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TO THE MASTER OF TRINITY

WHERE THE ‘.I'BADH‘ION OF HIS FBTBN'D, HER
GREAT POET, STILL LIVES AND 1S LOVED,
THESE INTRODUCTOHY PAGES ARE INSCRIBED.

INTRODUCTION

Slav, Teuton, Kelt, I count them all
My friends and brother souls, -
.With all the peoples, great and small,

. That, wheel between the poles.

You, Canadian, Indian,
- Auatralasisn, African,
A]l your hearts be in hannony'

TENNYSON’S poems; niore particularly his earher
poems of smty and seventy and eighty years ago, begin

to-day to ‘ lie’, ‘as, in his own' beautxful metaphor he
said they would, -

Foreshortened in the, tract of tlme o

We are, not dn'ectly oconspious of their daua, exoept
that they belong generally to the Victorian era,.or of
their relative distance from each:other and from our-
selves. This is the fate of all true poetry as it ceases
to be the poetry of an age and comes to be poetry for
all time. If poems cannot survive this change by their
innate vitality, nothing willreally give them new life. If
they do not first arrest. and interest us by their own
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self-contained potency, no note, or comment, or Intro-
duction will render them genuinely interesting.

But when we are arrested and interested, then we
desire to ‘ understand what we read’, and then note
and comment snd Introduction have their value.

Tennyson is the poet of the Victorian age. Yes, but
he is this so completely, because, like that age itself,
his poems had their preparation in the three decades,
the stormy, yeasty, generative decades, which preceded
the epoch of Queen Victoria. Though he lived fifty-
five years under her sway, though he saw her accession
and sang her Jubilee, his own formative period was
that much less lauded time, the era of the last two
__Georges and of William IV. ..

Born as he was, less than four yea.rs a.fter '.l‘mfalgar,
and less than six years before Waterloo, Tennyson’s
childhood was spent in the days that witnessed the
downfall of the old order in Europe and amid the close of
the gigantic struggle in which it sank. He came of age,
with Darwin and Gladstone, in the year 1830, the memor-
able year which saw the fina] disappearance of the old
monarchy in France with K that transient phantom
Charles X, and, in England, the opening of the chapter
of Reform with the accession of the ‘ Sailor King’; in
the year, moreover, of the introduction of the first
railway. Nelson and Wellington were no legendary
other men’s heroes for him. - He heard of them first in
the nursery, as the dead and the living leaders in a war
still waging. This gives a reality and a vivid colour to
his earlier pattiotic songs and sonnets which otherwise
they must have missed. The anti-French note which
survived so long in him, and which sounds strange to-
day, was no acquired prejudice. It was an inherited
faith. * Napoleon ITI kept it alive, but late and at last,
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it died away. The delightful song in the ¢ Foresters’,
¢ There.is no land like England,” contained, as he told
me himself,” when he. wrote it as a lad about 1826,

‘a shocking chorus against. the French.’ This he
omitted in 1892. =

The great ¢ OdeonthsaneofWellingﬁon >, as L also
heard from his own lips, was in no sense what it is so
often’ wrongly called, a laureate piece. It was written
out of spontaneous feeling toward the man whom he
had admired for some forty years. -

. Shelley and- Byron, Southey, Colendge, and Words-
worth, poets of - revolution and counter-revolution,
voices of the sea and of the mountain, both groups
crying Liberty, the second presently changing.its note
to that of Liberty and Order, were to. him living voioes,
the earlier of his boyhood, the later of his adolesoence.

Their influence, Byron’s especially, as he said him-
self, may be read here and there in Tennyson’s very
earliest pieces, that of Byron in the.:Poems by Two
Brothers, written when he was seventeen, that of
Shelley may perhaps be seen in “Timbucteo’. A little
later he laid them aside and emerged in his own strength.
" As is natural to true: genius, directly he came to
maturity, his own. original bent, mood, and  manner,
which had already been visible, became predominant.
And to make up this individual distinctive character
there had gone many other elements, more eternal
impersonal, and’ general.

Though growing up in years of’ wdrhi-eonvu]mon he
had fortunately been reared in a quiet and secluded
nest which only rocked to the distant cyclone. Like
Shakespeare’s, - the .inf&ncy of this ‘later ¢ darling of
nature ’ was laid in- the °green lap’ of the English
oountry, in. sequestered Somersby, out of the way and

a3
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out of the world, yet not, thanks to his father, out of
the reach of learning. He read the great things, the
antient classics, the Arabian. Nights, Chaucer and
Shakespeare and Milton, Cervantes and Bunyan,
Addison and Swift, Burke and Goldsmith. To these he
by and by added the old ballads, ¢ Clerke Saunders,’
¢ Helen of Kirkconnel,’ and the rest, and that well-head
of romantic inspiration, Malory’s Morte &’ Arthur. Thus
it was that he anticipated, and to some extent, though
here Keats and Coleridge must not be forgotten, him-
self inspired, the Pre-Raphaelite School of Morris and
Burne-Jones, Rossetti and Swinburne. Thus at any
rate he came to write ‘Oriana’ and the ‘Lady of
Shelott’, ‘8ir Launcelot-and Queen Guinevere’, ‘Sir
Galahad’, and ¢ St. Agnes’ Eve>. He studied nature at
first hand, by observation and also with the microseope.
and telescope. Science was in the .air: Cuvier and
Humboldt, Herschel and Lyell, had stirred the popular
imagination.. When Tennyson went to Cambridge he
added to physical science, metaphysical philosophy,
and.to Greek, Latin, and English, Italian, and, a little
later, German. Art, too, alike the Drama, Music, and
Painting, from.the first spoke to his ear and eye. But
neither then nor at any time was he immersed in art
for art’s sake, or in science or learning pursued merely
for themselves. .

The son of a country clergyman, he knew the poor
and the humble at first hand, and while at school in
Louth he scanned with the critical eye of boyhood the
fashions and foibles of a small country town.. Moral and
social questions, and religious thought, all came before
him in his home in a natural order. He had the great
advantage of growing gradually and quietly into them,
in field and churchyard, by wood and wold, spending
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his days on the dunes of Mablethorpe watching the
breakers, or his nights with shepherds on the hills,
gazing at the stars. From his earliest days, too, he
had been interested in and familiar with the move-
ment of the great world of affairs and politics. His
grandfather and two of his uncles sat in Parliament.
A cousin, a little younger than himself, became an
admiral, and he himself was very nearly being with
this kinsman at the battle of Navarino. At Cambridge
his own bent and that of his closest friends were strongly
political. It was the time of anti-tlavery, of rick-fires,
riots, and Reform. They ‘held discourse’, as we
remember, these ¢ youthful friends ’, not only on mmd
and art’ but on

Labour and the cha,ngmg mart o
And all the framework of the land

In 1830 'I‘ennyson added to his. expemnoea fomgn
travel. He made, with Hallam, the ever-memerable
journey to the Pyrenees. The motive was significant ;
it was to aid the Spanish insurgent movement described
with such vivid pathos by theiauthor of the French
Revolution in his Life of John Sterling, Rich was the
poet’s harvest of sensations for the enlargement of
both his: imagination and his judgement. To the
influences which came from the ‘ long grey fields * and
¢ tufted knolls ’, as Hallam described them, of Somersby,
he could add those of southern and classic scenery. To
the memories of .

The woods that belt the grey hill-side,

The seven elms, the poplars four
That stand beside my ather’s door,

to the * brook ’, the ‘ridged wolds’, the ‘ heapéd hills
that mound the sea ’, or the ‘ waste enormous marsh ’,
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he could now add what hitherto he had seen only in
imagination (thoughso well),
’ The waterfall

Which ever sounds and shines,

A pillar of white light upon the wall

Of purple cliffs aloof descried :
to ‘Mariana in the Moated Grange’ he could add
‘Mariana in the South’. He could write ‘ Oenone’ with
its gloriously scenic background, and the ¢ Lotos-Eaters’.
He could also write ‘ You ask me, why, tho’ ill at ease ’,
the earlier ‘ Freedom’, and ‘Love thou thy land’.
Years after, he recalled this journey in the lines ‘In
the Valley of Cauteretz’, with that new, poignant
association which marks the sundering line of his life
and work. All these many elements and interests
appear in his poems in constantly increasing and
deepening strength. It is this that gives them their
extraordinary variety and their wide appeal. Why is
it that, like Sophocles or Virgil in their day and country,
or like Shakespeare or Goethe, Tennyson has been,
and, let latter-day critics say what they affect to say,
i still so popular ?- Because he has something, and
something of the best, for every one, for the scholar
and the artist, the statesman and the divine, the lover
and the mourner, the soldier and the man of science,
the man in the street and the man in the field. There
is a story that Gainsborough, having strayed: into the
studio of Sir Joshua Reynolds and minded to carp,
looking round, said, despite himself, ‘ The beggar ’s so
various !’ So might the rival or the critic be forced,
even against his will, to admit of Tennyson.

