose in these

Arthur poems (including ThtEpicW. 1-51, 52-82).

5. Point out and discuss any expressions in the poem which
have been criticized on the score of undue artificiality.

6. What purpose is served by The Epic ?

7. Write explanatory notes on : sacred bush (1. 3); wassail-

howl (1. 5;; Then half-way ebb'd (1. 6); three several (I. 1 2); hawking
at (1. 16); (The Epic) and King Arthur's table (1. 3); Lyonnesse

{\. i^\ a great water iy. 12); The sequel—record (11. 14-16); Camelot

(1. 21); Merlin (1. 23); Excalibur (1. 27); samite (1. 2\)i jacinth-
work (1. 57); conceit {\. no); moving isles of winter {\. 140); harness

(1. 1S6); the long glories (1. 192); A cry that shivered to the tingling

stars {I. 199); the springing east (\. 214); greaves, cuisses (1. 215);
Which was an image of the mighty world (1. 235); Crown'd with
summer sea (1. 263); {Aforte dArthur).

8. Is the term "faint Homeric echoes" (1. 39, The Epic)
justly used with reference to the Morte dArthur?

9. Enforce the metaphor, "shot thro' the lists (1. 224) by
reference to the context.

10. Comn-.enton 11. SlS^y—P'fhaps—nothingness, (The Epic).

POLITICAL LYRICS

These three lyrics were first published in 1842, but were writ-

ten as early as 1833. Aubrey do Vere's comment (Afemoir II.,

506) is valuable. " Two short poems of an extraordinary
strength and majesty were written at this time ; one would have
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thought that they had been written at a maturer period ; but if Iremember right, they were suggested by some popular demon-
strations connected with the Reform Bill of .832, and its reiec-
t.on by the House of Lords. Their political teaching shows thatwhen but twenty-three years of age Tennysons love of Liberty
wh.ch at all periods so strongly characterized his poetry, wasaccompanied by an equally strong conviction that Liberty must
ever be a Moral Power beginning upon the spiritual 'heights' ofwsdom, mutual respect and self-control ; and that no despotism
could be more fatal than that tyranny of a majority in which
alone a material omnipotence is united with a legal one Thesetwo poems begin respectively with the lines : ' You ask me whv
tho- .11 at ease,' and ' Of old sat Freedom on the heights.' Their
massive grandeur results mainly from their brevity, and the aus-
tere simplicity of their diction, which belongs to what has some-
times been called the 'lapidary' style. Each might, indeed
have been carved upon the entablature of a temple ; and Iremember hearing an aged statesman exclaim that they reminded
h.m of what he felt when, driving across the lonely plain of Paes
turn, he found himself confronted by its two temples. Their
power consists largely in the perfection of poetic form with
which each of them is invested. In this respect they may be
profitably contrasted with a third poem which begins- 'Love
thou thy land, with love far-brought.' In thought and imagina
tion the poem is equal to the former two ; yet it bears no com-
parison with them as regards weight and effectiveness, because
the same perfection of form was forbidden to it by the extent
and complexity of its theme. It could not have been caused by
want of pains on the part of the poet. An anecdote will illus
trate his solicitude on the subject of poetic form, the importance
of which was, perhaps, not as much appreciated by any other
writer since the days of Greek poetry. One night, after he had
been reading aloud several of his poems, all of them short he
passed one of them to me and said ; 'What is the matter with
that poem?' I read it and answered: 'I see nothing to com-
plain of.' He laid his finger on two stanzas of it, the third and
fifth, and said : ' Read it again. ' After doing so, I said • '

It hasnow more completeness and totality about it ; but the two stanzas
that you cover are among the best.' 'No matter,' he rejoined
' they make the poem too long-backed, and they must go at any
sacrifice.' 'Every short poem.' he remarked, 'should have a

1
: \
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definite shape, like the curve, sometimes a single, sometimes a
double one, assumed by a severed tress or the rind of an apple
when flung on the floor."

"

Such eminent critics as Bagehot, Mr. Stopford Brooke, and
Professor Dowden, are impatient of Tennyson's self-restraint
upon so burning a question as that of political liberty. It is only
fair to give their point of view, which is perhaps best represented
in Mr. Stopford Brookes Introduction. "Again, take the idea
of human freedom, which, thrown as it was by Shelley into the
arena where the young emotions of the present contend with
grey-haired theories of the past, became a much more actual
consideration in all national life after 1832. That idea is not only
freedom to spe.- J: the thing we will, or freedom of act or contract,
or such national liberty only as all Englishmen enjoy—but the
setting free of all members of the State by the State from all that
hinders the full development of every citizen. That is what it

has i:ow become within the last thirty years. But it was nothing
like that in 1832. It was a bourgeois, not a popular, reform
which was then initiated ; and the poor were as much neglected
by it as the middle class had been before it. But the distur-
bance it caused extended downwards to the labouring classes,
then quite uneducated ; and the riots and excesses that arose
made short-sighted persons doubt the expediency of even the
measure of Reform given in 1832. These riots and violences
were caused by the misery and by the neglect of the poor, and
they seemed mere mob-furies to men of a quiet type, like Ten-
nyson. Such men felt themselves forced to consider over again
the idea of freedom

; and the reaction from what seemed revo-
lutionary action on the one side, and on the other side from
Utopias like Shelley's, was extreme.

" One would have thought that a poet, touched by the reality
of misery, and its exceeding bitter cry, would have held the bal-
ance equally poised at least, and not yielded too far to the reac-
tion : that he would have had indignation at the state of society,
and been inwardly urged to give, in the manner of a prophet,'
some prediction of a hope near at hand for the woes and weak-
ness of the oppressed. But tho.igh there are many passages
where Tennyson does try to hold an eq.i.il balance, and to excuse
or even to advocate the impassioned rising of the oppressed in
speech or act against their fate, thrsc passages arc short, are
tentative

:
he is, as it were, forced into them, and the main line he
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takes is the line of careful protection of the old against the onsetot the new of steady but very prudent advance through obedience
to ex.stmg law, of protest agrainst that which he calls 'raw haste '

of d.scourag.ngr of indignant speech and act on th. part of thepeople, of d.str«st even of contempt, for what seemed'io hin, themob. and for their Mawless din,' and. in consequence of all

waV Zt t

*''\^'=^^"^-»'- °^ --ty to a ^riod so faraway that .t may be counted by thousands and thousandsof years. It .s with almost a scientific analysis of the wholeque t.on of he future society, and with arguments drawn fromgeology (as .f humanity were in close analogy to Nature) tha"
) - predicts the enormous time in which the betterment or theperfection of society will be wrought. He had really Hctle orno faith m man as man. but he had faith in man as conducted

h"/rnT,
'''^^•^"'^^' ^° ^''^ «"-' -^titution by an entity whichhe called law. and which was. in reality, his own conception ofthe Consutution of England built up into power, not by the pec

Si H r, ^""* "'"• "'"^ ^y*''*' ''""* of the educLdand landed classes, who alone were fit to direct the blind forcesof the people. I do not say that he did not slide out of this posi-tion here and there in his poetry. He could scarcely help itVs apoet but nevertheless this was his main position, and on thewhole, he kept to it all his life. It was not altogether his stand!
-ng-place when he was young. A diflferent spirit iuflames thelines which begin

:

And Freedom reard in that august sunrise
Her beautiful bold brow,

When rites and forms before his burning eyes
Melted like snow.

That, and the rest of them, smack of the passionate poet. But
...s vague fire did not last. A batch of poems : YouZ me iTy

XtTorofatdTP—-•^^ °^ - -" -M like the con^

Where Freedom slowly broadens down
From precedent to precedent.

•regards gradation, lest the soul of Discord race the risingwind, and sits (distrusting all that is not accurately balanced Mthat shares m political emotion whether of wrath or eager love)

Mn

M



112 NOTES

HI

I

'

apart from those stormier miseries of man which seem to double
whenever men oaj;erly desin; for their lives a greater freedtnn of
development. I do not presume to hlamc him for this. On the

contrary, this position towards the prog-ress of man in freedom,
this 'nor swift, nor slow to change, but firm ;' this quiet matur-
ing, in self-control, of liberty ; make this close respect for law a
standing-place necessary to be preserved. It is, in fact, that of

the sturdy good sense of England, led to this conclusion by care-
ful reasoning on the past, and by an intellectual analysis of the

course of its history. I should be very sorry to lose the ballast

of the boat.'
"

With these three poems compare Pallas's speech in CEnone,

the Odton the Dealh ofthe Duke of Wellington, Freedom ("Tiresias

and Other Poems"), and the poem written before 1833, e; 'itled*

The Statesman. (See Memoir p. no).

YOU ASK ME WHY
These stanzas are erroneously said to have been based upon

a speech of Speddings, delivered in the Cambridge Union in

1832. Spedding sent this speech on Liberty to Tennyson at

Somersby ; but, according to the Memoir, the poem was not
"an edition of this speech versified. My father said to me that

he and Spedding freely interchanged their political views, and
that, therefore, it was not unlikely that there should be a simi-

larity of thought and language. He did not think that he had
ever read the speech when he wrote the poem." The meaning
of the poem is briefly as follows :—" You ask me why I remain
in a fog-bound country, when in my depression I long for the
purple seas of the south. I remain here because my country is

still a free land. But if the time should ever come when a man
is persecuted for his individual opinions, however spacious the
might of England may have grown, then I would seek a warmer
sky, and 'the palms and temples of the South.'

"

6. sober-suited freedom- Not clothed in the specious and
glittering raiment of a Republic.

II. This line originally read: "Where freedom broadens
slowly down.' The change was made to avoid the clashing of
the two s's.
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Compare with 11. n.,2, two stanzas, 8 and 9, of The Slates-
man.

The poem breathes rather the spirit of Individualism than
of Collectiv.sm. Carlyle is the most vehement exponent of the
individual spirit, and protests urgently against the spread of
communistic ideas. The plea here is for individual freedom.

OF OLD SAT FREEDOM
Freedom was in the early ages a remote and inaccessible

deal, and only broken fragments of her speech were wafted
down from the heights. Then she revealed herself to man, and
was seen to wear the badge and emblem of Britain's power. She
gazes down from her island altar-throne (Britain), grasping the
trident, which is the symbol of naval supremacy, and wearing the
crown, which represents the freedom of constitutional monarchy.

IS- God-like. Neptune was the God of ocean.
24- The falsehood of extremes. Compare The States-

man :

111 fares the people passion-wrought,
A land of many days that cleaves

In two great halves, when each one leaves
The middle road of sober thought

!

LOVE THOU THY LAND
This poem is an amplification of the concluding lines of the

preceding poem. It is so difficult for young students as to justify
the paraphrase which follows :

1. Love your land with a love that reverences the Past, oper-
ates in the Present, and forecasts the Future

;

2. A love that is not fickle nor sordid, but cleaves to the free-
men of England, your brothers and immortal souls.

3. Do not yield to a rash and precipitate age. nor deceive
with crude thoughts the weak and panic-prone m iltitude whom
every sophister (= subtle yet untrustworthy reasoner] can lead
astray (ensnare).

4. While it is not wise to entrust great tasks (such as, e.g.
the tax of reforming abuses) to natures too weak to perform

•
'* -s also wrong to hide the truth from those who are not

kuii
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too blind to see its light, and yearn for it, though they are now
enveloped in the mists of ignorance and doubt.

5. Let knowledge be universal, but let knowledge be always
attended by reverence.

6. Observe the tendencies of the time : be ruthlessly severe to

your own prejudices, but it is more profitable to deal gently with
the weakness of your fellow-men.

7. Do not work for personal honours, profit, or praise : if you
abstain from this selfishness it will be to your profit in after-days

:

nor excite men by sounding phrases [such as Liberty, Equality,

Fraternity,] save in due moderation.

8. Do not cling to old cant phrases, nor be mastered by new
ones : be not swift or slow to change, but be resolute when
change must come ; and in its due season introduce the law,

9. which wise discussion endues with life that has power to

bind men by its strength,—such a law as has been viewed by
many minds upon every side, and is capable of embracing the
interests of all.

