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x PREFACE

Some pocms, as Gray’s Elegy, the Allegro and. Pen-
seroso, Wordsworth’s Ruth or Campbell’s Lord Ullin,
might be claimed with perhaps equal justice for
a narrative or descriptive sclection : whilst with
reference especially to Ballads and Sonnets, the
Editor can only state that he has taken his utmost
pains to decide without caprice or partiality.

This also is all he can plead in regard to a point
even more liable to guestion ;—what degree of merit
should give rank among the Best. That a Poem
shall be worthy of thewriter's genius,—that it shall
reach a perfection commensurate with its aim,—that
we should require finish in proportion to brevity,—
that passion, colour, and originality cannot atonc for
serious imperfections in clearness, unity, or truth,—
that a few good lines do not make a good poem,—that
popular estimate is serviceable as a guidepost more
than as a compass,—above all, that l8xcelicnce should
be looked forrather in the Whole than in the Parts,—
such and other such canons have been always steadily
regarded. He may however add that the picces
chosen, and a far larger number rejected, have been
carefully and repeatedly considered; and that he
has bLeen aided throughout by two friends of inde-
pendent and exercised judgement, besides the dis-
tinguished person addressed in the Dedication. It
is hoped that by this procedure the volume has been
freed from that one-sidedness which must beset
individual decisions :—but for the final choice the
Editor is alone responsible,

It would obviously have been invidious to apply
the standard aimed at in this Collection to the Living,
Nor, even in ihe cases where this might be done
without offence, does it appear wise to atterupt to
anticipate the verdict of the Future on our contem-
poraries, Should the book last, pocms by Tennyson,
Bryant, Clare, Lowell, and others, will no doubt
claim and obtain their place among the best. But
the Editor trusts that this will be cffected by other
hands, and in days far distant.

Chalmers’ vast collection, with the whole works of
all accessible pocts not contained in it, and the best
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Anthologies of different periods, have been twice
systematically read through; and it is hence im-
probable that any omissions which may be regretted
are due to oversight. The poems are printed entire,
except in o very few instances (specified in the notes)
where a stanza has been omitted. The omissions
have been risked only when the piece could be thus
brought to a closer lyrical unity : and, as essentially
opposed to this unity, extracts, obviously such, are
excluded. In regard to the text, the purpose of the
book has appeared to justify the choice of the most
poetical verston, wherever more than one exists : and
much labour has been given to present each poem,
in disposition, spellicg, and punctuation, to tho
greatest advantage.

For the permission under which the copyright
pieces are inserted, thanks are due to the respective
Proprietors, without whose liberal concurrence the
scheme of the collection would have been defeated,

In the arrangement the most poectically-effective
order has been attempted. The English mind has
passed through phases of thought and cultivation so
various and so opposed during these three centuries
of Poetry, that a rapid passage between Qld and New,
like rapid alteration of the cye's focusin looking at
the landscape, will always be wearisome and hurtful
to the sense of Beauty. The poems have been there-
fore distributed into Books corresponding, I to the
ninety years closing about 1616, II thence to 1700,
III to 1800, IV to the half century just ended. Or,
looking at the Poets who more or less give each
portion its distinctive character, they might be called
the Books of Shakespeare, Milton, Gray, and Words-
worth. The volume, in this respect, so far as the
limitations of its range allow, accurately reflects the
natural growth and evolution of our Poetry. A
rigidly chronological sequence, however, rather fits
a collection eiming at jnstruction than at pleasure,
and the Wisdom which comes through Pleasure :—
within cach book the pieces have therefore been
arranged in gradations of feeling or subject. The
devclopment of the symphoniesof Mozart and Beeth-


















SHAKESPEARE s

3
TIME AND LOVE
I

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced
The rich proud cost of out-worn buried age ;
When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed,
And brass eternal slave to mortal rage ;

Wlen I have seen the hungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store ;

When I have seen such interchange of state,
Or state itself confounded to decay,

Ruin hath taught me thus to rominate—

That Time will come and take my Love away :

—This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
W. SHAKESPEARE

4

1

Since brass, nor stone, nor carth, nor boundlcss sea,
But sad mortality o’ersways their power,

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,
Whose action is no stronger than a flower ?

O how shall summer’s honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout

Nor gates of stecl so strong, but time decays ?

O fearful meditation ! where, alack !

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid ?
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back,
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid ?

O ! none, unless this miracle have might,
That in black ink my love may still shine bright,
W. SHAKESPEARE















8 SHAKESPEARE

11

How like & winter hath my absence been

From Thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year !
What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen,
What old December’s bareness everywhere !