As was remarked at the beginning, comment and

Introduction can add little to the poems. It is besttolet
them speak for themselves. The collection contained
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in this volume ‘does net, of course, profess to be:com-
plete. It is wonderful that this should remain true
when we remember that it contains the major part
of what Terinyson published down to 1865. That after
he was fifty-five he should have added, as he did, many
new notes, many new metres, new themes, new immortal
songs, the ¢ Holy Grail’, ¢ Rizpah °, the ¢ Revenge ’, the
‘Fleet’, ‘ Merlin and the Gleam’, the Plays,  Vastness’,

¢ Crossing the Bar’, and * The Snlent Voxces thls is
the marvel.

But this collection contains the poems wh.lch ma.de,
as the phrase is, ¢ the Tennyson that we know.’ ‘Tt needs
not to be said that a collection which includes the
‘ Poems’ proper, the Princess’, ‘In Memoriam ’,
‘Maud’, the first ‘Idylls’, ‘Enoch Arden’, the
‘ Voyage’ and the metrical ‘ Experiments’ is abnnd-
antly representative. :

What does it.represent? What, if the briefest
analysis is to be: a.ttempbed,a.re the mmclnrwtemtlcs
of Tennyson’s poetic work ? :

In matter, their width a.nd wa.rmth and smcenty,
their science, their wisdom and common sense, their
large humanity, their shrewd - humeur, .their lofty
idealism and. purity, ‘their far-sweeping philosophy
imaged in the concrete, condensed into & few linés or
words, as in the ‘ Voyage * or the ‘ Flower in the Cran-
nied Wall’. The two great: Horatian maxims, that
poetry must handle universal themes and the thoughts
of all men with an individual twn which makes them
its own,; and that it must not. be merely. ‘ fine’ but
must have sweetness and charm, are both fulfilled ; and
80, in just proportion, is Milton’s canon, that it must
be simple, sensuous, and passionate. . .

In manner, they have everywhers perfectmn of form,
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exquisite aptness of diction; musical, pictorial quality.
George Meredith said ¢ that no poet ever filled his pages
with 30 many vignettes as Tennyson’, and he gave as
an example the lines from the ¢ Palace of Art:’ :
And one a full-fed river winding slow
By herds. -upon: an endless g»lam, o

The, ragged rims of thunder brooding low,
. With shadow-streaks of rain.

The appeal to the.eye is perfect. But not less perfect
is the.appeal to the ear in the stanza immediately
preceding.

Often, perho,ps ‘most often, they are combined,
though not alwa.ys 80 mtensely a8 in the wonderful
lines in ¢ Boadicea >—

Made the noige of frosty woodla.nds when they shiver

in January,

Roar’'d as when the roaring breskera boom and blanch

on the precipices—
or-the often-quoted Choric Song in the Lotos-Eaters °.

And ‘what a variety of moods ! What a range from
the © Lines to the Queen’ to the ballad of ¢ Oriana’,
from' the ‘ Lotos-Eaters’ to ‘ Ulysses’, from ‘ Will
Waterproof > to the ¢ Vision of Sin’, from the  Lines
to J. 8.’ to the “Charge of the Light Brigade ’, from
¢ Fatima ’ to the * Miller’s Daughter *, from the ‘- Brook’
to the closing cantos and epithalamium of ‘ In Memo-
riam’, from the stanzas which were the °germinal
layer’ of ¢ Maud’ to the ‘Lines. to E. L.’, from the ‘Song
of the Wrens ’ or  Minnie and Winnie ’ to ‘ Vastness’.

Too much stress is laid on the question whether poets
are original or no, whether, for instance, Virgil or
Horace or Tennyson is original. - Je prends mon bien ou
je le trouve, said one of the greatest of them. - Tennyson’s
poetry, always artistic and. often learned, contains no
doubt many echoes, yet not nearly so many as is often
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supposed. Be that aa it- may, the result is always
individual and new. ‘Edward Gray’ is as original as
Burns, ‘Tears, idle tears’ as new as Shelley. ‘But
perhaps the most individually Tennysonian are pieces
like ‘ Break, Break’, or ‘ Crossing the Bar’. The art
in these is consummate, but the direct dazzling inspira-
tion of nature and passion renders the. art absolutely
invisible. Nature and human nature face to face, these
are the simple factors. Nature herself sings through
the soul and lips of the poet ber plangent litanies, her
elemental eternal refrains, while. the soul equally, in an
intense moment of exalted experience, speaks in rhythmic
responsae its deep emotion, its still deeper faith.

In many other poets we admire rhetoric or passion,
or musical diction, or philosophic.synthesis, or dissec-
tion, and depiction;of character.. They are admirable,
they are evidences of genius and elements of poetry,
but they do not alone constitute true poetry. ‘But
with Tennyson it is not so. - All the elements in him
are poetically fused. He is ‘a poet. first, and every-
thing else afterwards. If poetry camnot. be found in
Tennyson’s poems it will be found nowhere.

Two notes only are absent, the unkind and the base.
Those who knew him realized what he could have done
had he yielded to the temptation to strike these also.
When I praised the inimitable epigram sent by John
Forster to Punch, the ‘ New Timon and the Poets’,
comparing it to Catullus, he pointed out that he had not
taken Catullus’ licence, and that even as it is, he never
published the epigram himself. Did he not do his best
in after days to hesl the breach it indicated ? Perhaps
no verses were ever written which observe so nicely
the infinitesimal line which parts the beautiful yet pure
sensuous, from the sensual, as some of Tennyson’s.
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He scorned scorn, love he loved in all its aspects,
toward God, toward country, toward mankind, toward
men and women, the love of the lover, the friend, the
child, the beast, and the bird. Nay, even wild love he
could better brook than callous selfishness or self-
centred vanity. This, too, may be resd on many pages
of this volume.

A special word should be said about In Memoriam .
It is often called Tennyson’s greatest or most charae-
teristic poem. If it is this, it i8 80, not because it differs
in kind, but only because it differs in some senses, in
degree, from the rest. It is not more Tennysonian, but
only mere intensely and more sustamedly 8o, than
much of his ether work.

The desolating, searching, shattering stroke which
fell on him and his friendship, in the first flush of life,
caused him to review all. his inward and outward
relations. He had known already what doubts and
difficulties were, before Hallam died, a8 may be read
in the ‘ Supposed Confessions of a Second-rate Sensitive
Mind’. In the end, after ‘ many days’, rather after
‘ many years’, he did not alter but reaffirmed his faiths
and his hopes and his loves, his belief in God, in the
value and immortality of the human soul, in the
evolution, moral and spiritual; of man, in the loveliness
and elevating potency of the Christian creed, in the
ultimate perfectibility of the human race, nay of the
‘ whole ereation ’, and the final victory and vindication
of Creative Love.. - To understand it we should study
the rest of Tennyson ; side by ‘side with it we should
read ¢ Break, Break’, and the “Two Voices’, and
‘ Ulysses’, and the ‘Farewell’, end the ‘Will’, and ‘In
the Valley of Cauteretz’, and: those later pieces still,
‘ Crossing the Bar’, and the * Lines to Mary Boyle’,
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and the ‘Silent Voices’, and the lines on the Death
of the Duke of Clarence. .
Hls poems -were the poet’s self in hxs childhood,

When the breeze of a joyful dawn blew free
In the silken sail of infancy.

They were himself, in youth, and manhood, in the
“silver years’, and on the ‘border of the boundless
ocean’, and the very threshold of death.

And what was he in himself ? Truly an heroic and
a glorious figure. A splendid man, in head, heart, and
hand, so that he could be called ¢ Apollo and Hexcules
in one’, or ‘ a Lifeguardsman spoiled by writing poetry’;
a man who looked as if he could well have written the
Iliad, not only a doctus poeta, but a vates sacer, not
only a consummate artist in words, but obviously
a “sacred bard’, one on whom the laurel and the
singing robes of Watts’s portraits seemed at moments
visibly to sit.  Yet he had no pomp or hautenr. He
was simple and unaffected as a child, and, ‘as the
greatest only are, in his simplicity sublime ’; truthful
too, like a truthful child, even to bluntness and
brusquerie when unduly intruded on, yet regretting
his brusquerie the moment he perceived, or thought,
it had really hurt any one. His voice was ¢ like the wind
in a pine forest’, ¢ musical, metallic,’ as Carlyle said,
‘fit for loud laughter and piercing wail and all that
may lie between.” With his great strength went the
greatest sensitiveness. He could not have felt or
written his poems without this. It made him shy, even
awkward; some people said, gruff. Poets differ, like
“other people. Horace enjoyed being pointed at. Virgil
hated it, and Tennyson was like Virgil. ‘Most massive
yet most delicate,’ so Carlyle describes his features,
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and the combination may be seen in his portraits as
in his poems. He was tempted to wish he had been
born a ‘ pachyderm’ and not a poet, yet withal he was
independent and stood four-squa,re to every wind

of fate. . o - e e )