10. For Nature in like manner, pondering deeply, matures
and makes strong her individual forms by her manifold agencies
of heat and cold, moisture and drought. (Thus human laws are
matured by subjecting them first to the deliberation of many types
of mind, the ardent and the temperate, etc.]

11. It is right that our life should be subject to change, or we
would rust in sloth. Our bodies and our minds change from
day to day, and from year to year, "all but the basis of the
soul."

12. But let every change fit naturally into the place of that
which passes away, and let it move in sympathy with the gen-
eral machinery of government [" a joint of state," i.e. fitted into

existing laws as a joint is fitted in a mechanism. The old joint
is removed, and a new one takes its place].

13. It is hard to practise what we preach, for all change in

the past has been accomplished by revolution. (The precise
meaning of the List line of the stanza is obscure. Perhaps it is

that whenever new theories of government have striven to blend
with established custom {i.e. Fact) the marriage of the two is

preluded by war].

14. Even now in England we hear in the spiritual gloom the
inward strife of new developments,—the spirit of change (the
spirit of the future) is yearning to blend with the present.
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15. The slow development of our strength will be attended by
painful experiences

; the poot sees in the dim future the phan-
toms of other forms of government, and the birth of Mighty
States,

16. the guardians of the future, though so far off as to be in-
a.stmct, and as it were shrouded in vapour, and around them the
organized strength of their mighty navies makes dark the sea
.ind air.

17- The second [and more perfect] form of society is attained
by the harmonious adjustment of existing conditions. Avoid
extremes in your legislation, for fear of stirring revolt and anar-
chy, which are swift as the wind ;

1 3. the wind, namely, of revolution, that will blow upon the
fires of your idols [the institutions you worship], and scatter their
ashes upon your head to disprove your frequent boast that we
are wiser than our sires.

19. Yet, if Natures evil star drive men now as when the
world was younger to test the truth of their course in war,—

20. if the New and the Old must ever clash, and if Principles
are always established with shedding of blood ;

21. yet the wise man in the midst of shame and guilt would not
cease to hope, but would walk through the troubled land, diffus-
ing peace, but ready to strike down abuse and crime if neces-
sary (line 3) J

22. and in spite of the cries of Faction with which he is
assailed, would save his fellow-men in deed and word, assured
that knowledge first needs the sword, and then discards it

:

23. would cherish good wherever he might catch a gleam of
it

;
and in extreme need would strike firmly, and shatter the

abuse at one stroke.

24. So each morrow would reap the harvest of to-day, as we
inherit the virtues of the dead (benefit by their labours). Merit
the time that is granted you by employing it wisely ; and do not
be precipitately rash, for Raw Haste is half-sister to Delay.
That which is done without deliberation must be undone.

17-18. Hake knowledge— fly.

Memoriatn :

Cf. The prologue to In

Let knowledge grow from more to more.
But more of reverence in us dwell,

and also In Memoriam, cxiv.

I
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Class Work on the Political Lyrics

Paraphrase lines 13-20 (K«m Ask Me Why).
Explain the metaphors in 11. 23-24.

Explain II. 4, 6 (0/ Old Sat Frttdom).

Explain " part by part " (line 1 1).

Criticise the metaphors in II. 11-12 {Love Thou Thy Land).
6. Explain the grammatical relation of " That "

(1. 33).

7. What is Tennyson's attitude towards political change ?

8. What is his conception of Freedom ?

9. Justify the epithet ••brazen" (1. 76),

ST. AGNES' EVE
Published first in The Keepsake in 1831, under the title of St.

Agnes ; reproduced in the Poems of 1842 ; and the present title

substituted in 1855.

Keats has written a masterly poem with a similar title, but
the theme and treatment are radically different. The Saint
Agnes of history was a Roman virgin who suffered martyrdom
at the age of thirteen in the reign of Diocletian (284-305 A.D.),
for refusing to marry the heathen son of the Praetor. Her festi-

val is celebrated on January 21st, by the Greek, Roman, and
Anglican Churches. Keats seized upon the legend on its earthly,
human side. One stanza near the beginning of the poem re-
hearses the superstition :

—

They told her how, upon St. Agnes' Eve,
Young virgins might have visions of delight,

And soft adorings from their loves receive
Upon the honeyed middle of the night.

If ceremonies due they did aright

;

As, supperless to bed they must retire,

And couch supine their beauties, lily white ;

Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.

Tennyson, doubtless, felt that a religious treatment best suited
this sacred theme, and accordingly the virgin of his poem awaits
not a human but a heavenly bridegroom.

Three poems, written by Tennyson at almost the same period,
deal with three several aspects of mediaeval Catholicism. The
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Sf. Agnes' Ev* breathes the mysticism of the cloister, the yearn-
iiiff for spiritual communion with God manifesting itself in a pure
yet human rapture for the Saviour. The knight Sir Galahad is

the Christian mystic militant, whose sacred dutifs lie in the
world of shock and action :

My good blade carves the casques of men,
My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength often,
Because my heart is pure.

St. Simeon Stylites represents the ideal of Christian virtue in
the harsh light of a repellent asceticism.

These three poems are dramatic monologues displaying by
self-analysis and by confession the mood and intellectual temper
of the speaker. It is a species of poetry which Browning em-
ployed to represent a vast series of characters.

16. argent round. FuU moon.

19- mine earthly house. Cf. 2 Corinthians, v, i: •• For we
know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle were dissolved,
we have a building of God, an house not made with hands, eter-
nal in the heavens."

21. Break up. Break open. C/. 2 Kings, xxv., 4, and Matt,
xxiv. 43.

35- thT Shining sea. Cf. Revelation, XV., 2 ;
•• I saw as it

were a sea of glass mingled with fire ; and them that had gotten
the victory over the beast .... stand on the sea of glass, hav-
ing the harps of God."

SIR GALAHAD
Published 1842 ; written about 1834. As Tennyson wrote in

a letter to Spedding : "He was intended for something of a male
counterpart to St. Agnes." The same stainless purity, the same
stainless ecstacy are, in Sir Galahad, translated into strenuous
activity. Like the stalwart Arthurian Knight that he is, he rides
about "redressing human wrongs." "A 'maiden knight" he
embraces the mediaeval doctrine of the peculiar sanctity of vi
ginity : and in his solitary raptures, his musings over the vague
'pure spaces clothed in living beams," in his self-conscious recog-

-II
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causes of the breaking: up of the Round Table.' (Roue and

Galahad wa, the purest of all Arthurs knights. To him

nlte Jf' ?" k"'''
'"" '""^'"*'" °^ •'« Holy Grail (see tL"

W^T^'/ " '" ""'" ''"'*^''*'' »'*'» f-'«d •" the quest!

J^,r. i^**
"''" ''" ""'^ ''^'•^«' ^«"'''«- «"d Percival. saveGaahad the purest of the knights, had seen it afar off whe"Galahad was caught up into the spiritual city.

JTotntlnrpVlt'd:^^^^^^ '^ '-'-' ^"^ --''^'^

of the' Gra?''
»>°»°^«-thnil. A reference to his vision

been ih ^^^ ^^'^ "^"^ ""'^ ^'•^» » -PP^^e^ to have

btod of ctr
'"Tt ^°"P' °fArimathea canght some of the

leZit Enl 'h \ "^. "'"" *'" "°'"'- J'^'^P'' ''-"^•'t this

rjirt
^ M t * ='"P«™^t"'-al virtues, and only the pure in

of the Holy Gra.l, but the unstained knight, Sir Galahad, waslater substituted. In Tennyson's idyll. rL ffolj> GrmTL narra^es how the whole of Arthurs court are seized with mysticalfervour, and abandon present duties for a fantastic quest.The word •• Grail " is derived from the old Fre„chV««/. Lowl^^Un, gradaU, which is connected with the Greek word fcparnp,
a cup. because Joseph of Arimathea's dish was confused wifhthe cup from which Christ drank at the Last Supper

purfty
""*' "''^ '"^ " '''" ''^'"•'°' •" Ch^^tian art of

C/ass Work on the Two Preceding Poems

coLlt' "' ''' '"'""' "'"'' '"^^^ ^-° P^^-" have in

2. Examine the metrical structure of each poem

phrases m 5,r Galahad.—casques (I. ,); ,/«„^/a o/ /*„ (1. 3).
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shattering (1. 5); brands (1. 6); on whom (1, 14); crypt {\. 18); Afore
bounteous aspects (1. ai); in work and will (I. 24); stalls (I. 31);
silver vessels (I. 34); stoles (1. 43); My spirit beats her mortal bars
(I. 46); As down dark tides (I. 47); dumb with snow (1. 5a); c idles
on the leads (I. 53); ringing, springs from brand and mail (I. 54);
hostel(\. 81); grange (I. 81); pale (1. 82).

BREAK, BREAK, BREAK
This exquisite lyric appeared in the volume of 1842. It was

written at the time when the first lyrics of the /n Memoriam were
shaping themselves in the poet's mind, and commemorates, as
they do, the death of Arthur Hallam. It was written, not by
the sea-shore, but "in a Lincolnshire lane, at 5 o'clock in the
morning', between blossoming hedges."

These brief stanzas represent the perfection of lyrical poetry
as the impassioned expression of a personal mood. As in all

great lyrics, the subjective emotion of the artist becomes the
.subjective emotion of the ^e, and appeals to us all as the
reflection of our own experience.

The development of the ideas is simple and continuous,—the
sea beating eternally upon the cold shore like some great thought
yearning for speech ; the impotent desire to express the thoughts
that surge in his own breast ; the sight of the happy life around
him that is not familiar with grief ; the stately ships that sail on
to their appointed haven ; and the realisation that the restless
sea will beat on forever, that joy will always spring up afresh
about him, and that for all things human there is a sure goal
appointed, but that for him life can never again be that which
once it was

:

Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea !

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

The subtle change in the second line of this stanza is note-
worthy. The first stanz.i gives us the appropriate atmosphere
'grief, with the waves breakine upon the ''cold grav stones."

In the last stanza as if with the fruitlessness of despair the sea
breaks at the base of its inaccessible crags.

'
f
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SONGS FROM THE PRINCESS
The interlude sonffs were inserted in the third edition of The

Princess in 1850. Accordinff to the scheme of the poem, the
story of The Princess is supposed to be narrated impromptu by
seven youn^ men in a group of men and ladies gathered on a
summer day in a ruined abbey. The interlude songs are sup-
posed to be sung by the ladies :

the women sang
Between the rougher voices of the men,
Like linnets in the pauses of the wind.

For a briefsummary of the story of The Princess see " Biogra-
phical Sketch," pp. xxx.-xxxi. The adjustment of woman's true
place and function in society is the motive of the poem, and to
avoid undue didacticism, this serious subject is treated in a spirit
of sympathetic humour. Tennyson realised that the " two great
social questions impending in England were ' the housing and
education of the poor man before making him our master, and
the higher education of women;' and that the sooner woman
finds out, before the great educational movement begins, that
•woman is not undeveloped man, but diverse,' the better u will
be for the progress of the world." {Memoir I., 249).

Purpose of the SoNos.-Tennysons contention is that his
Pnncess Ida has taken up a false and unnatural position. Woman
was not meant to isolate herself upon the intellt-ctual heights, but
to diffuse the charm of human sympathy in a world that sorely
needs it. Consequently, we find that the interlude songs dwell
i-xclusively upon the tenacity of human affection, while of the six
.".cngs four emphasize the healing and the purifying power of the
love of children. This is in harmony with Tennvson's admis-
sion that 1 ady Psyches child, and not the Lady Ida, is the true
heroine of the piece. Throughout all the stubborn extravagance
of the Princess, her love for this child causes to vibrate in her
heart, although unconsciously, the chords of human sympathy
Mr. S. K. Dawson, of Otta^^a, developed this fact in his admir-
able study of The Princess, and his review evoked from Tenny-
son the most valuable literary confession which he ever penned
In th.s letter he writes of the songs as follows .—-••

1 may tell
you that the songs were not an afterthought. Before the first
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ediiion came out I deliberated with myself whether I should put
songs m between the separate divisions of the poem ; ajjain, I

thought, the poem will explain itself; but the public did not see
that the child, as you say, was the heroine of the piece, and at
last I conquered my laiiness and inserted them." (See also
Memoir I. J54).

li 111

TEARS, IDLE TEARS

This is not one of the interlude sonjrs, but is imbedded in the
-tory. The students and professors of Princess Ida's Collejfe
have spent a summer afternoon in scientific exploration.