And yet this time removed was summer’s time :
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
Bearing the wanton burden of the prime

Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease :

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me

But hope of orphans, and unfather'd fruit ;
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
And, thou away, the very birds are mute ;

Or if they sing, tis with so dull a cheéer,
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near,
V. SHAKESPEARE

12
A CONSOLATION

When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes
1 all alone heweep my outeast state,

And trouble deaf heaven with my hootless cries,
And look upon myself, and curse my fate ;

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possest,
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 Thec—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.
V. SHAKESPEARE






























18 SHAKESPEARE

When all around the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw,
And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw ;
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl—
Then nightly sings the staring owl

Tuwhoo !
Tuwhit! tuwhoo! A merry note!
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.
W. SHAKESPEARE

28

That time of year thou may’st in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west,

Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up 2ll in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie

As the death-bed whercon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourish’d by :

—This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more
strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
W. SHAKESPEARE

29
REMEMBRANCE
When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,

1 sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time’s wasto ;
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Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
And weep afresh love’s long-since-cancell’d woe,
And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight.

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before :

—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,
All losses are restored, and sorrows end.
W. SHAKESPEARE

30
REVOLUTIONS

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore
So do our minutes hasten to their end ;

Fach changing place with that which gloes before,
In sequent toil all forwards do contend,

Nativity, once in the main of light,

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight,

And Time that gave, doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,
And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow ;
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow :

And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand
Praising Thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
W. SHAKESPEARE

31

Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing,
And like enough thou know'st thy estimate :
The charter of thy worth gives theo releasing ;
My bonds in thee are all determinatc.






|
&8
& ‘r-ﬂ > v‘\
=7 “;3\*
- * PEy
o3 PY TR
-H,{ ot
<o Y1 .
1 YA
€= o
-\ 2T
o o
- ‘_'b.
YRIS\Y

HAPQ [IIWhiokik B0

2 SIR T. WYAT 21

a3

And wilt thou leave me thus ?
Say nay! say nay! for shame,
To save thee from the blame
Of all my grief and grame.
And wilt thou leave me thus ?
Say nay ! say nay!

And wilt thou leave me thus ?
That hath loved thee so long
In wealth and woe among :
And is thy heart so strong

As for to leave me thus ?

Say nay ! say nay!

And wilt thou leave me thas,
That hath given thee my heart
Never for to depart

Neither for pain nor smart :
And wilt thou leave me thus ?
Say nay ! say nay!

And wilt thou leave me thus,
And have no more pity

Of him that loveth thee ?
Alas! thy cruelty !

And wilt thou leave me thus ?

Say nay ! say nay!
Sir T. Wyar

34.
THE NIGHTINGALE

As it fell upon a day
In the merry month of May,
Sitting in a %fasant shade

l(ﬁl’fn%rtles made,

“Papoje aonauoeuh
Usp. Op.: I+2
Curwavypa. N2l N1 —4 (052 ,f)









24 SHAKESPEARE

33
TO HIS LUTE

My lute, be as thou wert when thou didst grow
With thy green mother in some shady grove,
When immelodious winds but made thee move,
And birds their ramage did on thee bestow,

Since that dear Voice which did thy sounds approve,
Which wont in such harmonious strains to flow,

Is reft from Earth to tune those spheres above,
What art thou but a harbinger of woe ?

Thy pleasing notes be pleasing notes no more,

But orphang’ wailings to the fainting ear ;

Each stroke a sigh, each sound draws forth & tear ;
For which be silent as in woods before :

Or if that any hand to touch thee deign,
Like widow’d turtle still her loss complain.
W. DRCMMOND

39
BLIND LOVE

O me ! what eyes hath love put in my head
Which have no correspondence with true sight :
Or if they have, where is my judgement fled
That censures falsely what they see aright ?

If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,
What means the world to say it is not so ?
If it be not, then love doth well denote

Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s : No,

How can it 2 O how can love's cye be true,
That is so vex’d with watching and with tears ?
No marvel then though I mistake my view :
The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning Love ! with tears thou keep’st me hlind,
Lest eyes well-secing thy foul faults should find !
W. SHAKESPLEARE
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40
THE UNFAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS

While that the sun with his beams hot
Scorchéd the fruits in vale and mountain,
Philon the shepherd, late forgot,
Sitting beside a erystal fountain,

In shadow of a green oak-tree

Upon his pipe this song play’d he:
Adieu Love, adieu Love, untrue Love,
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love ;
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

So long as I was in your sight

T was your heart, your soul, and treasure ;

And evermore you sobb’d and sigh'd

Burning in flames beyond all measure :
~—Three days endured your love to me,
And it was lost in other three!