A word of caution is often necessary to readers of s,llv .

poets. It is certainly so to those of Tennyson. He was,
a8 poets are, a man of many moods. He held too that
poetry should mean many things at once, and should
be like shot silk, its rainbow colours shimmering one
into the other. Oplmons, therefore, felt and expressed
by him dramatically must not necessarily be deemed
his own. What his real views were must be learned
not from one passage alone, but from a comparison
of many passages in his works, from the record given
by his son in the invaluable Memoir, and from the
comments which he himself left behind him. This is
the more important because he always knew well what
“he was at himself. Aristotle dxstmgulshes between the
two classes of poets, the poets of ‘fine frenzy® and
those of ‘ fine natural gift . Like Sophocles and Virgil
again, Tennyson was the latter., Sober, sane, balanced,
shunning the- falsehood of extremes, not letting his
‘ pagsionate heart’ be ‘rapt into folly and wrong’,
never working ¢ without a conscience or an aim ’, his
_judgexpent equalled his feelmg. ,
The standard of ‘perfection he applied both to him-
self and to others was very high. Truth and fidelity
" the most exact, alike to fact and feeling, the nicest
aptness of diction, musical beauty, artistic proportion in
the composition of the whole, all these he required, and
be suppressed, or threw away, scores of poems and
hundreds of lines which did not satisfy the requirement.
He was not pedantic about rhymes, and distinguished
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between those occasions when a loose or imperfect
rhyme gives really more naturalness and spontaneity:
than a too .strict precision, and those. where this pre-
cision is demanded, but his ear wes in reality as nearly
as possible infallible. He found fault: with peets whose
music is often extolled, with Collins and Matthew
Arnold for example, for their occasionally harsh and
sibilant verses. He contrasted the fine earof Gray. - He
pointed out to me that although he wrote ‘ Robin and
Richard ’, he did not write ¢ Richard and-Robin ’, be-
cause it failed to satisfy his-ear. When I praised his
phrase about the ¢ stedfast: shade ’ of Saturn * sleeping
on his luminous ring’, he said, ‘I am not sure that I
ought not to alter. it; for' I am told now ‘that it is not
stedfast ‘and it.-does not sleep, but contracts and ex-
pands.’ Professor H. H: Purner, however, informs me
that Tennyson’s original descriptionis quite sound. He
adds that for an astronomer ‘Maud’ is absolutely
dated to the spnng of 1854 by the lmes about Mars

As ,he glqw d hke a ruddy shxeld on the Llon 8 breaat

Sir Norman Lockyer does ot hesitate to write of
him as ‘The poet- who beyond all others” who-ever
lived combined the gift ‘'of expression with the unceas-
ing study of the causes of things and of Nature’s laws’.
Tennyson himself indeed was always wanting to alter his
lines alluding to astronomical or geological time, to make
them accord with the latest pronouncements of science.
He was much exercised as to whether he was justified in
introducing the wild swan as being found in‘ summer-
time in the forest of Sherwood.

He was by nature very sensitive of criticism. He
was, however, very willing to accept it when he thought
it sound.
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‘ Tennyson reads the Quarterly, and does as they bid
him with the most solemn face in the world; out goes
this, in goes that. All.is changed and ranged. Ohme !’
So wrote Robert Browning in 1845. How different
from his own reply to his. oensors, ‘What I have
written I have written.” .

But Tennyson had always his own mstmot and

intuition, and ‘more and more he found himself in the.

end his own best oritic, and showed himself 8o in pieces
like the ‘ Flower ’. :

He had his predilections. Enghsh of the English,
emphmcnlly a national poet, he was at the same time
cosmopolitan in his sympathies, and no modern English
poet is so-well known abroad, as the translations of
Morel, of Freiligrath, Strodtmann and others, of Saladino
Saladini and D. Vicentes De Arana, or the remarkable
recent book of Dr. Roman Dyboski om Tewnyson’s
Language and Style, may testify. At his centenary last
year, his work received, in such articles as those .of
M. Emile Faguet, M. Firmin Roz, and M. Auguste Filon,
a recognition in France yet more striking than that in
England. So, again, no English poet of recent times has
met with so much attention across the seas, notably
from writers like Genung and Van Dyke in the United
States, and Dr. S. Dawson: and others in. our own
Colonies. |

This last is natura.l for Tennyson grew thh the
growth of the Empire. He told me himself that the
times when he was young were  narrow times, narrow

- spiritually, narrow politically>. He saw them open
out, he moved on with them, with the expansion of
England, with the liberation of the modern. world,
¢ broadening down from precedent to precedent.’ He
looked forward yet further, ‘living always in the far
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future,’ as he said, foreseeing the time when, as he
sang in his poem to Victor Hugo,

England, France, all man to be
Will make one people ere man’s race be run.

Again, he told the Master of Trinity that there was
a want of love in the Cambridge of his youth, and he
arraigned his Alma Mater in language which he would
have used at that time no doubt equally of Oxford :

You that do profess to teach,
And teach us nothing, feeding not the heart.

But this state of things, oo, in his age he. thought
and felt had entirely changed. :

He held that the world by a slow aeonian movement of
evolution was ever bettering. itself and moving toward
one far-off divine event. This hopefulness of his, this

-...ultimate optimism, forms again one of his great.charms.

" Maiiy "approdiations ~have ettt pted of - HiE
poetnc place and value. - Perhaps the 'best are .still
those of his own contemporaries. They are, anyhow,
the most interesting, for they are historic and show
at any rate what he was to his own day. Two may
suffice. The first is from Miss Elizabeth Barrett (after-
wards Mrs. Browning), who wrote just after the 1842
volumes came out, ‘ Tennyson is a great poet, I think,
and Browning, the author of Paracelsus, has to my
mind very noble capabilities. . . . But what is wanting
in Tennyson ? He can think, he can feel, and his
language is highly expressive and harmonious. He
makes me thrill sometimes to the end of my fingers,
as only a true, great poet can.” The next, which I have
used before, I will use again, from D. G. Rossettis
‘ You can never open Tennyson at the wrong page.’

Whatcis-he-to-as—tordayt— Ta-this- Oxferd volume
I~quote Oxford’s Chaneallor:— He—is at least these



xx . INTRODUCTION . . -~ -
“things, ““a preat-arbist, ngufagem@mét
great-patriot;-amd-a-great-Englishman:'

NG

_What-will he-be-hereafter-?---

He moved among the men of - hls time, a natural
force, the peer of the foremost, in touch with the
humblest, the nation’s voice to itself and to other
rpeoples and lands. Yes, but as he sang, '

- 'Age to age succeeds,
Blowing a noise. of tongues and deed
A dust of systems and of creeds. .

‘The voice of an age, like that of a man, finds itself,
if it lasts long enough, speaking to a strange generation,
to  new faces, other minds’. It can then hope to be
listened to only so far ad it is charged with an universal,
a timeless appeal. Some, nay much:of Tennyson’s
work surely has, and will have that. ‘This it is to be
a classi¢' and a world-classic ; as such Tennyson has
long since taken, and canmot lose, his place. -

o . . T, H. W.

MaGpALEN COLLEGE,

OXFORD.
March, 1910.
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Takes Journey to Pyreneea with Arthur

Hallam . .
Poems .
Death of Arthur Hallam
Poems . . A
Princess . |

In Memormm, 1st, 2nd, and 3rd Edltlons

Marries Miss Emily Sellwood

Made Poet Laureate

Maud and other Poems . .
Receives D.C.L. Degree at Oxford
First Idylls of the King .

Enoch Arden, &c. . . .
The Holy Grail, and other Poems .
Queen Mary . . .
Harold . .

Ballads and other Poema

Makes Voyage in ¢ Pembroke Castle’

Receives Peerage

Becket

Tiresias and Other Poems

Locksley Hall sixty years after
Demeter and Other Poems .
The Foresters . .
Dies at Aldworth (October 6)

Death of Oenone, &c. (October 28).

1809
1826
1828
1829
1830
1830

1832
1833
1842
1847
1850

1855

1859
1864
1869
1875
1876
1880
1883
1884
1885
1886
1889
1892

Age
174+
19+

21
21+

23+
244

41

60

80

83+

+ Indicates an age a little in excess of the exact figure.
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TO THE QUEEN

REVERED, beloved—O you that hold

A nobler office upon earth

Than arms, or power of brain, or birth
Could give the warrior kings of old,

Victoria,—since your Royal grace

To one of less desert allows
- This laurel greener from the brows
Of him that utter'd nothing base ;

And should your greatness, and the care
That yokes with empire, yield you time
To make demand of modern rhyme

If aught of ancient worth be there ;

Then—while a sweeter music wakes,

And thro’ wild March the throstle calls,
. Where all about your palace-walls
The sun-lit almond-blossom shakes—

Take, Madam, this poor book of song ;
For tho’ the faults were thick as dust
In vacant chambers, I could trust

Your kindness. May you rule us long,

And leave us rulers of your blood
As noble till the latest day !
May children of our children say,
‘ She wrought her people lasting good ;
B



TO THE QUEEN

¢ Her court was pure; her life serene ;
God gave her peace; her land reposed ;
A thousand claims to reverence closed
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen ;

¢ And statesmen at her council met
Who knew the seasons when to take
Occasion by the hand, and make

The bounds of freedom wider yet

¢ By shaping some august decree,
Which kept her throne unshaken still,
Broad-based upon her people’s will,
And compass’d by the inviolate sea.’ -

MagcH, 1851.