Hammering and clinking, chattering stony names
Of shale and hornblende, rag and trap and tuff.

Amygdaloid and trachyte.

Then from the wrinkled precipices they descended with the set-
tmg sun to the lamp-lit tent

:

There leaning deep in broiderd down we sank
Our elbows : on a tripod ir the midst
A fraffrant flame rose, and before us glow'd
Fruit, blossom, viand, amber wine, and gold.

Then she " Let some one sing to us : lightlier move
The minutes fledged with music ; " and a maid.
Of those beside her, smote her harp, and sang:

'* Tears, idle tears "

—

In the Nineteenth Century for January, 1893, Mr. James
Knowles relates a conversation with Tennyson upon this poem :

' It is in a «ay like St. Pauls 'groanings which cannot be
uttered.- It was written at Tintern when the woods were all
yellowing with autumn seen through the ruined windows. It is
what I have always felt, even from a boy, and what as a boy I
called the 'passion of the past.' And it is so always v.ith me
now

;
,1 is the distance that charms me in the landscape, the

picture and the past, and not the immediate to-day in which I
move."

This passion of the past
' forms the theme of the exquisite

verses. Far, far away, and the Sfttne inarticuUte regret for the

\ \
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vanished past enters into various passages throughout the poems,
as for example in The Two Voices :

Moreover, something is or seems
That touches me with mystic gleams,
Like glimpses of forgotten dreams,

Of something felt like something here.

Of something done I know not where,
Such as no language may declare.

Another similar passage occurs in The Ancient Sage :

To-day ? but what of yesterday ? for oft

On me, when boy, there came what then I call'd,—
Who knew no books and no philosophies.

In my boy-phrase, " The Passion of the Past."
The first gray streak of earliest summer-dawn.
The last long stripe of waning crimson gloom.
As if the late and early were but one

—

A height, a broken grange, a grove, a flower
Had murmurs " Lost and gone, and lost and gone !"'

A breath, a whisper—some divine farewell-
Desolate sweetness—far and far away.

The haunting memories of a prenatal past are in Words-
worth's great ode an intimation of immortality.

It will be noted that this poem is in blank verse.

7. from the underworld. From below the horizon.

THE INTERLUDE SONGS
It is not necessary to discuss these in separate detail. The

first poem reveals the reconciling power of the love of children.
The lullaby commemorates the love of a father for his child.
The memories of wife and child will draw the sailor father home-
ward over the western sea. In the third poem we realise the
transiency of earthly echoes. But the echoes of the soul endure
for ever. In the next lyric the thought of home and family nerves
the soldiers arm in battle. In the following poem we learn how
it is the love of children which preserves the heart from break-
ing after grievous loss. The last song is different in character.
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and IS closely associated with Part VII. of the poem of whici. it

forms the proloK'ue. P- k.-ss Ida has consented to nurse the
wounded Princ-c, a .f hc-r re !,.ct ../ yielding to the passion of
lovo is foreshadowe ;r. this 13x1!;.

A. -,

AS THRO- THE LAND
Ori^Hnally line 6-9 did not form part of the poem.

•H Stronger without ihem.
The poem

SWEET AND LOW
Lines 14 and 15 are grammatically unrelated to the context.

'I thought connection suffices.

THE SPLENDOUR FALLS

This lyric was written on the Lake of Killamey. Mr. Daw-
son, in his Studjf of the Princess, writes : " The theme is a
sharp antithesis, arising out of a surface analogy between the
echoes of a bugle on a mountain lake, and the influences of soul
upon soul through growing distances of time. In the case of
the ' Horns of Elfland '—

They die in yon rich sky.
They faint on hill, or field, or river.

Fainter comes the echo in proportion to the receding distance.
But how QifTerent with the influences of the soul

:

Our echoes roll from soul to soul,

And grow for ever and for ever.

The stress of meaning is on the word grow. The song is evi-
dently one of married love, and the growing echoes reverberate
from generation to generation, from grandparent to parent and
grandchild. Once more it is unity through the family. In the
first song, a unity through the past ; in the second, a unity in the
present

; and in this, a. unity for the future."

iii|j
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ASK ME NO MORE
Notice the preponderance of monosyllables in this lyric.

THE BROOK
Published in 1855 in the volume, Maud and other Poems. The

Brook .s one of the most successful of Tennyson's idylls, and ism no degree as the earlier poem Dora was, a VVordsworthian
imitation. The brook itself. wUch bickers in and out of the storyas m Its native valley, was not the Somersby brook, which doesnot flow to join the brimming river," but pours into the seaThe graylings and other details are imaginary. A literary sourcehas been sugges^ted (see Dr. Sykes' note) in Gcethes poem. Da,
Bachletn, which begins

:

i-
. «»

Du Bachlein, silberhell und
klar,

Du eilst vorijber immerdar.
Am Ufer steh' ich, sinn" und

sinn

:

Wo kommst du her? Wo gehst
du hin ?

Thou little brook, silver bright
and clear,

Thou hastenest ever onward,
I stand on the brink, think

and think
j

Whence comest thou ? Where
groest thou ?

The Brook replies

:

• Ich komm • aus dunkler Felsen I come from the bosom of the

Moss" ^ "'" ^'"'"" ""' "^ ^"""« ^''^ -- «-er,
and moss.

us tln^ t^'"'"
°^"'' '""'" '"' •" '*' '^'^'''-•"''' Characterization, inus tone of pensive memory suffused with cheerfulness, and espe"cially in the song of the brook, about which the action revolve!Twenty years have wrought many changes in the human iLelof the story, but the brook flows on forever, and Darnley brZ

still spans the brimming river, and shows for only chanee aricher growth of ivy.
"'7 tnange a

s' Jhr.STJLT".*''
''• > """^"""^ ''"'-' « lo.".
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As imagfination bodies forth
The forms of thinj^s unknown, the poefs pen
Turns them to s.. oes, and gives to airy nothingA local habitation and a name.

—Midsummer Night's Dream, V., i,

are7n-Mrdr:f^The Jf-'"f
'^''^ ^''- '^''^ ^^"^''-T Hi.Is

land
resembles somewhat that of Eng.

37- more Ivy, i.e. than twenty years ago
46. Willow weed and mallow. These are marsh plants
9.-9S. not Illiterate-Deed. Katie was norJ^^L' t r^ld.ng
;

but she was not of those who babble in sentimental novds(tl.e source of .mag.nary tears), and saturate themselves with^.nctuous chant.es
; and whose powers to act are sapped b" thdrexcess of feeling. *^ ^

OS. Unelaim'd. As having nothing to do with her Katieresented the implication in the question of line .00. She ther"ore disdained to answer it. Messrs. Rowe and Webb hold that.ne .00 IS a hint that the speaker. Lawrence Aylmer. was resliible for James's fit of jealousy.
rcspor-

iseSe'serVht'^V""'"'"' '''^ °"' """'^ ^arrulousnes.

Ildy apt
" P"""''" "' """ '5.-.S» is particu-

• 76. netted sunbeam. The sunlight reflected like a net-work
^'" 1 XZ ^^ "'''.'' "" ^'^ •^"^^^'^^ ^^-"^ '^-- ^his effect

189. ArnO. A river in Italy wiiich flows past Florence

les'kl;?'
'*°"?«,O^Br""elleSChi. Brunelleschi (Broo-nel-

Tthtd T%T r ""''^''^^ (377-1444). who completed the
' .ithedral of Santa Maria .n Florence. Its dome is of great s zeand impressiveness. ^ ^^

194- By-seas. Tennyson was fond of quoting this line as

t .ken'tofh/"**
holds-Aprll-autumns. Objection has beenaken to the somewhat pedantic precision of these lines Seeunvever. the reference on pp. Ixxii.-.xxvii. to Tennyson's i^^l'."lent of science in poetry.

cmpioy.

The fact is familia.-, of course, that in the Antipodes the sea--ms are the reverse ol ours.

»03. bnony rings. Formed by the tendrils of the plant.

•

i
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Class Work OH the Poem
I. Explain carefully the follcwingr words and expressions,

showing, where necessary, their value and appropriateness in the
context ,-too late (1. 2) ; For lucky-share (1. 4) ; define scrip (1. 4);and mellow-cent (I. 5); the thing-is (1. 8); branding (1. ,6);
prtmrosefancies (1. 19); coot and hem (1. 23); bicker (1. 26)5 thorps
(I. 29) ; fret (1. 43) ; fallow (I. 44) ; fairyforeland (1. 45) ; set(\. 45) •

high-elbow-d grigs (1. 54); grayling (1. 58); waterbreak (1. 6.);
Itssome (1. 70) ; a bashful azure (1. 71); a hoary eyebrow for the
gleam (1. 80) ; Fresh apple-blossom—boon (1. 90) ; fictive tears (I.93)

;

mealy-mouth'd philanthropies (1. 94) ; flickeHna jealousies (1. 99) ;

a -wizard pentagram (1. 103); meadow-sweet (1. 118); in session
(1. 127); bowing—deserts {\. 128); twinkled—tail {\. 134); serpent-
rooted (\. 135); talking from the point {\. 154); Aa«/«t/^« (I.17,);
/^/oow, / ^/a«« (1. 174) ; netted sunbeam (1. 176); shingly bars
(1. 180).

2. Bring out the force of the following metaphors in their
context -.-flourish'd etc. (1. ,.); mist of green (1. ,4); scolding
hinge (1. 84) ; his wheat-suburb (1, 123) ; gave them line (1. 145).

3. Analyse the passage beginning "In our school-books"
(I. 9) as far as " replies "

(1. 22), so as to show clearly the rela-
tion of the clauses to one another.

4. Comment on the use of numerals in stanza 2 of the lyric.

5. Point out instances of onomatopcca in the lyric.

6. Comment on the poetical use made of Nature in The Brook.
7. Analyse the various characters in the poem.
8. Paraphrase II. 91-95.

9. Tell the story of the poem in your own words. Occupy
about twenty-five lines. Occupy about ten lines,

10. Refer to the poem to show Tennyson's views of what the
modem woman should, and should not be.

11. Scan line 134.

12. What is the effect of the repetition in IL 206 ff. ?

ODE 0.\ THE DEATH OF THE DJKE OF
WELLINGTON

Published on the day of the Dukos funeral, en November
i8th, 1852. Revised and reprinted i.i 1853, and finally revised
for the Afaud volume in 1S55. On its first .-jppoaranre it met
with small fa/our, but with each revision its popularity increased,
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ODE ON IHE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON ,27

«f ih n-
""'^""-^ '"'"''' '"'• offi<-'aI residence as Lord Wardenof the Cnqne Ports. The State funeral at St. Pauls CathedrTlwas one of the most impressive of the century.