Adieu Love, adicu Love, untrue Love,

Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love :

Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

Another Shepherd you did see
To whom your heart was soon enchainéd ;
Full soon your love was leapt from me,
Full soon my place he had obtainéd.
Soon came a third, your love to win,
And we were out and he was ia,
Adieu Love, adieu Love, untrue Love,
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love ;
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.

Surc you have made me passing glad
That you your mind so soon removéd,
Before that I the leisure had

To choose you for my best belovéd :
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For all your love was past and done
Two days before it was begun :—
Adieu Love, adieu Love, untrue Love,
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love;
Your mind is light, soon lost for new love.
AXor.

41
A RENUXNCIATION

If women could be fair, and yet not fond,

Or that their love were firm, not fickle still,

I would not marvel that they make men bond
By service long to purchase their goodwill ;
But when I see how frail those creatures are,
I muse that men forget themsclves so far.

To mark the chaice they make, and how they change,
How oft from Phoebus they do flee to Pan;
Unsettled still, like haggards wild they range,

These gentle birds that fly from man to man ;

Who would not scorn and shake them from the fist,
And let them fly, fair fools, which way they list ?

Yet for disport we fawn and flatter both,
To pass the time when nothing else can plcase,
And train them to our lure with subtle oath,
Till, weary of their wiles, ourselves we case ;
And then we say when we their faney try,
To play with fools, O what a fool was I'!
E. Vere, EARL or OXFORD

42

Blow, blow, thou winier wind,
Thou art not so unkind

As man’s ingratitude ;

"Thy tooth is not so keen
Because thou art not seen,
Although thy breath be rude.
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My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O prepare it !

My part of death, no one so truc
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet
On my black coffin let there be strown ;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
Aly poor corpse, where my bones shall bo thrown :
A thousand thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O where
Sad true lover never find my grave,
To weep there,
W. SHAKESPEARE

45
FIDELE

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun
Nor the furious winter's rages ;
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone and ta’en thy wages:
Golden Iads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust,

Fear no more the frown o' the grea,
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ;
Care no more to clothe and eat ;
To thee the reed is as the oak :
The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning-flash
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ;
Fear not slander, censure rash ;
Thou hast finish’d joy and moan :
All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.
V. SHAKESPEARE












HEYWO0OOD

Wake from thy nest, robin redbreast,
Sing birds in every furrow ;
And from each hill, let music shrill
- Give my fair Love good-morrow !
Blackbird and thrush in every bush,
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow !
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves
Sing my fair Love good-morrow ;
To give my Love good-morrow
Sing birds in every furrow !
. Heywoop

53
PROTHALAMION

Calm was the day, and through the trembling air

Sweet-breathing Zephyrus did softly play—

A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay

Hot Titan’s beams, which then did glister fair ;

When I (whom sullen care,

Through discontent of my long fruitless stay

In princes’ court, and expectation vain

Of idle hopes, which still do fly away

Like empty shadows, did aflict my brain),

Walk'd forth to ease my pain

Along the shore of silver-strecaming Thames ;

Whose rutty bank, the which his river hems,

1Was painted all with variable flowers,

And all the meads adorn’d with dainty gems

Tit to deck maidens’ howers,

And crown their paramours

Ageinst the bridal day, which is not long :
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song,

There in a meadow hy the river’s side

A flock of nymphs I chancéd to espy,

All lovely daughters of the flood thereby,
With goodly greenish locks all loose untied
As each had been a bride ;
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And exch one had o little wicker basket

Made of fine twigs, entrailéd curiously,

In which they gather'd flowers to fill their flasket,

And with fine fingers cropt full feateously

The tender stalks on high.

Of every sort which in that meadow grew

They gather'd some ; the violet, pallid blue,

The little daisy that at evening closes,

The virgin lily and the primrose true :

With store of vermeil roses,

To deck their bridegrooms’ posies

Against the bridal day, which was not long :
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song.