CLARIBEL
A MELODY
. 1
WhaERE Claribel low-lieth
The breezes pause and die,
Letting the rose-leaves fall :
But the solemn oak-tree sigheth,
Thick-leaved, ambrosial,
With an ancient melody

Of an inward agony,
Where Claribel low-lieth.

II

At eve the beetle boometh
. Athwart the thicket lone:

At noon the wild bee hummeth
About the moss’d headstone :
At midnight the moon cometh,

And looketh down alone.

Her song the lintwhite swelleth,
The clear-voiced mavis dwelleth,
The callow throstle lispeth,
The slumbrous wave outwelleth,
The babbling runnel crispeth,
The hollow grot replieth
Where Claribel low-lieth.

LILIAN
: B {
A1ry, fairy Lilian,
Flitting, fairy Lilian,
When I ask her if she love me,
Claps her tiny hands above me,
Laughing all she can ; .

She’ll not tell me if she love me,
Cruel little Lilian. .



4 LILIAN

I
When my passion seeks
Pleasance in love-sighs,
She, looking thro’ and 311‘0’ me
Thoroughly to undo me,
Smiling, never speaks :
So innocent-arch, so cunning-simple,
From beneath her gather’d wimple
- Glancing with black-beaded eyes, -
Till the lightning laughters dimple
The baby-roses in her cheeks ;
Then away she flies.

piii
Prythee weep, May Lilian !
Gaiety without eclipse
Wearieth me, May Lilian:
Thro’ my very heart it thrilleth
When from crimson-threaded lips
Silver-treble laughter: trilleth: .
Prythee weep, May Lilian, .
) w.
Praying all T can, .
If prayers will not hush thee,
Airy Lilian, . v
. Like a rose-leaf I will crush thee, -
Fairy Lilian.

ELEGIACS *

LOW-FLOWING breezes are roaming the broad valley
dimm’d in the gloaming:

Thoro’ the black-stemm’d pines only the far river
shines.

Creeping through blossomy rushes and bowers of rose-

. blowing bushes, o v

Down by the poplar tall rivulets babble and fall.

Barketh the shepherd-dog cheerly; the grasshopper
carolleth clearly ; :

1 Title altered later to ‘ Leonine Elégiacs.’



ELEGIACS : 5

Deeply the turtle coos; shrilly the owlet halloos ;

Winds creep ; dews fall chilly : in her first sleep earth
breathes stilly:

Over the pools in the burn water-gnats murmur and’

mourn.

Sadly the far kine loweth : the glimmering water out-
floweth : 5

Twin peaks shadow’d with pine slope to the dark
hyaline.

Low-throned Hesper is stayed between the two peaks ;
but the Naiad

Throbbing in mild unrest holds him beneath in her
breast. o )

The ancient poetess singeth, that Hesperus all things
bringeth, .

Smoothing the wearied mind: bring me my love,
Rosalind.

Thou comest morning and even ; she cometh not morn-
ing or even. .

False-eyed Hesper, unkind, where is my sweet Rosalind ?

MARIANA
‘Mariana in the moated grange.’ —Measure for Measure.

WitH blackest moss the flower-plots
Were thickly crusted, one and all :
The rusted nails fell from the knots
That held the pear to the garden-wall.
The broken sheds look’d sad and strange :
Unlifted was the clinking latch ;
Weeded and worn the ancient thatch
Upon the lonely moated grange.
She only said, ‘ My life. is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘I am_ aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead!’

Her tears fell with the dews at even ;
Her tears fell ‘ere the dews were dried ;

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



MARIANA

After the flitting of the bats,
When thickest dark did trance the sky,
She drew her casement-curtain by,
And glanced athwart the glooming flats.
She only said, ‘ The night is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

Upon the middle of the night,
Waking she heard the night-fowl crow :
The cock sung out an hour ere light : :
From the dark fen the oxen’s low
Came to her: without hope of change,
In sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn,
Till cold winds woke the grey-eyed morn
About the lonely moated grange. ,
She only said, ‘ The day is dreary,
" He cometh not,” she said; -
She said, ‘T am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

About a stone-cast from the wall
A sluice with blacken’d waters slept,
And o’er it many, round and small,
The cluster’d marish-mosses crept.
Hard by a poplar shook alway, .
All silver-green with gnarled bark :
For leagues no other tree did mark
The level waste, the rounding grey.
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

And ever when the moon was low,

And the shrill winds' were' up and away,

In the white curtain, to and fro, -

She saw the gusty shadow sway.

But when the moon was very low, .
And wild winds bound within their cell,
The shadow of the poplar fell ,

Upon her bed, across her brow.



MARIANA

She only said, ‘ The night is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;

She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

All day within the dreamy house,
The doors upon their hinges creak’d ;
The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse
Behind the mouldering wainscot .shriek’d,
Or from the crevice peer’d about.
Old faces glimmer’d thro’ the doors,
Old footsteps trod the upper floors,
Old voices. called. her from without.
She only said, “My life is dreary,
He cometh not,” she said ;
She said, ‘I am _aweary, aweary,
I would that I were dead !’

The sparrow’s chirrup on the roof, :
The slow clock ticking, and the sound
Which to the wooing wind aloof
The poplar made, did all' confound -
Her sense; but most she loathed the hour
When the thick-moted sunbeam lay
Athwart the chambers, and the day
Was sloping toward his western bower.
Then, said she, ‘I am very dreary,
He will not come,” she said ;
She wept, ‘I am aweary, aweary,
Oh God, that I were dead !’

TO —

CLEAR-HEADED ‘friénd; whose joyful scorn,
Edged with sharp laughter, cuts atwain
The knots that tangle human creeds,
The wounding cords that bind and strain
The heart until it bleeds, '
Ray-fringed eyelids of the morn :
Roof not a glance so keen as thine :'
If aught of prophecy be mine,
Thou wilt not live in vain.



"TO —

u
Low-cowering shall the Sophist sit ;
Falsehood shall bare her plaited brow :
Fair-fronted Truth shall droop not now
With shrilling shafts of subtle wit.
Nor martyr-flames, nor trenchant swords
Can do away that ancient lie; .
A gentler death shall Falsehood die,
Shot thro’ and thro’ with cunning words.

eid

Weak Truth a-leaning on her crutch,
Wan, wasted Truth in her utmost need,
Thy kingly intellect shall feed,

Until she be an athlete bold,

And weary with a finger’s touch

Those writhed limbs of lightning speed ;
Like that strange angel which of old,
Until the breaking of the light,

Wrestled with wandering Israel,

Past Yabbok brook the livelong night,

And heaven’s mazed signs stood still

In the dim tract of Penuel.

SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS

OF A SECOND-RATE SENSITIVE MIND NOT IN UNITY
: WITH ITSELF

OH God! my God! have mercy now.
I faint, I fall. Men say that Thou
Did’st die for me, for such as me,
Patient of ill, and death, and scorn,
And that my sin was as a thorn
Among the thorns that girt Thy brow,
Wounding Thy soul.—That even now,
In this extremest misery -

Of ignorance, I should require

A sign! and if a bolt of fire:

Would rive the slumbrous summer noon
Whilé I do pray to Thee alone,



SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS

Think my belief would stronger grow !
Is not my human pride brought low ?
The boastings of my spirit still ?
The joy I had in my freewill
All cold, and dead, and corpse-like grown ?
And what is left to me, but Thou,
And faith in Thee ? Men pass me by; -
Christians with happy countenances—
And children all seem full of Thee !
And women smile with saint-like glances
Like Thine own mother’s when she bow’d
Above Thee, on that happy morn
When angels spake to men aloud,
And Thou and peace to earth were born.
Goodwill to me as well as all—
I one of them: my brothers they:
Brothers in Christ—a world of -peace
And confidence, day after day ; '
And trust and hope till things should cease,
And then one Heaven receive us all. -

How sweet to have a common faith !
To hold & common scorn of death !
And at a burial to hear

The creaking cords which wound and eat ‘

Into my human heart, whene’er
Earth goes to earth, w1th grief, not fear,

With hopeful grief, were passing swee&l )

Thrice hafppy state again to be .
The trustful infant on the knee !
Who lets his waxen fingers play . v
About his mother’s neck, and knows ‘
Nothing beyond his mother’s eyes. :
They comfort him by night and day;
They light his little life alway ; :
He hath no thought of coming Woes ;
He hath no care of life or death,
Scarce outward signs of joy arise,
Because the Spirit of happiness
And perfect rest so inward is;
And loveth so his innocent heart,
Her temple and her pla.o; of birth,
B

9



10 SUPPOSED  CONFESSIONS

Where she would ever wish to dwell, -
Life of the fountain there, beneath

Its salient springs, and far apart,

Hating to wander out on earth,

Or breathe into the hollow air, - - :
Whose chillness would make visible

Her subtil, warm, and golden breath,
Which mixing with the infant’s blood,
Fulfils him with beatitude. :

Oh! sure it is a special care .