Mr. Stopford Brooke, in his T*nnj>son (London and New York.S94), says of th.s ode : " Th.s is one of his finest poems. It wasfittm^ that the foremost man in England, who'^ad worn his

•T'Vk !•''""' ""P'"'*^ ''"• '° --y years in the .fiercel.ght wh.ch sh.nes on a world-wide fame, and in whom the hSnever found anythmg mean or fearful, should, after his deShreceive this grreat and impassioned tribute.
'

th.nl' r'?f
\"^'^"''7""'-" her greatest son; let all Englandthank God for him and bury him with honour upon honour '-irha;

IS the motive o the beginning of the poem ; and it is worthy tobe felt by a poet and a nation. Magnanimity and magnificencegreat-mmdedness and great-doing, are the life-blood ofa peop e'

bo'd'dt' ,T
"'' " '^^'^'^ ^P'^"^°- -»>- he wh'o eL:bodied them in life .s dead, is a lesson in a peoples educationThen Tennyson passes to the Dukes glory in war. and pelhZm all commemorative odes there is nothing finer than hisS

nation of Nelson waking from his grave Tn St ^aU s^7wot
^li'df ht^^!^*=.°"'"^•

"-'' '''' "^^'-^'—^"^. to Te

" Jhis is as great a poem as the character was which it cele-brated The metrical movement rushes on where it ought torush delays where it ought to delay. Were the poem set bvHandel, its rhythmical movements could scarcely'^be morl fi^rom point to point to the things spoken of. more full of statelyhappy changes. Moreover, the conduct of the piece is excellent'
t swells upward in fuller harmony and growing th;:;^ ,"

ireaches Its climax .n the division (vi.) about Nelson and WelWon. Then
. slowly passes downwards in solemn strains like astorm dying in the sky, and at the end closes in soft spiritualpassages of ethereal sound, like the lovely clouds about theletting sun when the peace of evening has fallen on a tempestuousday. Its conduct is then the conduct of one form of^e ""elync, that whose climax is in the midst, and not at the cloL

™
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lil 24- blood. 1-S.-J fiKn.rativi-ly.

37. Iron nerve. IIo u..s knon„ .-.s the " Fmn Duk.- •

ine rarest oci-asions.

47-48. Kender-mould. The repetition of the word " ren-aer in a separate conno.fion is not commendable
49. cross Of gold. The dome of St. Pauls is surmountedby a glided cross.

97- Nop evep-gun. He told Lord Ellesmere: "I don't

recovered" ^ ''"" '" '"'' '"" " '^'" '''" ''^"^ "''^^ '"'** --'=

99. Assaye. A snail town of Hindostan. Here Wellin^onas General VVellesley, commenced his victorious career bfde^

sand to his five thousand.

Torres \edras behind wh.ch Wellington withstood a winterss.ege from the French general. Massena, in .S.0-.8. ,. In March

/SIT ^ '^T"'^''
""' '""'^"''"^ ''''"' -''»» '°-. "'timatelydrove them from the country. ^

the h";/"! v'^''
^^^. *'"^'- ^^''="'"^t- «aved the Peninsula bythe battle of \ .ttoria in June, 1813.

^

her eagles. The French standards

dayr/une'Isth'!s'r
'"'"'''"' ''^^^"^^ '"'' '''''' ^" '-

128-.29. ThPO'-ray. "As they (the British and the Prus-sians) joyously sprang forward against the discomfited masses ofthe French, the setting sun broke through the clouds

2//fr*"'^
"" ''' "'^""''^ "' *'"' ^"'--"-(Creasy, De»si^

'5'--55. apeopleyet-showeps. Compare ne Princes,
Conclusion, 51-55 :

—

'

God bless the narrow sea which keeps her off,
And keeps our Britain, whole within herself,
A nation yet.

153. lawless Powers. a reference to the revolutions
throughout Europe of the year .848. England remained unin-
fluenced by these outbreaks.

«6i. whole. Unrent by faction and revolution.
168. And dPlll = and ye drill.
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170. But Wink-OVertrust. Do not slothfully disregard
clan^-er. "Britons guard your own!" In ,85, the Houi of
Connnons rejected a bill for the reorganization of the militia. At
th.s t.mc there was a suspicion th Napoleon III., who had pos-
sessed himself of the French thn .. had hostile designs upon
fcngland. Tennyson voiced the naf.nal sentiment in three stir-rmg yncs contributed to the Examiner. "Britons guard yourown

! "Third of February. .85..- and " Hands all round."
172. He bad-eoastS. Wellington drew up a paper in .848,"rgmg the fortification of the Channel Islands and English sea-

port towns, and an increase of the army and the militia. His
advice was disregarded.

.83. Whose Ufe-Plfe. -Certain of Wellingtons sayings,
such as 'A great country ought never to make little wars.' have
passed mto aphorisms. " (Rowe and Webb).

.86-,87 Whose -right. An unmistakable reference to
Aapoleon III.s usurpation of power by the coup de'fat.

2«S;2i7- Shall flnd-SUn. Duty is apostrophized by Words-
worth m a similar spirit

:

Stern lawgiver ! Yet thou dost wear
The godheads most benignant grace,
Nor know we anything so fair

As is the smile upon thy face.

Class Work on the Poem

1. Justify the epithet ' Great ' as applied to Wellington : («)By reference to his career ; (6) by reference to this poem.
2. From your knowledge of Wellington's career, explain the

references in the following lines :-l. 30 ; 1. 42 ; 1. 64 ; 1. 73 dis-
pratse: 11. 96-97 ; 1. 99 ; 1. ,03 ; 1. ,27 ; 1. ,3-,

3. Amplify the metaphors in II. 38-39, 11. 125-126, I. ,33
4- Comment on the metrical peculiarities of the poem, and on

the value of the repetitions.

5- Who is supposed to be the speaker in the three openine
lines of Part VI ?

»- s

6. Write a short note on Tennyson as a patriotic poet. Is he
insular?

7- Comment on the expressions. " brainless mob," and "law-
less Powers," 1. 153.

8. Write Part VII. in your own words.
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9- Compare 'i some detail the political sentiment in Part VII
with that expressed in the political lyrics.

10. What is • the one true seed of freedom ' in line i6i '
1 1. Bring out the force in the epithet " temperate," 1. ,65.
12. Explain clearly lines 301-217.

13. Give a definition of the word "ode," and mention six
great odes in Eng^lish poetry.

dis'ltr*'*'
characteristic of the ode does the present poem

r.

CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE
First publised in the London Examiner, December oth, .8,4Revised in the following year for the Maud volume. The revi-

sion not proving acceptable, the present form, which is closer to
the original poem, was adopted. To the quarto sheet of fourpages on which the poem was printed, Tennyson added the fol-lowing note :

—

"Having heard that the brave soldiers before Sebastopol,whom I am proud to call my countrymen, have a liking for my
ballad on the ' Charge of the Light Brigade." I have ordered athousand copies to be printed for them. No writing of mine canadd to the glory they have acquired in the Crimea ; but if what Ihave heard be true, they will not be displeased to receive these
copies of the ballad from me, and to know that those who sit athome love and honour them.

..o.u A . „ .

"Alfred Tennyson
"8th August, 1855."

The charge which this poem commemorates was as uselessas It was heroic. The six hundred and thirty men had to traversea deadly gap of a mile and a half before closing with a vastlysupenor force. They captured the guns, only to find themselves

ZTti " unsupported. The remnant of this little bandwheeled about and cut their way back to their own lines, moweddown as they reUred by the Russian batteries. They then once«.ore ..Wheeled round to face the enemy, dressed u^ as if o„parade, and burst into a cheer of exultaUon and defiance."
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REVIEW QUESTIONS
THE LADY OF SHALOTT

.JhJ'-^^''
^^^

r*'^"""'
'*' '''*' "a'-'-«»ive, showintr the place ofeach d.v.8.on,n the profrress of the story.

P
'

ot

2. Describe in your own words the fonowinp :-(„) The island

Lancelot
; (d) the voyage to Camelot.

• I
^
»«r

J. What impression does Tennyson wish to leave on thereader after each part? Has he succeeded?

island tdTastle:
'"' "*^ ''" ^•'""^^°" "^ ^-'^^^ «»'«

S Tennyson has given us no hint as to the personal api^ar-ance ot the lady. What do you take to be his Teason or Z ,
VV ould you prefer that some hint had been given ?

6. What part is played in the poem by the following -.-(a) The

fl..K •"! ll
'^^''' ^"^ particular significance in the pictures thatflash .nto the m.rror. and the order in which they appear? (4Why .s the spectacle of the young lover, presented im'mediately

Lancelot, (d) What is the significance of the last four lines ofthe poem? Show their fitness a, a conclusion.

tifuf; "SL'V?."*
"' ""' ^'" ^° >"" ''°'''''""- '"^^ '"«''» beau,

tiful? Which the most pathetic? Which the brightest? Andwh.ch best illustrates Tennysons descriptive powers?
9- Pomt out in this poem typical instances of the use of : (a)all.terat.on; (4) sound echoing sense

; (.) compound adjectives{d) close and accurate observation of Nature

key't°; !tT"^
*"^ symbolism in this poem ? !f ,o. what is the

1
1
What is the significance of the lines :

" I am half sick of shadows," said
The Lady of Shalott ?

12. "The poet teaches here and always that the soul mustawaketoactuaht.es and be willing to suffer the curse involved
U33)

II
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El.

in mortal p.»,io„,, ,hat it may win it, hiKhe.t life of sacrifice
•'

"o you iiKree with thi<< statement?
13. "n* /Wj. <,/5A«/„// IH a pleasant piece of play withh s readers-Mmplicity in a ma.k of mysticiL." DiL« thi,statement in dtlail.

'

hi, f^h"*"!'"* ^u'*^
'r«""y'*«". «t«te, in hi, recent memoir of

5^^// ;
*':"';''« "^"^^ ««> '"« »y™boli,sm of the 7A, Udy 0/Shalott IS to be found in the lines :

Or when the moon was overhead
Came two younjf lovers lately wed :

" I am half sick of shadows," said
The Lady of Shalott,

In the light of thi, positiv and authoritative statement, how doyou interpret the poem ? Treat very fully.

.viththe'o ^r' ^fV-^/*"'""
'»>« »*""« change, to harmonizewith the situation of the heroine." Illustrate

ch.r^'
/* '" ^'^ ^"^ ''^^^''^** *^ ""^^^ °"* °f Tennysons most

characteristic poems, one in which his mastery of techniquereaches its highest point." Taking this statement'as true ^xam!•ne in detail any two stanzas so as to bring out this fact.

(ENONE

1. Give the substance of the speech of Pallas and HeriCompare them as to («) appropriateness to speakers ; (4) persua-
sive ability

, (f) moral elevation.
^

2. What is significant in the laugh of Aphrodite '

with'th! ^r ""T"^^^\!^^
P"'«' '^ ">«••« ^"y«hing inconsistent

with the character of Pallas, as portrayed In her speech? Jus-
tify your answer. ''

4. Why not Tennyson described Her^ at the same length
as Pallas ar.. Aphrodite ?

*

thelinw*^^'
'" '*"* "'''*'*'* °^ '''* ^°^^ '" "** *'°"'**"* repetition of

"O .Mother Ida, many-fountained Ida,
Dear Mother Ida, harken ere I die?"
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6. (a) Quote in full the speech of Pallas. (*) "The a|ieech
of Pallas is the speech of the nineteenth century poet himself j

it breathes of his sobriety, his love of order and law, his wisdom
and his groodness," Prove this statement by specific references
to the speech itself.

7. Describe in your own words the background to the fi^re
of CEnone. What has Tennyson gained by thus picturing her
surroundings ?

8. Do you consider that there is too much natural description
in the poem ? Give your answer, either for or against, fully and
with specific reference to the poem.

9. What is the purpose of the author in this poem ? Do the
natural descriptio.,-, 'n this noem contribute to this end?

10. What is the dominant emotion of : - .-"em? Is this
overshadowed by the beauty of detail ?

II." (Enone is an example of Tennyson's practice of infusing
a modi-m spirit into a classical theme." Explain clearly the
meaning of this statement. How has Tennyson accomplished
this?

12. Explain clearly the reference in the following:—

(i) A fruit of pure Hesperian gold.

(2) On the tree-tops a crested peacock lit,

And o'er him flow'd a golden cloud and lean'd
Upon him slowly dropping fragrant dew.

(j) A shepherd all thy life, but ye king-bom.

(4) The Abominable that uninvited came.
Into the fair Peleian banquet hall.

(5) I will not die alone, for fiery thoughts
Do shape themselves within me, more and more.
Whereof I catch the issue, as I hear
Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills,

Like footsteps upon wool.