With that I saw two swans of goodly hue

Come softly swimming down glong the lee ;

Two fairer birds I yet did never sec;

The snow which doth the top of Pindus strow

Did never whiter show,

Nor Jove himself, when he o swan would be

For love of Leda, whiter did appear ;

Yet Leda was (they say) as white as he,

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near ;

So purely white they were

That even the gentle stream, the which them bare,

Seem’d foul to them, and bade his billows spare

To wet their silken feathers, lest they might

Soil their fair plumes with water not so fair,

And mar their beauties bright

That shone as Heaven’s light

Against their bridal day, which was not long :
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song.

Eftsoons the nymphs, which now had flowers their fll,
Ran all in haste to see that silver brood
As they came floating on the crystal flood ;
Whom when they saw, they stood amazéd still
Their wondering eyes to fill ;
Them secm’d they never saw a sight so fair
Of fowls, so lovely, that they sure did deem
Then heavenly born, or to be that same pair
D
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Let endless peace yaur steadfast hearts accord,
And blessed plenty wait upon your board ;
And let your bed with pleasures chaste abound,
That fruitful issue may to you aiford
Which may your foes confound,
And make your joys redound
Upon your bridal day, which is not long :
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song.

So ended she; and all the rest around

To her redoubled that her undersong,

Which said their bridal day should not be long :

And gentle Echo from the neighbour ground

Their accents did resound.

So forth those joyous birds did pass along

Adown the lee that to them murmur’d low,

As he would speak but that he lack'd a tongue,

Yet did by signs his glad affection show,

Making his stream run slow,

And alt the fowl which in his flood did dwell

*Gan flock about these twain, that did excel

The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend

The lesser stars.  So they, enrangéd well,

Did on those two attend,

And their best service lend

Against their wedding day, which was not long :
Sweet Thames ! run softly, till I end my song.

At length they all to merry London came,

To merry London, my most kindly nurse,

That to me gave this life’s first native source,
Though from another place I take my name,

An house of ancient fame :

There when they camc whercas thosc bricky towers
The which on Thames’ broad aged back do ride,
Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers,
There whilome wont the Templar-knights to bide,
Till they decay’d through pride ;

Next whereunto thore stands a stately place,
Where oft I gainéd gifts and goodly grace









8 SHAKESPEARE

Like to an eye of gold to be fix'd there,

And firm to hover in that empty height,
That only is because it is so light.

—But in that pomp it doth not long appear ;
For when “tis most admired, in a thought,

Because it erst was nought, it turns to nought.
W. DrUMMOND

56
SOUL AND BODY

Poor Soul, the centre of my sinful earth,
Fool'd by those rebel powers that thee array,
Why dost thou pine within, and suffer dearth,
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay ?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ?
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge ? is this thy body’s end ?

Then, Soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,
And let that pine to aggravate thy store;
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ;
¥ithin be fed, without he rich no more :—

So shait thou feed on death, that feeds on men,
And death once dead, there ’s no more dying then.
. SHAKESPEARE

57
LITE

The World’s a bubble, and the Life of Man
Less than a span ;

In his conception wretched, from the womb
So to the tomb ;

Curst from his cradle, and brought up to years
1With cares and fears.

Who then to frail mortality shall trust,

But limns on water, or but writes in dust,










































52

AARVELL

So restless Cromwell could not cease
In the inglorious arts of peace,
But through adventurous war
Urgéd his active star :

And like the three-fork’d lightning fust,
Breaking the clouds where it was nurst,
Did thorough his own side
His fiery way divide :

For “tis all one to courage high
The emulous, or chemy ;
And with such, to enciose
Is more than to oppose,

Then burning through the air he went
And palaees and temples rent ;

And Caesar’s head at last

Did through his laurels blast,

"Tis madness to resist or biame

The face of angry heaven’s flame ;
And if we would speak true,
Much to the Man is due

Who, from his private gardens, where
He lived reservéd and austere

{As if his highest plot

To plant the hergamot),

Could by industrious valour climb

To ruin the great work of .time,
And cast the Kingdoms old
Into another mould.

Though Justice against Fate compiain,
And plead the ancient Rights in vain—
But those do hold or bresk
As men are strong or weak,

Nature, that hateth emptiness,
Alows of penetration less,
And therefore must make room
Where greater spirits come.
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Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine,

The white pink, and the pansy freak'd with jet,
The glowing violet,

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,
And every flower that sad embroidery wears :
Bid Amaranthus all his beaunty shed,

And daffodillies fill their cups with tears

To strew the laureat hearse where Lycid lies.
For g9 to interpose a little ease,

Let our {rail thoughts dally with false surmise ;
Ay me! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas
Wash far away,—where'er thy bones are hurl’d,
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides

Where thou perhaps, under the whelining tide,
Visitest the botton of the monstrous world ;

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied,
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,

Where the great Vision of the guarded mount
Looks towards Namancos and Bayona’s hold,
—Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with rutiz :
—Aand, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth !

1Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more,
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead,
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor ;
So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky :
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high
Through the dear might of Him that walk’d the
waves;
Where, other groves and other streams along,
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves,
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and Ilove.
There entertain him all the saints above
In solemn troops, and sweet societies,
That sing, and singing, in their glory move,
And wipe the tears for cver from his eyes,















64

JONSON

Who hath his life from rumours freed,
Whose conscience is his strong retreat ;
Whose state can neither flattevers feed,
Nor ruin make accusers great ;

Who God doth late and early pray
More of His grace than gifts to lend ;
And entertains the harmless day
With a well-chosen book or friend ;

—This man is freed from servile bands
Of hope to rise, or fear to fall ; -
Lord of himself, though not of lands;

And having nothing, yet hath zll.
Sz H. Worrox

73
THE NOBLE NATURE

It is not growing like a tree
In hulk, doth make Man better be ;
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year,
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere :
Alily of a day
Is fairer far in May,
Although it fall and die that night—
It was the plant and flower of Light.
In small proportions we just beauties see ;
And in short measures life may perfect be.
B. Joxsox

74
THE GIFTS OF GOD

\When God at first made Man,
Having a glass of blessings standing by ;
Let us (said He) pour on him all we can :
Let the world’s riches, which disperséd lie,

Contract into a span.




















































































92

HERRICK

Stay, stay,
Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the even-song ;
And, having pray’d together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a Spring ;
As quick a growth to mect decay
As you, or any thing.
We die,
As your hours do, and dry
Away
Like to the Summnier’s rain ;
Or as the pearls of morning’s dew
Ne’er to be found again,
R. HerricR

111
THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN

How vainly men themselves amaze

To win the palm, the oak, or bays,
And their incessant labours sce
Crown’d from some single herh or tree,
Whose short and narrow-vergéd shade
Docs pradently their toils upbraid ;
While all the flowers and trees do close
To weave the garlands of Repose.

Fair Quiet, have I found thee here,
And Innocence thy sister dear ?
Mistaken long, I sought you then
In husy companies of men :

Your sacred plants, if here below,
Only among the plants will grow :
Soecicty is all but rude

To this delicious solitude.



























MILTON

But, O sad Virgin, that thy power
Might raise Musaeus from his bower,
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing
Such notes as, warbled to the string,
Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek
And made Hell grant what Love did seck ¢
Or call up him that left half-told
The story of Cambuscan bold,
Of Camball, and of Algarsife,
And who had Canacé to wife,
That own’d the virtuous ring and glass,
And of the wondrous horse of brass
On which the Tartar king did ride :
And if aught else great bards beside
In sage and solemn tunes have sung
Of turneys, and of trophies hung,
Of forests and enchantments drear,
Where more is meant than meets the car.

Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career,
Till civil-suited Morn appear,
Not trick’d and frounced as she was wont
With'the Attic Boy to hunt,
But kerchelt in a comely cloud
While rocking winds are piping loud,
Or usher’d with a shower stiil,
When the gust hath blown his fill,
Ending on the rustling leaves
With minute drops from off the eaves.
And when the sun begins to fling
His flaring beams, me, goddess, bring
To archéd walks of twilight groves,
And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves,
Of pine, or monumental oak,
Where the rude axe, with heavéd stroke,
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt
Or fright them from their hallow’d haunt.
There in close covert by some brook
Where no profaner eye may look,
Hide me from day’s garish eye,
1Vhile the bee with honey’d thigh
'That at her flowery work doth sing,
And the waters murmuring,
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And all the way, to guide their chime,
With falling oars they kept the time.
A. MARVELL

115
AT A SOLEMX MUSIC

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heaven’s joy,
Sphere-born harmonious Sisters, Voice and Verse !
Wed vour divine sounds, and mixt power employ
Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce;
And to our high-raised phantasy present
That undisturbéd Song of pure concent
Ay sung before the sapphire-colour’d throne
To Him that sits thereon,
With saintly shout and solema jubilee ;
Where the bright Seraphim in burning row
Their loud uplifted angel-trumpets blow ;
And the Cherubic host in thousand quires
Touch their immortal harps of golden wires,
With those just Spirits that wear victorious palms,
Hymns devout and holy psalms
Singing everlastingly :
Thus we on earth, with undiscording voice
May rightly answer that melodiouns noise ;
As once we did, till disproportion’d sin
Jarr'd against naturc’s chime, and with harsh din
Broke the fair music that all creatures made
To their great Lord, whose love their motion sway'd
In perfect diapason, whilst they stood
In first obedience, and their state of good.
Q may we soon again renew that Song,
And keep in tune with Heaven, till God ere long
To His celestial concert us unite,
To live with Him, and sing in endless morn of light!
J. Mirrox
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With ravish’d ears

The monareh hears,

Assumes the 3

Affects to noc?od ’

And seems to shake the spheres.