Of God, to fortify from doubt, ‘
To arm in proof, and guard ‘about .- ' -
With triple-mailéd trust, and clear -
Delight, the infant’s dawning year. -

Would that my gloomed faney:were: -
As thine, my mother, when with brows - .
Propped on thy knees, my hands upheld
In thine, I listen’d to thy vows, T
For me outpour’d in holiest prayer— -
For me unworthy '—and beheld | _
Thy mild deep eyes upraised, that knew
The beauty and repose .of faith, =~ .
And the clear spirit shining through.
Oh! wherefore do we grow awry |
From roots which strike so deep? why dare
Paths in. the desert ¥ Could not I '
* Bow myself down, where thou hast knelt,
To th’ earth—until the ice would melt
Here, and 1 feel as'thou hast felt ?
What Devil had the heart to scathe
Flowers thou had’st reared—to brush the dew
From thine own lily, when thy grave - a
Was deep, my mother, in the clay ?
Myself ? Is it thus? Myself ? Had I
So little love for thee * But why :
Prevail’d not thy pure prayers ? Why pray
To one who heeds not, who can save
But will not ? Great in faith, and strong
Against the grief of circumstance -
Wert thou, and yet unheard. What if
Thou pleadest still, and seest me drive



OF A SECOND-RATE SENSITIVE MIND

Through utter dark a full-sail'd skiff,
Unpiloted i’ the echoing dance .

Of reboant whirlwinds, stooping low
Unto the death, not sunk! I know

At matins and at evensong, - =
That thou, if thou wert yet alive,

In deep and daily prayers would’st strive
To reconcile me with thy God.

Albeit, my hope is grey, and cold

At heart, thou wouldest murmur still—

¢ Bring this lamb back 'into Thy fold,

My Lord, if so ‘it be Thy will.’

Would’st tell me I must brook the rod,
And chastisement of human pride ;

That pride, the sin of devils, stood
Betwixt me and the light' of God !

That hitherto I had defied,

And had rejected God—that grace
Would drop from his o’erbrimming love,
As manna on my wilderness, : '
If I would pray—that God would move
And strike the hard hard rock, and thence,
Sweet in their utmost bitterness, :
Would issue tears of penitence .

Which would keep green hope’s life. Alas!.
I think that pride hath now no place -
Nor sojourn in me.. I ‘am void, ‘
-Dark, formless, utterly destroyed.

Why not believe then.?. Why not yet

Anchor thy frailty there, where man

]gath :in;lo‘gll;’d and.restht:d? Ask the sea
t midnight, when the crisp sl waves

After a tempest, rib and fret lqpe

The broad-imbased beach, why he

Slumbers not like a mountain tarn ?

Wherefore his ridges are not curls

And ripples of an inland mere ?

Wherefore he moaneth .thus, nor can

Draw down into his vexed pools

All that blue heaven which hues and paves

The other ? I am too forlorn,

11



12 " SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS

Too shaken: my own weakness fools
My judgement, and my spirit whirls,
Moved from beneath with doubt and fear. -

‘ Yet,” said I, in my morn of youth,

The unsunn’d freshness of my strength,
When I went forth in quest of truth,

‘It is man’s privilege to doubt,

If so be that from doubt at length, :
Truth may stand forth unmoved of change,.
An image with profulgent brows,

And perfect limbs, as from the storm

Of running fires and fluid range .

Of lawless airs, at last stood out

This excellence and solid form

Of constant beauty. For the Ox

Feeds in the herb, and sleeps, or fills
The horned valleys all-about, -

And hollows of the fringed hills .

In summer heats, with placid lows.
Unfearing, till his own blood flows

About his-hoof. And in the flocks -

The lamb rejoiceth in.the year, -

And raceth freely with his fere,

And answers to his mother’s calls

From the flower’d furrow. In a time,

Of which he wots not, run short pains
Through his warm heart ; and then, from whence
He knows not, on his light there falls

A shadow; and his native slope,
Where he was wont to leap and climb,
Floats from his sick and filmed -eyes,
And something in the darkness draws

His forehead earthward, and he dies.
Shall man live thus, in joy and hope -
As a young lamb, who cannot dream,
Living, but that he shall live on ?

Shall we not look into the laws :
Of life and death, and things that seem,
And things that be, and analyse

Our double nature, and compare

All creeds till we have found the one,



OF A SECOND-RATE SENSITIVE MIND

If one there be ?’ Ay me! I fear
All may not doubt, but everywhere
Some must clasp Idols. Yet, my God,
Whom call I Idol ? Let Thy dove
Shadow me over, and my sins

Be unremember’d, and Thy love
Enlighten me. Oh teach me yet
Somewhat before the heavy clod
Weighs on me, and the busy fret -
Of that sharp-headed worm begins -
In the gross blackness underneath.

Oh weary life ! oh weary death! .
Oh spirit and heart made desolate !
Oh damned vacillating state !

" SONG.—THE OWL
WHEN cats run home and light is come,
And dew is cold upon. the ground,
And the far-off stream is dumb, Lo
And the whirring. sall goes round, - -
And the whirring sail goes round ;

Alone and warming his five wits, -
The white owl in the belfry sits. -
When merry milkmaids click the latch,
‘And rarely smells the new-mown hay,’
And the cock hath sung beneath the thatch
Twice ‘or thrice’ his roundelay, =~
Twice or thrice his roundelay; -
. Alone and:warming his five wits,
The white owl in' the belfry sits.

13
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RECOLLECTIONS OF .

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE ARABIAN
~ NIGHTS

WHEN the breeze of & joyful dawn blew free
In the silken sail of infancy, o
The tide of time flow’d back with me,
The forward-flowing tide of time ;
And many a sheeny summer-morn,
Adown the Tigris I was borne,
gy Bagdat’s shrines of fretted gold,
igh-walled gardens green and old ;
True Mussulman was I and sworn,
For it was in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Anight my shallop, rustling thro’
%e low and blloomed foliage, drovel

e fragrant, glistening deeps, and clove
The citron-shadows ul:g the blue:
%V{ garden porches on' the brim,

e costly doors flung epen wide, -
Gold glittering thro’ lamplight dim, -
And broider’d sofas on each side :-

In sooth it was a goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Often, where clear-stemm’d platans guard
The outlet, did I turn away .
The boat-head down a broad canal
From the main river sluiced, where all
The sloping of the moon-lit sward .
Was damask-work, and deep inlay
Of braided blooms unmown, which crept
Adown to where the water slept.

A goodly place, a goodly time,

For it was in the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.
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A motion from the river wen - -
Ridged the smooth level, bearing on
My shallop thro’ the star-strown .calm,
Until another night in night =~ -
1 enter’d, from the clearer light,
Imbower'd vaults of pillar’d palm,
Imprisoning sweets, which, as they clomb
Heavenward, were stay’d beneath the dome
. Of hollow :boughs.— A goodly time,:

For it was in the golden prime -

Of ‘good Haroun Alraschid.. -

Still onward ; and the clear canal -
it‘;rrounged to as clear a lake. fal
om the green rivage many a fall |
Of diamond rillets ;gusical,y o
Thro’ little crystal arches low
Down from the central fountain’s flow
Fall’'n silver-chiming, seem’d to shake
The sparkling flints beneath the prow.
A goodly place, a goodly time,
For it was in the golden prime -
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Above thro’ many a bowery turn .
A walk with vary-colour’d shells .
Wander’d engrain’d. On either side
All round about the fragrant marge
From fluted vase, and brazen urn .
In order, eastern flowers large, -
Some dropping low their crimson bells
Half-closed, and others studded wide
With disks and tiars, fed the time
With odour in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Far off, and where the lemon-grove

In closest coverture upsprung,

The living airs of middle nigh

Died round the bulbul as he sung ;
Not he: but something which possess’d



RECOLLECTIONS OF

The darkness of the world, delight,
Life, anguish, death, immortal love,
Ceasing not, mingled, unrepress’d,
Apart from place, withholding time,
But flattering the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

. . Black the garden-bowers and grots
Slumber’d : - the solemn palms were ranged
Above, unwoo’'d . of summer wind :

A sudden splendour from behind
Flush’d all the leaves with rich gold-green,
And, flowing rapidly between
Their interspaces, counterchanged
The level lake with diamond-plots )
Of dark and bright. A lovely time, -
For it was in the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Dark-blue the deep sphere overhead,

Distinct with vivid stars inlaid,

Grew darker from that under-flame :

So, leaping lightly from the boat,

With silver anchor left afloat,

In marvel whence that glory came

Upon me, as in sleep I sank

In cool soft turf upon the bank,
Entranced with that place and time,
So worthy of the golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Thence thro’ the garden I was drawn—
A realm of pleasance, many a mound,
And many a shadow-chequer’d lawn
Full of the city’s stilly sound,
And deep myrrh-thickets blowing round
The stately cedar, tamarisks,
Thick rosaries of scented thorm,
Tall orient shrubs, and obelisks

Graven with emblems of the time,

In honour of the. golden prime

Of good Haroun Alraschid. .