(6) Talk with the wild Cassandra, for she s.%yn

A fire dances before her, and a sound
Rings ever in her ears of armed men.

u

li ^

ifef
^

^'^ftCSi.^
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l;i J

THE LOTOS EATERS

se^Lerotiu:
'°"^ '^"•^' ^'^'"^ ^''-'^' --'- -

2. After reading Tennyson's description of the Lotos Undhave you a c ear picture in your .ind ? Fil. in the sketch
'

3. Show clearly the relation between the first five stanzas nf

7. " There w confusion worse than death."
In printing: this poem Tennyson always insisted th»t •,word ^.s " in the above line, should be print'ed int^^:8. Give. ,n your own words, the opinion held bv .h« .

•n regard to the Gods. Is this opinion^he dlect con
"^^^

the.r condition and method of thLing^Dirs; :^;:'"^"" ''^

9- "In the Lotos Eaters Tennyson cr^af^ , .u •

human figure,." Discs. f„u,.
^ ^^'' "' "" ""'™l

13- Is there anything in the poem to show that =.»
the^choric Singers were touched^ith remr";" f/s^C:

• 4. What is the prevailing emotion in this poem'
IS- Examine closely the first three %XAn7^^ ct ,i

the first and eighth stanzas of the ClLi "son! « ' '"""' '"'

detail the various devices used by the Tet tTh H "^T
""' '"

of his ver.e. ^ ' ' ^° heighten the effect
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ULYSSES
I. Trace the line of thought throughout this poem.

»37

, r~
.

* """ugnout tnis poem.

wider application than to Ulysses himself' " *"^

Tennyson make us feel this ?
^ ''''^*

poet r^"
"'*' ^°"''" ''•' ^^'"'^-" ^'•- »'''' -teria. for this

^^^9.
Show clearly what is contributed to the poem by the pas-

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks :The long day wanes : the slow moon climbs : the deeoMoans round with many voices.
^

10. "The Ufysses contains one of the most n^rf»o»

i^ Ji
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MORTE DARTHUR
I. Quote in full the two speeches of Arthur beginning :

(a) The sequel of to-day unsolders all, etc.

(6) The old order changeth, yielding place, etc.

a. What evidences of nineteenth century thought do you
find in the poem ? Answer in detail, and with specific references.

3. " If indeed I go," line 257. Show clearly the significance
of this line.

4. Granting that Arthur is the representative of the human
soul warring against "sense," or the lusts of the flesh, inter-

pret his final speech, and his passing away to Avilion.

5. Following out the line of thought in 4, what place in the
allegory have the following :—(a) Sir Bedivere ; (4) Excalibur ;

(c) The three Queens ; (rf) The Lady of the Lake ?

6. How do you interpret allegorically the desire of Arthur to
throw away his sword, and Sir Bedivere's disobedience ?

7. Wha\ do you take to be the main thought of this poem ?

Show clearly how you arrived at this conclusion.

8. What is the effect of opening the poem with " so " ?

9. "A broken chancel with a broken cross."

Show why this is a suggestive, descriptive stroke.

10. " The secret of to-day unsolders all."

What do you think of the use of " unsolders ?"

I I. "Yet I thy best will all perform at full."

(fl) What does "best" mean? (4) Explain "at full."

I a. " Authority forgets a dying king,

Laid widow'd of the power in his eye
That bow'd the will."

Tell the meaning in plain language.

13. " But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge.

Clothed with his breath."

Is "clothed with his breath" taken literally or figuratively?

Explain.

14. Give prose equivalents for "place of tombs," "shining
levels of the lake," "latest left," "springing east," "knightly
growth that fringed his lips,"
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IS Within a compass of 20 lines give a synopsis of this poem.
16. Write short notes on the following :—(a) Excalibur ; (b)

Round Table ; (c) Three Queens ; (d) Avilion ; (*) Holy Elders.
17. Give examples from the poem of the following :

—

(a) Expressive similes : comment on their aptness and beauty ;

(*) Sound echoing sense : at least six typical examples ; (c) Allit-

eration
; (d) Metre used to suit the thought : treat very fully

;

{e) Exquisite phrasing : at least six examples ; (/) Picturesque
descriptive effects ; (g) Nature and feeling in accord : treat very
fully

; (A) Use of archaic and unusual words ; (1) Close observa-
tion of Nature.

18. Describe the island valley of Avilion.

19. ''Morte dArthur may, according to the feelings of some
readers at least, be best enjoyed without thought of symbolism."
Comment.

20. Would you say with Brimley that in this poem Tennyson
was more anxious for beauty of workmanship than for interest of
action ?"

21. " MortedArthur represents some of the most prominent
characteristics of the poet's style." Illustrate in detail.

22. " Morte dArthur represents some of the more character-
istic aspects of the poet's thought." Illustrate in detail.

aJ. What evidence do you find in Morte dArthur that the new
movements of thought in England were having a profound effect
upon Tennyson ?

24. " No allegory, no ethics, no rst'.ional soul, no preaching
symbolism, enter here to dim, confuse or spoil the story." Com-
ment fully.

25. With what feeling in your mind do you watch the passing
away of the funeral barge ? Comment upon the manner in which
the poem closes. Is it appropriate?

26. Tennyson's blank verse is frequently injured by manner-
isms, always a vice." Do you find any mannerisms in this poem?

I,i

POLITICAL LYRICS

1. Explain clearly and fully the circumstances under which
these poems were written.

2. Why has not Tennyson given titles to these poems ? Sug-
gest a title for each, and justify your selection.

di\
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3. (a) Give the main thought of each poem ; (ft) Trace the

line of thought throughout the poem ; (c) Show how each poem

is related to the others ; (rf) What is the dominant idea running

through all these poems ? (e) Could the order of these poems be

reversed ?

4. Quote the line or lines which sum up the thought of these

poems.

5. Quote from the poems passages in which the thought runs

parallel.

6. Has Tennyson here made poetry out of his political econ-

omy? If so, how?

7. Would you call Tennyson a patriotic poet ? Prove from

these poems.

8. Does Tennyson believe in the progress of man ? Quote to

support your view.

9. Would you say that, on the whole, Tennyson is, in these

poems, optimistic or pessimistic ? Quote in support of your

opinions.

10. Is Tennyson in sympathy with the great masses of man-

kind in their struggle for freedom ? Did he know, in reality, the

suffering world of humanity?

11. "Tennyson felt strongly the vitality of the present in

which he lived ; but he also brought into the present an immense

reverence for the past, and that is one of the strongest founda-

tions of his patriotism." Show the truth of this statement by

reference to the poems you have read.

1 2. Compare the stanza forms of these poems. Account for

difference.

1 3. Give a clear, concise and accurate interpretation of the

following stanzas, clause by clause, carefully indicating the con-

nection of thought, with each other and with the whole poem.

Take typical stanzas.

14. (a) Indicate briefly wherein consist the merits of these

poems ;
(b) Is your mind here more occupied with the thought

than with the expression of thought ? (c) What is your opinion

as to the fitness of topics of this kind for poetic treatment ?

15. Discuss "Tennyson's fondness for middle positions," and

his " reverence for law," as indicated in these poems.

16. Morton Luce says of Lovt Thou Thy Land: " It would

be difficult to find so much political and social good sense any-

where else in literature." Comment on this $tatcm«i i.
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17. "Tho- 111 at ease." U there anything in the poefs own
nature or special circumstances to account for this?

18 Tennyson erred-if he erred at all-on the side of free-dom that grows out of law. and bears fruit of order." Discuss

5j«

ST. AGNES' EVE

.. Describe the picture presented to your mind by stanza .ot the poem. '

sj'i
^^''^' '^^^ "'^ character is St. Agnes supposed to repre-

h- i'
''^!-^)^"«'','^*^3'pe of those religious enthusiasts whose

h.ghest .deal ,s a I.fe of passivity and pure devotion." Is this aKood type of character? Would you consider that a strong
character would be the result ?

4- "St.Agrnes' Eve, with its delicate touch and perfect colour-
.ng, Ks a charmmng picture of passive contemplative mysticism."

chrmh"es"^°"
'

statement, pointing out clearly wherein the

5- What particular trait in the character of St. Agnes isbrought out in stanza 3 ?
«gnes is

6. "Every image is in harmony with the p^re young wor-shipper. Examine the images in detail and show that the har-mony exists.

7. Swinburne regards St Agnes' Eve as "the poem of thedeepest charm and fullest delight of pathos and melody everwritten by Mr. Tennyson" Do you agree with this opinion '

outanydefl'ct''^""
°' '''" '"^'" pictorially perfect ? Point

SIR GALAHAD
I. (a) Trace the line of thought throughout this poem : (b) Inwhat does the sequence of this poem consist ?

Galahid'''"'^'
'" °''^^'' '^^ '^'"^''^"^ '"^'°"'' ^''** ^PP***- *°



li
142 REVIEW QUESTIONS

M

m |t{

3. (a) Give the leg^end connected with the Holy Grail ; (6)

What is typified in this poem by the Holy Grail?

4. (a) Does Galahad distinguish between the reality and the

vision ? (b) Is there any inconsistency between the Galahad of

stanza i and the same person in stanza 4 ?

5. "Galahad is a type of the combination of ascetic and

knig-htly virtues—of the devotion to an ideal, which led the

devotee to disregard earthly ties, and bodily needs, and live in a

spiritual ecstasy." Support this statement from the poem.

6. What is the lesson, if any, intended to be conveyed by this

poem?

7. " Galahad's ecstatic devotion to an ideal has usurped the

dearer instincts of his humanity." Do you agree with this state-

ment ?

8. " Galahad is an ideal of chivalry as well as a type of reli-

gion." What is the "ideal ? " and what is the " type ?
"

9. " The conception of the total conquest of the evil of mat-

ter ; of the total indifference to all appetite and sense, so that life

on earth was lived in a super-sensuous realm—was a conception

of pure art—I might even say of pure romance." Comment on

this.

10. Is there any "touch of earth" in the character of Gala-

had ? Does his self-esteem interfere with your opinion of his

worth ?

1 1

.

Do you consider that stanza i of this poem is, as is often

charged, overloaded with poetic ornament ? Discuss this in

detail, pointing out the various means used to heighten the effect

of the stanza.

1 2. Point out as many onomatopoeic effects as you can in the

poem.

13. In stanza 5, does line 5 strike you as being an effective

one, coming, as it does, immediately after the fine line,

•* The streets are dumb with snow? "

14. What relation have the following lines to the poem ?

—

(a) "Because my heart is pure;" (b) "So keep I fair through

faith .and pr.ayer, a virgin he.art in work and will;" (f) "A
maiden knight ;" (rf) "Until I And the Holy Grail."

15. Discuss fully the use made of Nature in this poem.
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SONGS FROM THE PRINCESS

1. Quote these song^s. Give the theme of each.

2. (a) What is the prevailing' emotion in these poems? (6)

What is their chief characteristic ?

3. "In The Princess Tennyson celebrates love in six of its

various phases—in six delightful and happy songs." What are

the various phases of love celebrated? What is the predom-
nant phase ?

4. " Tears, Idle Tears, is suggestive of deep musings and ten-

der broodings over the past—and not the past of human life alone

—for some of them are musings of some antenatal dream." Is

this statement true ?

5. Is there a progress ofemotion in Tears, Idle Tears? Trace
the thought throughout the poem in order to bring this out

clearly.

5. Why did Tennyson write Tears, Idle Tears in unrimed
verse ? Do you miss the rime in reading^ the poem ? What has

Tennyson given us to compensate for the absence of rime ?

7. " The Bugle Song is tiie most powerful lyric in the Eng^lish

language since the time of Shakespeare. " Show in detail wherein

the lyrical excellence of this poem lies.

8. Wh.it characteristic of Tennyson's "technique " are to be
found in these songs ?

9. Which of these songs is yotir favourite ? Why ?

10. "Silver sails, all out of the West
Under the silver moon !

"

Does the fact that these two lines have no grammatical rela-

tion to the context, affect the feeling of the lyric ?

1 1. What is the analogy of The Bugle Song? Do you consider

it far-fetched ? Explain clearly the meaning of " Our echoes roll

from soul to soul," showing its relation to the whole poem.

12. In Ask Me No More, does this song gain in your estimation

from the fact that all but six of its 1 25 words are monosyllables,

and these six are dissyllables ?

13. In Home They Brought Her Warrior, describe clearly the

successive pictures presented to your mind. Account for the

order in which they are presented. Trace clearly the progress

of the emotion throughout the poem.

i

J,
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COMPARATIVE QUESTIONS

1. (a) Compare the spirit of Ulysses and that which animates
the Lotos Eaters

; (6) What is the effect of the opinions ex-
pressed by each upon their respective characters

; (*) Compare
the attitude of each towards the Gods.

2. "Ulysses- activity and the Lotos Eaters' passivity bothcome out of motives that may be found in the circle of human
thoughts and wishes." Comment on this statement.

3. " The speech of Palas to Paris is spoken to England • thesong of the Lotos Eaters is a warning to the drifters and dream-
ers of the world

;
in the thoughts of Ulysses is held the power

and the glory of England. " Comment fully upon this sUtement.'
4- Stopford Brooke says of CEnone, UIj>sses, and the Lofos

Eaters: "Nevertheless, although these poems have an ethical
direct.on, it is subordinate to their first direction, which is to
represent the beauty in their subjects. No one who has any
sense of art will presume to accuse them of being didactic, ratherthan artistic. Apply this statement to the poems. Treat fully.

5. Compare the three Grecian poems, the one with the others'as to the use made of Nature in each. Why the difference, if

6. Compare the same three poems as to: («) Emotional inten-
sity

; (4) Human interest
; (c) Artistic effect.

7. How has Tennyson succeeded in conveying to the inventedlandscape of these Grecian poems an appearance of reality ?
8. (a) Compare St. Agnes with Galahad as to the spirit whichanimates each

; (6) Which appears to you to be the most admir-able character ?
»uinir

9. Compare the activity of Galahad with that of Ulysses andthe passivity of Agnes with that of the Lotos Eaters.
'

Ag»°s- eI?^^'^
""* "'^ '"^'^^ "'' ^*'"'^ '"'' -^'^ ^"^^"'^ *"'» -S'-

II. Compare any two of the poems as to form, subject mattermethod of treatment, dominant emotion, pro^ressTn ac1L„metre, poetical devices, use of Nature, etc.
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GENERAL QUESTIONS ON TENNYSON

1. "Tennyson, ever watchful of natural details, was pleased
if he felt that he had put successfully into verse some little-noticed

phenomenon." Give three examples of this from the poems you
have read.

2. " In Tennyson's treatment, the pictureVrawn or the allu-

sion indicated, is always appropriate to the human interest of the
poem, to what one mig^ht call the landscape of the heart." Illus-

trate from the poems.

3. " Tennyson had to perfection the rare gift of flashing the
landscape before us in a word or two." Give instances of this

from the poems.

4. Discuss generally the use made of Nature and science by
Tennyson. Base your opinion on the poems you have read, and
quote in support of your view.

5. •' The most universal and characteristic quality of Tenny-
son's work is its perfection in details—the finished technique, the
beauty which pertains to each line and phrase." Illustrate fully

from the poems.

6. "Tennyson's earliest efforts are marked by paucity of
thought, absence of intense feeling, but by exuberant richness
of expression." Prove or contradict this statement by reference
to the early poems you have read.

7. "In Tennyson's diction, while he does not avoid the voca-
bulary of ordinary life, he on the whole prefers a word or phrase
with distinctly poetic associations." In the light of the above
statement, characterize' the vocabulary and diction of Tennyson,
drawing your illustrations from the poems read.

8. " The poet excels in the indirect presentation of similar

moods, feelings and thoughts, through an objective situation or
character." Illustrate from the poems read.

9. "In the sort of poetry which soothes and charms, yields

calm pleasure and pure, yet sensuous delight, Tennyson is a
master." Apply this statement to your poems.

10. " But, after all, what gives Tennyson his high and unique
place among the poets, is not power of thought, but power of
form. He has no specially profound insight into character or
broad experience of life." Discuss this statement in detail.
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II. " The ordinary reader ia not repelled by Ideas or ways of
viewinjf them to which he is unaccustomed : he finds the ques-
tions in which he is interested, and the current opinions in regard
to them." Is this true? Discuss very fully.

12. "All that partakes of extravag^ance is foreign to Tenny-
son's nature." Illustrate fully from the poems read.

13. The cast of Tennyson's intellect is such, that his social
rank, his training at an old university, and his philosophical
learning, have bred in him a liberal conservatism." Point out
indications of this conservatism in the poems read.

14. "One of the most conspicuous of Tennyson's limitations is

indicated by a style pronounced to the degree of mannerism."
Criticize.

15. " Tennyson's adroitness surpasses his invention." CritU
cize fully and illustrate.

16. "Tennyson's verse is more remarkable for artistic perfec-
tion than for dramatic action and inspired fervour." Criticize
this statement.

17. "Oneof the most noticeable features of Tennyson's poetry
is his comprehensive range." (a) Illustrate this "comprehensive
range " from the poems you have read ; (A) Classify the poems
you have read, according to subject-matter and form.

18. "Tennyson's strength is that of perfection ; his weakness
the over-perfection which makes a still-life painter." Criticize.

19. " Tennyson is a born observer of physical nature, and
whenever he applies an adjective to some object, or passingly
alludes to some phenomenon which others have noted, he is
almost infallibly correct." Illustrate from poems read.

20. " V/ith few exceptions, Tennyson's most poetical types of
men and women are not substantial beings, but beautiful shadows
which, like the phantoms of a stereopticon, dissolve suddenly if
you examine them too long and too closely." Refer this to the
types in your poems.

21. Tennyson's most distinctive trait is the power of uttering
a delicate, vague, yet potent emotion—one of those feelings
which belong to the twilight of the heart, where the light of love
and the shadow of regret are mingled in an exquisite lyric, which
defines nothing, and yet makes everything clear. "

Illustrate
from poems read.

22. "Tennyson wrote only that of which he loved to write;
that which moved him to joy or reverence; that which he thought
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of good report for its loveliness." Is this true ? Does it detract
from Tennyson as an artist ?

23. Name and explain fully, with illustrative examples what
you consider to be the chief characteristics of Tennyson u i a
poet,

24. Point out in detail what you consider to be the main faults
in the poetry of Tennyson, as far as you have read. Give specific
references.

25. Discuss the place and purpose of the unbeautiful in

Nature, events and character in Tennyson's poems.

26. What are the sources of Tennyson's popularity ? What
is its extent, and what its limits ?

27. Illustrate from the lyric poems you have read his dis-
tinctive merits as a lyric artist.

28. Discuss Tennyson's epithets, their position among the
characteristic qualities of his style, their character and merits.

29. Discuss Tennyson's power of characterization, and meth-
cds in character portrayal.

30. Quote as many insUnces as you can of lines and phrases
that have passed into "current coin."

31. Discuss the intellectual qualities ofTennyson's style under
the follov/ing- heads :—(a) Character of his subjects ; (i) His
vocabulary; (f) Sentence structure ; (rf) Concreteness ; («) Clear-
ness of line of thought ; (/) Simplicity and clearness of his
figures.

32. Discuss the imaginative qualities of his style guided by
the following questions :—Is his style markedly figurative?
What kind of figures are most frequent ? Does the extent of
his use of figures and their character depend entirely on the sub-
ject he is treating ? Has he a fondness for the use of figures ?

Quote any strikingly p-nod figures, pointing out the merits of
each. Is his style e / .t or suggestive in the main? What
are his principal methods of suggestion? Quote striking exam-
ples of this. Discuss the devices by which the pictorial charac-
ter of his work is secured.

33. Give examples of Tennyson's ability to select stanza
forms, metre, etc, exactiv fitting to the thought he was seeking
to embody.

34. Discuss, with illustrative examples, Tennyson's use of the
following :—(a) Caesural pause ; (A) Rime ; (c) Alliteration

; (d)
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Tone-colou.
; («•) Various stanza forms; (/) Blank verse; if)

ufiriming songs.

35- " In his many-sidedness Tennyson represents more duly
than any other poei of our day the complex thought an i activi-
ties of th.. i '.it.irj ,1 which his lot has been cast." Dis. uhh.

36. 'Tcr s«>t '"requentiy weakens his poetr% hy the strain-
ing after eff.- t

; hj he use of affected and uncommon forms . -

pecch.-' Illustrate rom the poems. Is this habit a blemish?
37. " r .s difficult fo find a false rime, a sloven!- stanza, or a

halting m.c.e, >n all the gi. ^t body of his comi .ted works.'
Can you fim. any . , , nples in your work ?

38. " It is protjsbiy in Tennyson's diversity ot ^-ifts th., tht
great secret of his • iji wpularitj is to bo found. Enumerate
these gifts.

39. "There is one quality which distinRuishf s his view of
Nature from other poets—tho scientific accuracy >,l his observa-
tions." Illustrate.

40. " With Tennyson Nature is neither Love nor Thought

;

she is Law." Prove this statement and illustrate.

41. "Tennyson knows how to be passionate, but his pa ion
never passes into that sensuous extravaga ce, which is the sign
of weakness." Illustrate froir noems.

42- Dawson says of Tennvsoi " His v.ew of life is dull, and
his opinions commonplace. " Do ^ ou agreo '

43. Does Tennyson's pictorial power-i.s ability to represe/.t
form and colour— overbalance his verbal melody? Which, if
either, predominates in his poetry generally?

44. What kind of a man uo y i take Tennyson to hav. t;n,
judging him from the poems you r.ave read ?

45. Would you call Tennyson a moralist? It so, is 1 my
less the artist ?

45. Sketch briefly thf life of Tennyson.
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SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day ?

Thou art mt: 3 lovely and more temperate:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date;

Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature's changing course untrimm'd

;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou growest;

So long as men car breathe or eyes can see.

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

— William Shakespeare, 1564-1616.

When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me likr to one more rich in hope.

Featured like him, like him with friends possess'd.

Desiring this man's art and that man's scope.

With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising.

Haply I think on thee, and then my state.

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

— William Shakespeare.

('SO
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FROM HENRY V. Act IV., Scene III.

En/er Gloucester, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham, wt/h
all his host: Salisblry and Westmoreland.

Glo. Where is the king- ?

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their battle.
West. Of fighting men they have full threescore
thousand.

Exe. There's five to one ; besides, they all are
fresh.

Sal. God's arm strike with us ! 'tis a fearful odds
God be wr you, princes all ; I'll to my charge:
If we no more meet, till we meet in heaven,
Th-n. joyfully,—my noble Lord of Bedford,—
My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord Exeter

.o And my kind kinsman, warriors all, adieu!
Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good luck
go with thee!

Exe. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it
For thou art framed of the firm truth of valour.

\Exit Salisbury.

Bed He is as full of valour as of kindness
;

Princely in both.

Enter the King.

West. O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day!

K. Hen. What's he that wishes so?
My cousin Westmoreland ? No, my fair cousin :

If we are marked to die, we are enow

*o
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30

To do our country loss ; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.

God's will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold.

Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost

;

It yearns me not, if men my garments wear ;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires ;

But, if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England :

God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour

As one man more, methinks, would share from me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more

!

Rather proclaim it, West'noreland, through my
host.

That he, who hath no stomach to this fight.

Let him depart ; his passport shall be made
And I -owns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man's company

40 That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is called the feast of Crispian

:

He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home.

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He, that shall live this day, and see old age.

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,

And say ' To-morrow is Saint Crispian ;

'

Then will he strip his sleeve and shew his scars,

At d say, ' These wounds I had on Crispin's day.'

^' O- , men forget; yet all shall be forgot,

hut he'll remember with advantages

What feats he did that day; then shall our names.

Familiar in his mouth as household words,

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,

!l

\]
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Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd.
This story shall the good man teach his son

;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,
From this day to the ending of the world,

60 But we in it shall be remembered

;

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers

;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile.

This day shall gentle his condition

:

And gentlemen in England now a-bed
Shall think themselves accursed, they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.

— William Shakespeare.

i !

|!
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BALLAD OF AGINCOURT

Fair stood the wind for France,

When we our sails advance,
Nor now to prove our chance.