THE ARABIAN NIGHTS

With dazed vision unawares
Eron;gzge {ong alley's- lat:lced shade
me came: upon the b
Pavilion .of the Caliphat. gres
Right to.the carven cedarn doors,
Flung inward over spangled floors,
Broad-based flights of marble stairs
Ran up with golden balustrade,
After the fashion of the time,
And humour of the.golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

The fourscore windows: all alight
As with the quintessence of flame,
A million tapers flaring bright
From twisted silvers -look’d to shame
The hollow-vaulted dark, and- stream‘d
Upon the mooned- domes aloof - - :
In inmost Bagdat, till there seem’d - -
Hundreds of crescents on the roof

Of night new-risen, that marvellous time,

To celebrate the golden prime .

Of good Haroun Alraschid,

Then stole I up, and trancedly
Gazed on the Persian girl alone, -
Serene with argent-lidded eyes
Amorous, and lashes like to rays - -
Of darkness, and a brow of pearl
Tressed with redolent ebony,
In many a dark delicious carl, -
Flowing beneath her rose-hued- zone; -
The sweetest lady of the time,
Well worthy of the golden prime
Of good Haroun Alraschid.

Six columns, three on either side,

Pure silver, underpropt a rich

Throne of the massive ore, from whlch
Down-droop’d, in many a floating fold,
Engarlanded and diaper’d :

17
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With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold.
Thereon, his deep eye laughter-stirr'd
With merriment of kingly pride,
Sole star of all that place and time,
I saw him—in his golden prime,
TeE Goop HAROUN ALRASCHID !

‘

* ' ODE TO MEMORY
o I

THOU who stealest fire,
From the fountains of the past,
To glorify the present; oh, haste,
Visit my low desire !
Strengthen me, enlighten me !
I faint in this obsecurity,
Thou dewy dawn of memory.

II

Come not as thou camest of late,
Flinging the gloom of yesternight
On the white day; but robed in soften’d light
Of orient state. :
Whilome thou camest with the morning mist,
Even as a maid, whose stately brow .
The dew-impearled winds of dawn bave kiss'd,
When she, as thou, . o
Stays on her floating locks the lovely freight
Of overflowing blooms, .and earliest shoots
Of orient green, giving safe pledge of fruits, .
Which in wintertide shall star
The black earth with brilliance rare.

11

Whilome thou camest with the morning mist,
And with the evening cloud,
Showering thy gleaned wealth into my open breast
(Those peerless flowers which in the rudest wind
Never grow sere,
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When rooted in the garden of the mind,

Because they are the earliest of the ye&r)

Nor was the night 'thy shroud.

In sweet dreams softer than unbroken rest .
Thou leddest by the hand thine-infant Hope.
The eddying of her garments caught from thee
The light of thy great presence; and the cope

Of the half-attain’d futurity,

Though deep not fathomless,
Was cloven with the million stars which tremble
O’er the deep mind of dauntless infancy. '
Small thought was there of life’s: distress ;
For sure she deem’d no: mist of earth could: dull
Those spirit-thrilling eyes so keen and beautiful :
Sure she was nigher to heaven’s: spheres,
Listening the lordly music flowing from

The illimitable years.

O strengthen me, enlighten me !

I faint in this  obscurity,

Thou dewy dawn' of memory.

v
Come forth I cha.rge thee, arise, . .
Thou of the many tongues, the myriad eyes! ,
Thou comest not with shows of ﬂauntmg ‘vines
Unto mine inner eye,
Divinest Memory ! .
Thou wert not nursed by the wa.terfall
Which ever sounds and shines »
A pillar of white light upon the wall
Of purple cliffs, aloof descried
Come from the woods that belt the grey hill- slde;
The seven elms, the poplars four ...
That stand beside my a.thens door,.
And chxeﬂy from the broek that loves
To purl o’er matted cress and ribbed sand,.
Or dlmple in the dark of rushy coves,
Drawing into his narrow earthen urn,.
In every elbow.and turn,
The filter’d tribute of the rough woodl&nd
O! hither lead thy feet! -
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Pour round mine ears the livelong bleat o

Of the thick-fleeced sheep from wattled folds, !
Upon the ndged wolds,

When the first matin-song hath waken’d loud

Over the dark dewy earth forlorn,

What time the amber morn .

Forth. gushes frem beneath a low hung eloud. :

v

La.rge downes .doth the- raptured eye . .
To the young spirit present S
When first shé is wed; -
And like a: bride of old
In triumph led, ' .
With music and sweet showers -
Of festal flowers, . .
Unto the dwelling she must sway. - - o
Well hast thou done, great artist Memory, .
In setting round thy first experiment,. ..
With royal frame-work of wrought gold ;
Needs must thou dearly love thy first essay,
And foremost in thy various gallery
Place it, where sweetest sunhght fa,lls
Upon the ‘storied ‘walls ; ;
- For the discovery -
And newness of thine art so- plea.sed tbee
‘That all which thou hast drawn of fairest
Or boldest since,” but lightly weighs
With thee unto the love thou bearest. - -
The first-born of - thy: gemus Artlst-hke, .
Ever retiring thou dost ‘ :
On the prime labour of t ine early days:
No matter what the sketch might be Sl
Whether the high field on the bushless Plke, S
Or even a sand-built ridge : <
Of heaped hills that mound the sea, :
Overblown with murmurs harsh,
Or even a lowly cottage whence we see -
Stretch’d wide and wild the waste enormous ma.rsh
Where from the frequent bridge .. ..«
Like emblems of infinity, - S
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The trenched waters run from sky to sky ;
Or a garden bower’d close .
With plaited alleys of the trailing rose,
Long alleys falling down to twilight grots,
Or opening upon level plots

Of crowned lilies, standing' near
Purple-spiked lavender :

Whither in after life retired

From brawling storms,

From weary wind,

With youthful fancy relnsplred

We may hold converse with all forms

Of the many-sided mind,

And those whom passion hath not blinded,
Subtle-thoughted, myriad-mpinded.

My friend, with you to live alone,

Were how much’ better than to own

A crown, a sceptre, and a throne !

O strengthen me, enlighten me !

I faint in this obscurity,

Thou dewy dawn of memory.

SONG

I

A spiriT haunts the year’s last hours
Dwelling amid these yellowing bowers :
To himself he talks;
For at eventide, listening earnest,ly,
At his work you may hear him sob and sigh
In the walks; .
Earthward he boweth the. heavy stalks
Of the mouldering flowers :
Heavily hangs the broad sunflower
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ; ;
Heavily hangs the hollyhock, .
Heavily bangs the tiger-lily.
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II

The air is damp, and hush’d, and close,’
As a sick man’s room when he taketh repose
An hour before death ;
My very heart faints and my whole soul grieves
At the moist rich smell of the rotting leaves,
And the breath )
Of the fading edges of box beneath,
And the year’s last rose.
Heavily hangs the broad sunflower
Over its grave i’ the earth so chilly ;
Heavily hangs the hollyhock,
Heavily hangs the tiger-lily.
Wi ’
THE POET ¢ , -~
THE poet in a golden clime was born,
With golden stars above ; .
Dower’d with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,
The love of love.

He saw thro’ life and death, thro’ good and ill,
He saw thro’ his own souly
The marvel of the everlasting ‘will,
(An openﬂgprol!)*_‘ T

Beforo him lay )] With echoing feet he threaded
The secretest walks of fame
The viewless arrows of his thoughts were headed
And wing'd with flame,
R !
Like Indian reeds blown from his silver tongue,
And of so fierce a flight,
From Calpe unto Caucasus they sung,
Filling with light

T T S
And )Vagra.nt melodies the winds which bore
Them earthward till they lit |
Then, like the arrow-seeds of the field flower,
The fruitful wit

¢
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Cleaving, took root and springing forth anew
Where'er they fell behold, '
Like to the mother plant in sembl&nce, grew
A flower all gold,

4 Bravely furnish’d all abroad to fling
The winged shafts of truth,
To throng with stately blooms’ the Jbreathing spring
Of Hope and Youth.

So many minds did gird their grbs with beams,
Tho’ one did fling the I R
Heaven flow’d upon the sou
Of high desire.

Thus truth was multiplied on truth, the world
Like one great garden show’d,
And thro’ the wreaths of floating da.rk upcurld
Rare sunrise flow'd. -

ma,ny dreams

And Freedom rear’d in that august sunrise
Her beautiful bold brow, .
When rites and forms before lus burnmg eyes
Melted like snow. -

There was no blood upon her_maiden, ro 3
Sunn’d by those orient skies ;
But round about the circles of the, globes
Of her keen eyes >

o T
An(f; in her raiment’s hem was traced in Hame )
WisnoM,“& name to shake
Al evil dreams of power—a sacred name.
And when she spake, :

Her words did gather thunder as they ran,
4B as the lightning to the thunder
Which follows it, riving the spirit of man,
Making earth wonder,

So was their meaning to her words. ' No sword

B Of wrath her right arm ;vdhn'l dh &:““"‘“\

ut' one poor poet’s seroll, and with his, word
N She shook the world.
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I

VEX not thou the poet’s mind
With thy shallow wit:

Vex not thou the poet’s mind ;
For thou canst not fathom it.
Clear and bright it should be ever,

Flowing like a crystal river;
Bright as light, and clear as wind.

i
Dark-brow’d sophist, come not anear ;
All the place is holy ground ;
Hollow smile and frozen sneer
Come not here..
Holy water will I .pour
Into every sﬁicyv flower
Of the laurel-shrubs that hedge it around.
The flowers would faint at your cruel cheer.
In your eye there is death,
There is frost in your breath -
Which would blight the plants. -
Where you stand you cannot hear
From the groves within
The wild-bird’s din. )
In the heart of the garden the merry bird chants,
It would fall to the ground if you came in,
In the middle leaps a fountain
Like sheet lightning,
Ever brightening
With a low melodious thunder ;
All day and all night it is ever drawn
From the brain of the purple mountain
Which stands in the distance yonder:
It springs on a level of bowery lawn,
And the mountain draws it from Heaven above,
And it sings a song of undying love;
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And yet, tho’ its voice be so clear and full,

You never would hear it; your ears are so dull;
So keep where you are: you are foul with sin;
It would shrink to the earth if you came in.

THE SEA-FAIRIES

Svow sail'd the weary mariners and saw, -
Betwixt the green brink and the running foam,
Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms prest
To little harps of gold; and while they mused,
Whispering to each other half in fear,

Shrill music reach’d them on the middle sea.

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

Whither away from the high green field, and the happy
blossoming shore ?

Day and night to the billow the fountain calls ;

Down shower the gambolling waterfalls

From wandering over the lea :

Out of the live-green heart of the dells

They freshen the silvery-crimson shells,

And thick with white bells the clover-hill swells

High over the full-toned sea :

O hither, come hither and furl yonr saxls,

Come hither to me and to me: * -

Hither, come hither and- frolic and play ;

Here it is only the mew that wails;

We will sing to you all the day:

Mariner, mariner, furl your sails,

For here are the blissful downs and dales,

And merrily merrily carol the gales, .

And the spangle dances in bight and bay,

And the rainbow forms and ﬂles on the land

Over the islands free ; ‘

And the rainbow lives in the c¢urve of the sand ;

Hither, come hither and see;

And the rainbow hangs on the poising wave,
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And sweet is the colour of cove and cave,

And sweet shall your welcome be:

O hither, come hither, and be our lords,

For merry brides are we:

We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak sweet words

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten

With pleasure and love and jubilee :

O listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten

When the sharp clear twang of the golden chords

Runs up the ridged sea.

Who can light:on as happy a shore

All the wo:‘fd o’er, all the world o’er ?

Whither away ? hst.en and stay : mariner, mariner,
fly no more..

THE DYING SWAN

I

THE plain was grassy, wild and bare,
Wide, wild, and open to the air,
Which had built up everywhere
An under-roof of doleful grey.
With an inner voice the river ran,
Adown it floated a dying swan,
And loudly did lament.
It was the middle of the day.
Ever the weary wind went on, - - -
And took the reed-tops as it went, .

II

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

One willow over the river wept,
And shook the wave as the wind did sxgh
Above in.the wind was the swallow, ;
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Chasing itself at its own wild will,
And far thro’ the marish green and still
The tangled water-courses slept,

Shot over with purple, and green, and yellow.

I

The wild swan’s death-hymn took the soul

Of that waste place with joy '

Hidden in sorrow: at first to the ear

The warble was low, and full and clear;

And floating about the under-sky,

Prevailing in weakness, the coronach stole
Sometimes afar, and sometimes anear ;

But anon her awful jubilant voice,

With a music strange and manifold,

Flow’d forth on a carol free and bold ;

As when a mighty people rejoice

With shawms, and with cymbals, and harps of gold,
And the tumult of their acclaim is roll’'d

Thro’ the open gates of the city afar,

To the shepll’:erd who watcheth the evening star.
And the creeping mosses and clambering weeds,
And the willow-branches hoar and dank,

And the wavy swell ‘of the soughing reeds,

And the wave-worn horns of the echoing bank,
And the silvery marish-flowers that throng

The desolate creeks and pools among,

Were flooded over with eddying song.

A DIRGE
L

Now is done thy long day’s work ;

Fold thy palms across thy breast, .

Fold thine arms, turn to thy rest.
Let them rave..

Shadows of the silver birk

Sweep the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.
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I .
Thee nor carketh care nor slander ;
Nothing but the small cold worm
Fretteth thine enshrouded form.
Let them rave.
Light and shadow ever wander
O’er the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

m '
Thou ‘wilt not turn upon thy bed ;
Chaunteth not the brooding bee
Sweeter tones than calumny ?
Let them rave. v

Thou wilt never raise thine he
From the green that folds thy grave.

- Let them rave. a

: v :
Crocodiles wept tears for thee ;
The woodbine and eglatere :
Drip sweeter dews than traitor's tear.

» Let them rave.
Rain makes music in the tree
O’er the IgJ:een that folds thy grave.

' t them rave.

. v .
Round thee blow, self-pleached deep,
Bramble-roses, -faint and pale,
. And long purples of the dale.
Let them rave.
These in every shower creep
Thro’ the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

vI
The gold-eyed kingcups fine ;-
The frail bluebell peereth over
Rare broidry of the purple clover. -
Let them rave, :
Kings have no such couch as thine,
As the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave. -



A DIRGE
vir .
éWé(lld words ws}ndefr here ;nd")there s
’s great gift of speech abused
Makes thy memory confused :
ut let them rave.
The balm-cricket carols clear -
In the green that folds thy grave.
Let them rave.

THE KRAKEN

Berow the thunders of the. upret deep ;
Far far beneath in the abysmal sea, :
His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep
The Kraken sleepeth : faintest sunlights flee
iAlbout. his shadowy sides : la.bo've linm ;w;lell h

sponges of millennial growth and height ;
A:cgle far away into the sickly light,
From many a wondrous grot and secret cell
Unnumber’d and enormous polypi - : v
Winnow with giant fins the slumbering green.
There hath he lain for ages and will lie
Battening upon huge seaworms in his sleep,
Until the latter fire shall heat the deep ;
Then once by men and angels to be seen,
In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die.

THE BALLAD OF ORIANA

My heart is wasted with my woe, -
Oriana. -
There is no rest for me below,

Oriana. i
When the long dun wolds are ribb’d with snow,
And loud the Norland whirlwinds blow,
Oriana,
Alone I wander to and fro
Oriana. o
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Ere the l:ght on dark was growing,

At midni ht the cock was crowing,
rigna :
Winds were blowing, waters flowing,
We hea.rt(l) the steega to battle going,
riana
Aloud the hollow bugle blowmg,
Oriana.

In the yew-wood black as night,
Oriana,
Ere I rode into the fight,

riana, o
While blissful tears blinded my sight
By st&r~shine and by moonlight,

Oria;
I to thee my troth did plight,
Oriana.

She stood upon the castle wall,
Oriana :

She watch’d my crest among them all,
Oriana :

She saw me fight, she heard me call,

When forth there staept a foeman: t&ll
Oriana,

Atween .me and the castle wall,
Oriana. »

The bitter arrow went aside,
Oriana :
The false, false arrow went aside,
Ona.na '
The damned .arrow glanced aside,
And pierced thy heart, my love, my bride,

Oriana *

Thy heart, my life, my love, my bride,
Oriana !

Oh! narrow, narrow was the space,
Oriana.

Loud, loud rung out the bugle’s brays,
Oriana.
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Oh'! deathful stabs ‘were dealt apaoce,

The battle deepen’d in its place, -
Oriana ;

But I was down upon my fa.oe,
Oriana. v

They should have stabb’d me where I la.y,'

Oriana !

How could I rise and come a.way,
Oriana ?

How could I look upon the day ?

They should have stabb’d me where I lay,
Oriana—

They should have trod me into clay,
Oriana.

O breaking heart: that will not bmeak
Oriana !

O pale, pale face so sweet. and meek,
Oriana ! .

Thou smilest, but thou dest mot speak

And then the tears run down my. cheek,
Oriana: -

What wantest thou ? whom dost thou seek,
Oriana ?