Longer will tarry

;

But putting to the main.

At Kaux, the mouth of Seine,

With all his martial train,

Landed King Harry.

And taking many a fort,

Furnish 'd in warlike sort,

Marcheth towards Agincourt

In happy hour

;

Skirmishing day by day
With those that stopp'd his way,
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Where the French gen'ral lay

With all his power.

Which in his height of pride,

King Henry to deride,

His ransom to provide
^ To the King sending.

Which he neglects the while.

As from a nation vile.

Yet with an angry smile.

Their fall portending.

And turning to his men,
Quoth our brave Henry then,

•' Though they to one be ten,

Be not amazed.
Yet have we well begun

;

30 Battles so bravely won
Have ever to the Sun

By fame been raised."

"And for myself," quoth he,
•' This my full rest shall be,

"

England ne'er mourn for me,
Nor more esteem me.

Victor I will remain.

Or on this earth lie slain,

Never shall she sustain

*° Loss to redeem me.

'

' Poitiers and Cressy tell,

When most their pride did swell,

Under our swords they fell,

No less our skill is,

Than when our grandsire great,

Claiming the regal seat,

»S5
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By many a warlike feat

Lopp'd the French lilies."

The Duke of York so dread,

so The eager vanward led

;

With the main Henry sped,

Amongst his hench-men.

Excester had the rear,

A braver man not there,

O Lord, how hot they were

On the false Frenchmen

!

They now to fight are gone.

Armour on armour shone,

Drum now to drum did groan,

60 To hear, was wonder

;

That with cries they make
The very earth did shake.

Trumpet to trumpet spake.

Thunder to thunder.

Well it thine age became,

O noble Erpingham,

Which didst the signal aim

To our hid forces

;

When from a meadow by,

70 Like a storm suddenly.

The English archery

Stuck the French horses.

With Spanish yew so strong,

Arrows a cloth-yard long.

That like to se pents stung.

Piercing the weather,

None from his fellow starts.

But playing manly parts.
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And like true English hearts,

80 Stuck close together.

When down their bows they threw,

And forth their bilbows drew,

And on the French they flew

;

Not one was tardy

;

Arms were from shoulders sent,

Scalps to the teeth were rent,

Down the French peasants went,

Our men were hardy.

This while our noble king

90 His broad sword brandishing,

Down the French host did ding.

As to o'erwhelm it;

And many a deep wound lent,

His arms with blood besprent,

And many a cruel dent

Bruised his helmet.

Glo'ster, that duke so good,
Next of the royal blood.

For famous England stood,

With his brave brother,

Clarence, in steel so bright.

Though but a maiden knight.

Yet in that furious fight

Scarce such another.

Warwick in blood did wade,

Oxford the foe invade.

And cruel slaughter made,

Still as they ran up;
Suffolk his ax did ply,

iio Beaumont and Willoughby

•00
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Bare them right doughtily,

Ferrers and Fanhope.

Upon St. Crispin's day

Fought was this noble fray,

Which Fame did not delay,

To England to carry

;

O, when shall English men
With such acts fill a pen
Or England breed again

••o Such a king Harry!
—Michael Drayton, 1563-1631.

JOHNIE ARMSTRONG
There dwelt a man in fair Westmerland,
Jonne Armestrong men did him call,

He had nither lands nor rents coming in.

Yet he kept eight score men in his hall.

He had horse and harness for them all.

Goodly steeds were all milke-white

;

O the golden bands an about their necks,

And their weapons, they were all alike.

Newes then was brought unto the king
That there was sicke a won as hee,

That lived like a bold out-law,

And robbed all the north country.

The king he writt an a letter then,

A letter which was large and long;

He signed it with his owne hand,

And he promised to doe him no wrong.
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When this letter came Jonne untill,

His heart was as blyth as birds on the tree

:

" Never was I sent for before any king,
»o My father, my grandfather, nor none but mee.

" And if wee goe the king before,

I would we went most orderly

;

Every man of you shall have his scarlet cloak,

Laced with silver laces three.

" Every won of you shall have his velvett coat,

Laced with silver lace so white

;

O the golden bands an about your necks,

Black hatts, white feathers, all alyke."

By the morrow morning at ten of the clock,

30 Towards Edenburough gon was he.

And with him all his eight score men

;

Good lord, it was a goodly sight for to see

!

When Jonne came befower the king.

He fell downe on his knee

;

'• O pardon, my soveraine leige," he said,

•'O pardon my eight score men and mee."

" Thou Shalt have no pardon, thou traytor strong.

For thy eight score men nor thee;

For to-morrow morning by ten of the clock,

Both thou and them shall hang on the gallow-

tree."

But Jonne looked over his left shoulder.

Good Lord, what a grevious look looked hee

!

Saying, *' Asking grace of a graceless face

—

Why, there is none for you nor me."

But Jonne had a bright sword by his side,

And it was made of the mettle so free,

u
^ a
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That had not the king stept his foot aside,

He had smitten his head from his fair boddii.

Saying, " Fight on, my merry men all,

And see that none of you be taine

;

For rather than men shall say we were hanj^d.

Let them report how we were slaine."

Then, God wott, faire Eddenburrough rose,

And so besett poore Jonne rounde.

That fower score and tenn of Jonncs best men
Lay gasping all upon the ground.

Then like a mad man Jonne laide about,

And like a mad man then fought hee,

Untiil a falce Scot came Jonne b^?hinde.

And runn him through the faire boddee.

Saying, " Fight on, my merry men all,

I am a little hurt, but I am not slain

;

I will lay me down for to bleed a while,

Then I 'le rise and fight with you again."

Newes then was brought to young Jonne Arme-
strong.

As he stood by his nurse's knee.

Who vowed if ere he lived for to be a man,
O the treacherous Scots revengd hee'd be.

—Old English Ballads.

ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S PICTURE
OUT OF NORFOLK

THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN, ANN BODHAM

Oh that those lips had language ! Life has passed
With me but roughly since I heard thee last.

Those lip> are thine—thy own sweet smile I see,
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The same that oft in childhood solaced me;
Voice only fails, else how distinct they say,

" Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away !
"

The meek intelligence of those dear eyes

(Blessed be the art that can immortalise,

The art that baffles Time's tyrannic claim

•o To quench it) here shines on me still the same.
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear,

welcome guest, though unexpected here

!

Who bidst me honour with an artless song.

Affectionate, a mother lost so long,

1 will obey, not willingly alone,

Bii' gladly, as the precept were her own:
And, while that face renews my filial grief.

Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief,

Shall steep me in Elysian reverie,

*o A momentary dream that thou art she.

My mother! when I learnt that thou wast dead,

Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed?
Hovered thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son.

Wretch even then, life s journey just begun?
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss :

Perhaps a tear, if souls can w eep in bliss

—

Ah, that maternal smiic ! It answers—Yes.

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day,

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away,

39 And, turning from my nursery window, drew
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu

!

But was it such?— It was.—Where thou art gone
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown.
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore,

The parting word shall pass my lips no more

!

Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern.

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return.

4 I
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What ardently I wishod I long believed,
And, Jisappointeu ;„., was still deceived.
By expectation every day beguiled,
Dupe of /o-morrow even from a child.
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went,
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent,
I learnt at last submission to my lot

;

But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot.
Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more,

Children not thine have trod my nursery floor;
And where the gardener Robin, day by day.
Drew me to school along the public way,
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped,
•Tis now become a history little known.
That once we called the pastoral house our own.
Short-lived possession! but the record fair
That memory keeps, of all thy kindness there.
Still outlives many a storm that has effaced
A thousand other themes less deeply traced.
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made,
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid;
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home,
The biscuit or confectionery plum

;

The fragrant waters on my cheek bestowed
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed

;

All this, and more endearing still than all.
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall,
Ne'er roughened by those cataracts and brakes.
That humour interposed too often makes;
All this still legible in meraory's page.
And still to be so to my latest age.
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay
Such honours to thee as my numbers may;
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Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere,

Not '^corned in heaven, thoug^h little noticed here.

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hour^,
When playing with thy vesture's tissued flowers,

The violet, the pink, and jessamine,
I pricked them i- 'o paper with a pin
(And thou wast happier than myself the while,

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and
smile),

Could those few pleasant days again appear.
Might one wish bring them, would I wish them

here?

I would not trust my heart;—the dear delight

Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.

—

But no—what here we call our life is such.
So little to be lovf»d and thou so much,
That I should ill requite hee to constr; "

Thy unbound spirit int ^ .It - ^.lii.

Thou, as a gallant ba ;/ >i Ibion ji coast
(The storms all weatherc. ar J v; . ocean cross'd)
Shoots into port at some ' 'i! '-. ven'd isle,

Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smiic
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show
Her beauteous form reflected clear below,
While airs impregnated with inct jie play

Around her, fanning light her s camers gay;
So thou, with sails how swift I hast reach'd the

shore,

• Where tempests never beat nor blllov roar;"

And thy lov'd consort on the dangerous i^d'*

Of life long since has anchored by thy siU

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest,

Always from port withheld, always distress'd,

—

Me howling blasts drive devious, tempesMoss'd,

I i

i
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Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and compass lost,

And day by day some current's thwarting force

Sets me more distant from a prosperous course.

Yet, oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he

!

That thought is joy, arrive what may to me.
My boast is not that I deduce my birth

From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth

;

•lo But higher far my proud pretensions rise,

—

The son of parents pass'd into the skies.

And now, farewell!—Time unrevok'd has run

His wonted course, yet what I wish'd is done.

By contemplation's help, not sought in vain,

I seem to have lived my childhood o'er again

;

To have renewed the joys that once were mine.

Without the sin of violating thine

;

And while the wings of fancy still are free.

And I can view this mimic show of thee,

"o Time has but half succeeded in his theft.

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left,

— William Cowper, 1731-1800.

TO A MOUSE

ON TURNING UP HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH,
NOVEMBER, 1785

Wee, sleekit, cowrin', tim'rous beastie.

Oh, what a panic's in thy breastie

!

Thou needna start awa* sae hasty,

Wi' bickering brattle! *

I wad be laith to rin and chase thee,

Wi' murd'ring pattle ! %

' Hurrying run. X Ploughshare.



TO A MOUSE

I'm truly sorry man's dominion
Has broken nature's social union,
And justifies that ill opinion

<" Which makes thee startle
At me, thy poor earth-born companion,

And fellow-mortal

!

I doubt na, whyles,* but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave J

'S a sma' request

:

I'll get a blessin' wi' the lave.

And never miss't

!

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin

!

« Its silly wa's the win's are strewin'

!

And naething now to bigf a new ane
O* foggage green

!

And bleak December's winds ensuin',

Baith snell J and keen

!

Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste,
And weary winter comin' fast.

And cozie here, beneath the blast.

Thou thought to dwell.
Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past

Out through thy cell.

That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibble
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble

!

Now thou's turn'd out for a' thy trouble,

But§ house or hauld.

165

• Sometimes.

t Sharp.
J One ear in 24 sheaves.

§ Without.
t Build

1 H

i

%

i %



!?

lijf

l!'r

i66 ADDITIONAL POEMS

To thole the winter's sleety dribble,

And cranreuch* cauld!

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,l{|

In proving foresight may be vain;

The best-laid schemes o' mice and men
40 Gang aft a-gley,

And lea'e us nought but grief and pain

For promised joy.

Still thou art blest, compared wi' me

!

The present only toucheth thee

:

But, och ! I backward cast my ee

On prospects drear!

And forward, though I canna see,

I guess and fear.

—Robert Bums, /y^g-i^g6.

THE TIGER

Tiger, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry ?

In what distant deeps or skies

Burnt the fire of thine eyes ?

On what wings dare he aspire ?

What the hand dare sei2e the fire ?

And what shoulder and what art

10 Could twist the sinews of thy heart ?

And, when thy heart begaii to beat,

What dread hand and what dread feet ?

Jl^

• Hoar frost 2 Noi alone.

lit
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What the hammer? what the chain ?

In what furnace was thy brain ?

What the anvil ? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp ?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did He smile his work to see ?