I cry aloud: none hear my cries,
Oriana.

Thou comest atween me and the skies,
Oriana.

I feel the tears of blood. a.rlse

Up from my heart unto my eyes,
Oriana. :

Within thy heart my arrow lles.
Oriana. .

- O cursed hand! O cursed ‘blow !
Oriana !

O happy thou that liest low,
Oriana ! '

All night the silence seems to flow

Beside me in my utter woe,
Oriana.

A weary, weary way I go,
Oriana. -

31
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When Norland winds pipe down the sea,

Oriana,
I walk, I dare not think of thee,
Oriana.

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

riana.
I hear the roaring of the sea,
Oriana.

CIRCUMSTANCE

Two children in two neighbour villages

Playing mad pranks along the heathy leas;

Two strangers meeting at a festival ; ‘
Two lovers whispering by an orchard wall ;

Two lives bound fast in one with golden ease ;
Two graves grass-green beside a grey church-tower,
Wash’d with still rains and daisy-blossomed ;
Two children in one hamlet born and bred ;

So runs the round of life from hour to hour.

THE MERMAN

I

WHo would be

A merman bold,

Sitting -alone,

Singing alone

Under the sea,

With a crown of gold,
* On a throne ?

II

I would be a merman bold ;
I would sit and sing the whole of the day ;-
I would fill the sea-halls with a voice of power ;
But at night I would roam abroad and play
With the mermaids in and out of the rocks,
Dressing their hair with the white sea-flower ;
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And holding them back by their flowing locks
I would kiss them often under the sea, = -
And kiss them again till they kiss’d: me
Laughingly, laughingly ; : -
And then we would .w r. .awWay, a.way
To the pale-green sea-groves straight and hlgh
Chasing . each other merrily. .
‘ur .
There would be neither moon nor star ;.
But the wave would make music above us afar—
Low thunder and light in the magic mght—
Neither moon nor. star.. .
We would call aloud in the dreamy dells
Call to each other and whoop and cry
All night, merrily, merrily ; N
They would pelt me with starry spangles and ‘shells,
Laughing 'and clapping their hands between,
All t, merrily, merrily : -
But I wo throw to them back in mme
Turkis and agate and almondine:. .
Then leaping out upon them unseen -,
I would kiss them often under the sea,
And kms them a%am till they kiss’d me
hingly, laughingly.
Oh! what & happy life were mine:
Under the-hollow-hung ceean green ! :°
Soft are the moss-beds under the' sea ;
We would live merrily, merrily. . - .

‘THE MERMAID -
L L
Weoe would -be °
tsl merm:id fair,
nging alone,
Combing her hair
-Under the sea,
~ In a golden eurl :
With a comb of pearl,
- On-a throne ?
3 c
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T RES ¢ .
I would be & mermaid fair; e
I would sing to myself the whole of the day ;
With & comb of pearl I would comb my hair ;
And still as I comb’d T would sing and say, -
‘ Who 1i8 it loves me ? - who loves not me 7’
I would comb my hair till' my ringlets would fall,
Low adown, low adown,
From under my starry sea-bud crown
Low adown and around,

And I should look like a fountain of gold

Springing alone
Wit,gn:g;hgill inner sound, ~
Over the throne S
In the midst of the hall ;- R
Till that great sea-snake under the sea :
From his coiled eleeps in the central deeps:
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold S
Round the hall wheré I sate, and look in at the gate
With his large calm eyes for the love of me.”
And all the mermen under the sea - ' -
Would feel their immortalit e
Die in their hearts for the love of me. = '~
But at night I would wander away, away,
I would fling on each side my: low-flowing locks,
And lightly veult from the throne and play
With the mermen.in and .out of the rocks ;
We would run to and fro, and hide and seek,
On the broad sea-wolds in the crimson shelle,
Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea.
But if any came near I would call, and shriek,
And adown the steep like a wave I would leap
From the diamond-ledges that jut from the dells ;
For I would not be kiss’d by all who would list,
Of the bold merry mermen ander the sea ;
They would sue me, and woo me, and flatter me,
In the purple twilights under the sea ;
Bat the king of them all would carry me
Woo me, and win me, and: marry me,
In the branching jaspers under the sea ;
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Then all the dry pied things that be

In the hueless mosses under .the sea

Would curl round my silver feet silently,

All looking up for the love of me.

And if I should carol aloud, frem: aloft . '
All things that are forked, and horned, aad soit‘
Would lean out from the hollow spheré o£ the sea,
All looking down. for ‘the love of me

. SONNET TO J. M. K.

My hope and heart is ‘with thee-—thou 'wilt be

A latter Luther, and a ‘soldier-priest o

To scare church-harpies from the master’s” fea,st
Our dusted velvets have much need’ of ‘thee:

Thou art no sabbath-drawler of old saws,
Distill’d from some worm-cankerd. homlly, L
But spurr’d at heart with fieriest energy .

To embattail and to wall about: ‘thy cause
With iron-worded proof, hating to hark .. .
The humming of the drowsy, pulplt-drone Lo
Half God’s iood sabbath, while the worn-out clerk
Brow-beats is desk below. Thou from a throne
Mounted in heaven wilt shoet ifito the dark - ’
Arrows of lightnings. I will stand and mark.

THE winds, as at their hour of birth,
Leaning upon the ridged sea,
Breathed low around the rolhng ea.rt,h
With mellow preludes, ‘ We are free :
The streams through many a lilied row |
Down-carolling to the crisped sea,
Low-tinkled with a bell-like flow
Atween. the blossoms, ‘ We are free.’ .

'
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My life is full of- weary days, o
But good things have not kept aloof
Nor wander’d into other ways: .
I have not lack’d thy mild reproof,
Nor golden largess of thy praise.

S S .
And now shake hands across the brmk
Of that deep .grave to which
Shake hands once more: I cannot smk
So far—far down, but I shall know .
Thy voice, and answer. from below,

‘1m
When in tbe darkness over me :
The four-handed mole shall scrape,
Plant thou no dusky cypress-tree, ,
Nor wreathe thy eap with doleful crape,
But pledge me in’ the ﬂowmg grape o

And when,tbe;mppy-,ﬁeld and wood. . .
Grow green beneath the showery grey,.

And rugged barks in to bud,
And through damp holts, new- flush’d with may,
Ring sudden laughters of therjay ;

: V. o
Then let wise Nature work her will
And on my clay her darnels grow,
Come only, when the days are still,
And at my headstone whisper low,
And tell me if the woodbines. blow,

vi
If thou art blest, my mother’s smlle
Undimmed, if bees are on the wing:
Then cease, my friend, a little while,
That I may bhear the throstle sing
His bridal song, the boast of spring.
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, o VEL S o
Sweet as the noise in parched plains
Of bubbling wells that fret the stones
(If any sense in me remaing), ¢
Thy words will be; thy cheerful tones
As welcome to ‘my crumbling bones.
- BUONAPARTE .

HE thought to quell the stubborn hearts of oak,
Madman !'—to chain with chains, and bind with bands
That island queen that sways the floods and lands
From Ind to Ind, but in fair daylight woke, '
When from her wooden walls, lit by sure hands,
With thunders, and with lightnings, and with -smoke,
Peal after peal, the British battle broke,
Lulling the brine against the .Coptic sands.. ;.
We taught him lowlier moods, when Elsinore.
Heard the war moan along the distant sea,
Rocking with shattered spars, with sudden fires
Flamed over: at Trafalgar yet once. more : -
We taught him: late he learned humility.
Perforce, like those whom Gideon school’d with briers.

THE LADY OF SHALOTT

Part I

ON either side the river lie o
Long fields of barley and of rye, =
That clothe the wol}t’i', 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.
Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dusk and shiver .
Thro® the wave that runs for ever' ' '
By the island in the river |

" Flowing down to Camelot.
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT

Four grey walls, and four grey towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And ‘the silent isle imbowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veil’d,
Slide the heavy barges trail’d
K slow horses; and unhail’d
The sha.llop ﬂntteth silken-sail'd
down to Camelot :
But who lmth seen her wayve 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 uplainds airy,

Listening, whispers "Tm the fairy
Lady of Shalott.’

Part II

THERE she weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay.
She has heard a whisper say,
Acurselsonherlfsestay

' To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be,
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,

'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
Wmdmg down to Camelot:
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There the river eddy whirls, = -

And there the surlyvillage-churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls, - .
- . Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes. & troop of damsels glad, .
An abbot. on an ambling s .
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
Or long-hair’d page in crimson clad, -
.. Goes by to tower'd Camelot ;
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
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,

Came two young lovers lately wed ;

‘I am half sick of shadows,” said .
The Lady of Shalott.

Parr IIT
A Bow-sHOT from her bower-eaves,
He rode between the. barley-sheaves,
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,
That sparkled on the yellow field,
_ Beside remote Shalott.

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:
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT

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 curls as on he rode,
' As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He 