Did He who made the lamb make thee?

Tiger, tiger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry ?

— William Blake, 1757-1827.

FROM THE "EXCURSION"

I have seen
A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract
Of inland ground, applying to his ear
The convolutions of a smooth-lipped shell

:

To which, in silence hushed, his very soal
Listened intensely; and his countenance soon
Brightened with joy; for from within were heard
Murmurings, whereby the monitor expressed
Mysterious union with its native sea.

o Even such a shell the universe itself

Is to the ear of Faith ; and there are times,
I doubt not, when to you it doth impart
Authentic tidings of invisible things;
Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power;
And central peace, subsisting at the heart
Of endless agitation. Here you stand,
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Adore, and worship, when you know it not;
Pious beyond the intention of your thought

;

Devout above the meaning of your will.

» V'es, you have felt, and may not cease to feel.

The estate of man would be indeed forlorn

If false conclusions of the reasoning power
Made the eye blind, and closed the passages
Through which tl« ear converses with the heart.

Has not the soul, the being of your life,

Received a shock of awful consciousness,

In some calm season, when these lofty rocks
At night's approach bring down the unclouded

sky,

To rest upon their circumambient walb

;

30 A temple framing of dimensions vast,

And yet not too enormous for the sound
Of human anthems,—choral song, or burst
Sublime of instrumental harmony.
To glorify the Eternal ! What if these

Did never break the stillness that prevails

Here,—if the solemn nightingale be mute,
And the soft woodlark here did never chant
Her vespers,—Nature fails not to provide
Impulse and utterance. The whispering air

40 Sends inspiration from the shadowy heights.

And blind recesses of the caverned rocks

;

The little rills, and waters numberless.

Inaudible by daylight, blend their notes

With the loud streams; and often, at the hour
WhPT issue forth the first pale stars, is heard.
Wit 1 the circuit of this fabric huge,
One voice—the solitary raven, flying

Athwart the concave of the dark blue dome,
Unseen, perchance above all power of sight

—
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An iron knell I with echoes from afar

Faint—and still fainter—as the cry, with which

The wanderer accompanies her flight

Through the calm region, fades upon the ear,

Diminishing by distance till it seemed
To expire , yet from the abyss is caught again,

And yet again recovered

!

— William Wordsworth, 1^0-/8jo.

ODE TO THE WEST WIND

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's
being,

Thou from whose unseen presence the leaves

dead

Are driven like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red.

Pestilence-stricken multitudes ! O thou

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,

Each like a corpse within its grave, until

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hill

;

Wild Spirit which art moving everywhere

;

Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oh hear

!

fl
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n

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky's

commotion,

Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are

shed,

Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and
Ocean,

Angels of rain and lightning ! there are spread
On the blue surface of thine airy surge.

Like the bright hair upiifted from the head

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge
Of the horizon to the zenith's height.

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre.

Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere
Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: Oh hear!

ni

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams
30 The blue Medif:erranean, where he lay.

Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams.

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay.

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers

Quivering within the wave's intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss, and flowers

So sweet the sense faints picturing them ! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers
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Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear

40 The sapless foliage of the ocean know

Thy voice and suddenly grow grey with fear,

And tremble and despoil themselves : Oh hear

!

IV

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear

;

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee

;

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than thou, O uncontrollable! if even

I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven,

50 As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed

Scarce seemed a vision,— I would ne'er have

striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.

Oh lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud !

I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed

!

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed
One too like thee—tameless, and swift, and proud.

60

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is

:

What if my leaves are falling like its own?
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone,

Sweet though in sadness. Be tl ou, Spirit fierce,

My spirit! Be thou me, in- -tuous one!
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Drive my dead thoughts over the universe,

Like withered leaves, to quicken a new birth

;

And, by the incantation of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind

!

Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy ! O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

—Percy Bysshe Shelley^ iyg2-i82^.

THE LORD OK BURLEIGH

In her ear he whispers gayly,

"If my heart by signs can tell,

Maiden, I have watch'd thee daily,

And I think thou lov'st me well."

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,

lo 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,

ao Made a murmur in the land.
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SO

THE LORD OF BURLEIGH

From deep thought himself he rouses,
Says to her that loves him \i ell,

" Let us see these handsome houses
Where 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 shady,
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.

Where 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 footsteps firmer

»73

'

Leading on from hall to hall.

And while

Nor the

now she wonders
meaning can divine

blindly,
1

i

i

!

i



li

»74 ADDITIONAL POEMS

Proudly turns he round and kindly,

" All of this is mine and thine."

Here he lives in state .int.. bounty,

• Lord of Burleigh, fair and free,

Not a lord in all the county

60 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 blushes.

And her 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,

70 Tho' at times her spirit sank:

Shaped her heart with woman'^; meekness

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 t'.e people loved her much.

But a trouble weigh'd upon her.

And perplex'd her, night and morn.

With the burden of an honour
80 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 his side:

Three fair children first she bore nim.

Then before her time she died.

Hi;
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Weeping, weepinjj late and early,

Walkinjf up and pacing down,
Heeply mourn'd the Lord of Burleigh,

Burieigh-house by Stamford-town.
And he came to look upon her,

And he look'd at her and said,

" Bring the dress and put it on her,

That she wore when she was wed."
Then her people, softly treading.

Bore to earth her body, drest
In the dress that she was wed in,

That her spirit might have rest.

—Alfred Tennyson,

IN MEMORIAM
LIV

Oh yet we trust that somehow good
Will be the final goal of ill,

To pangs of nat are, sins of will,

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood;

That nothing walks with aimless feet;

That not one life shall be destroy'd.

Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made the pile complete;

That not a worm is cloven in vain;

That not a moth with vain desire
Is shrivell'd in a fruitless fire,

Or but subserves another's gain.

Behold, we know not anything;

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last—far off—at last, to all.

And every winter change to spring.
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So runs my dream; but what am I ?

An infant crying in the night:

An infant crying for the light:

ao 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 ?

Are God and Nature then at strife,

That Nature lends such evil dreams ?

So careful of the type she seems,

So careless of the single life;

That I, considering everywhere

30. 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,

40 And faintly trust the larger hope.

LVI

• So careful of the type ?" but no.

From scarped cliff and quarried stone

She cries, '* A thousand types are gone:

I care for nothing, all shall go.
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IN MEMORIAM

"Thou makest thine appeal to me:

I bring to life, I bring to death:

The spirit does but mean the breath:

I know no more." And he, shall he,

Man, her last work, who seemed so fair,

Such splendid purpose in his eyes.

Who 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

—

Who loved, who sufFer'd countless ills.

Who battled for the True, the Just,

Be blown about the desert dust,

60 Or seal'd within the iron hills ?

No more ? A monster then, a dream,

A discord. Dragons of the prime,

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.

177

LVII

Peace; come away: the song of woe
70 Is after all an earthly song:

Peace; come away: we do him wrong
To sing so wildly: let us go.
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Come; let us g-o: your cheeks are pale;

But half my life I leave behind:

Methinks my friend is richly shiined;

But I shall pass; my work will fail.

Yet in these ears, till hearing dies,

One set slow bell will seem to toll

The passing- of the sweetest soul

80 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.

Lvin

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;

And, falling, idly broke the peace

90 Of hearts that beat from day to day,

Half-conscious of their dying clay.

And those cold crypts where they shall cease.

If

I

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."

— Tennyson.
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THE ENGLISH FLAG*

Above the portico aflag-stafft bearingthe Union. Jack,

remained fluttering in the flames for some timcy but

ultimately when it fell the crowds rent the air with

shouts, and seemed to see significance in the incident.—
Daily Papers.

Winds of the World, give answer? They are

whimpering- to and fro

—

And what should they know of England who only

England know?

—

The poor little street-bred people that vapour and
fume and brag,

They are lifting their heads in the stillness to yelp

at the English Flag !

Must we borrow a clout from the Boer—to plaster

anew with dirt ?

An Irish liar's bandage, or an English cov/ard's

shirt ?

We may not speak of England; her Flag's to sell

or share.

What is the Flag of England? Winds of the

World, declare !

The North Wind blew :
— '* From Bergen my steel-

shod van-guards go;

10 I chase your lazy whalers home from the Disko

floe;

By the great North Lights above me I work the

will of God,

That the liner splits on the ice-field or the Dogger
fills with cod.

* Printed with permission of George N. Morang^ & Company,
Limited, Toronto.
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"I barred my gates with iron, I shuttered my
doors with flame,

Because to force my ramparts your nutshell navies
came;

I took the sun from their presence, I cut them down
with my blast,

And they died, but the Flag of England blew free

ere the spirit passed.

"The lean white bear hath seen it in the long, long
Arctic night,

The musk-ox knows the standard that flouts the
Northern Light:

What is the Flag of England ? Ye have but my
bergs to dare,

»o Ye have but my drifts to conquer. Uo forth, for it

is thero !"

The South Wind sighed:—" From The Virgins my
mid-sea course was ta'en

Over a thousand islands lost in an idle main.
Where the sea-egg flames on the coral and the

long-backed breakers croon
Their endless ocean legends to the lazy, locked

lagocn.

"Strayed amid lonely islets, mazed amid outer
keys,

I waked the palms to laughter— I tossed the scud
in the breeze

—

Never was isle so little, never was sea so lone.
But over the scud and the palm-trees an English flag

was flown.
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" I have wrenched it free from the halliard to hang
for a wisp on the Horn;

30 I have chased it north to the Lizard—ribboned and
rolled and torn;

I have spread its fold o'er the dying, adrift in a
hopeless sea;

I have hurled it swift on the slaver, and seen the

slave set free.

" My basking sunfish know it, and wheeling
albatross,

Where the lone wave fills with fire beneath the

Southern Cross.

What is the Flag of England ? Ye have but my
reefs to dare,

Ye have but my seas to furrow. Go forth, for it is

there !

"

The East Wind roared:—" From the Kuriles, the
Bitter Seas, I come,

And me men call the Home-Wind, for I bring the
English home.

Look—look v.ell to your shipping ! By the breath
of my mad typhoon

40 I swept your close-packtd Praya and beached your
best at Kowloon !

•'The reeling junks behind me and the racing seas*

before,

I raped your richest roadstead— I plundered Singa-
pore !

I set my hand on the Hoogli; as a hooded snake
she rose.

And I flung your stoutest steamers to roost with
the startled crows.
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•• Never the lotos closes, never the wild-fowl wake,
But a soul goes out on the East Wind that died for

England's sake

—

Man or woman or suckling, mother or bride or

maid

—

Because on the bones of the English the English

Flag is stayed.

"The desert dust hath dimmed it, the flying vvik'

siss knows
so The scared white leopard winas it across the taint-

less snows.

What is the Flag of England ? Ye have but my
sun to dare,

Ye have but my sands to travel. Go forth, for it

is there!"

The West Wind called :—" In squadrons the

thoughtless galleons fly

That bear the wheat and cattle lest street-bred

people die.

They make my might their porter, they make my
house their path,

Till I loose my neck from their rudder and whelm
them all in my wrath.

I draw the gliding fog-bank as a snake is drawn
from the hole;

They bellow one to the other, the frighted ship-

bells toll.

For day is a drifting terror till I raise the shroud
with my breath,

60 And they see strange bows above them and the
two go locked to death.
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" But whether in calm or wrack-wreath, whether

by dark or day,

I heave them whole to the conger or rip their plates

away,

First of the scattered legions, under a shrieking

sky.

Dipping between the rollers, the English Flag

goes by.

* • The dead dumb fog hath wrapped it—the frozen

dews have kissed

—

The naked stars have seen it, a fellow-star in the

mist.

What is the Flag of England ? Ye have but my
breath to dare,

Ye have but my waves to conquer. Go forth, for

it is there!"

—Rudyard Kipling.

Lord Tennyson wro'o to Mr. Kipling^ conij^ratulating him on
these verses. The . .: characteristic, and was much
relished by the olde. ' ,Vhen >ie private in the ranks is

praised by the general, aniot presume to thank him, but he
fights the better next day."
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