The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician
sung,
Ot Bacc]mg ever fair and ever young :
The jolly god in triumph comes !
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums !
Flusl’d with a purple grace
He shows his honest face :
Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes!
Bacchus, ever fair and young,
Drinking joys did first ordain ;
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure,
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure :
Rich the treasure,
Sweet the pleasure,
Sweet is pleasure after pain.

Soothed with the sound, the king grew vain ;
Fought all his battles o’er again,
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew
the slain !
The master saw the madness rise,
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ;
And while he Heaven and Earth defied
Changed his hand and check’d his pride.
He chose a mournful Muse
Soft pity to infuse :
He sung Darius great and good,
By too severe a fate
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high estate,
And weltering in his blood ;
Deserted, at his utmost need,
By those his former bounty fed ;
On the bare earth exposed he lies
With not a friend to close his eyes.
—1Vith downcast looks the joyless vietor sate,
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And the sparkles that flash from their eyes!
Behold a ghastly band,

Each a torch in his hand !

Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain
And unburied remain

Inglorious on the plain :

Give the vengeance due

To the valiant crew !

Behold how they toss their torches on high

How they point to the Persian abodes

And glittering temples of their hostile gods.
—The princes applaud with a furious joy :

And the King seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy ;
Thais led the way

To light him to his prey,

And {ike another Helen, fired another Troy !

—Thus, long ago,
Ere heaving bellows learn’d to blow,
While organs yet were mute,
Timotheus, to his breathing flute
And sounding lyre .
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soit desire.
At last divine Cecilia came,
Inventress of the voeal frame ;
The sweet enthusiast from her sacred store
Enlarged the former narrow hounds,
And added length to solemn sounds,
With Nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown befoze,
—Let old Timotheus yield the prize
Or hoth divide the crown ;
He raised a mortal to the skies ;
She drew an angel down !
J. DeYDEN
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Then let not what I cannot have
My cheer of mind destroy :
Whilst thus I sing, I am a king,
Although a poor blind boy.
C. CiBBER

120

ON A FAVOURITE CAT, DROWNED IN A
TUB OF GOLD FISHES

*Twas on a lofty vase’s side

Where China’s gayest art had dyed
The azure flowers that blow,
Demurest of the tabby kind

The pensive Selima, reclined,
Gazed on the lake below.

Her conscious tail her joy declared :
The fair round face, the snowy beard,
The velvet of her paws,

Her coat that with the tortoise vies,
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes—
She saw, and purr'd applause.

Still had she gazed, but *midst the tide
Two angel forms were seen to glide,
The Genii of the stream :

Their scaly armour’s Tyrian hue
Through richest purple, to the view
Betray’d a golden gleam.

The hapless Nymph with wonder saw :

A whisker first, and then a claw

With many an ardent wish

She stretch’d, in vain, to reach the prize—
What female heart can gold despise ?
What Cat's averse to Fish ?

Presumptuous maid ! with looks intent
Apain she stretch'd, again she bent,
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PHILIPS

Chirping forth thy petty joys,
anton in the change of toys,
Like the linnet green, in May
Flitting to each bloomy spray ;
VWearied then and glad of rest,
Like the linne$ in the nest i
This thy present happy lot
This, in time will be forgot :
Otlher pleasures, other cares,
Ever-busy Time prepares ;
And thou shalt in thy daughter see,
This picture, once, resembled thee,
A, Pumres

122

RULE, BRITANNIA

When Britain first at Heaven’s command

Arose from out the azure main,

This was the c¢harter of her land,

And guardian angels sung the strain :

Rule, Britannia ! Britanuia, rule the waves!

‘Britons never shall be slaves.,

The nations not so blest as thee

Must in their turn to tyrants fall,

Whilst thou shalt fourish great and free,

The dread and envy of them all.

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

More dreadiul from cach foreign stroke ;

As the loud blast that tears the skies

Serves but to root thy native oak.

Thee haughty tyrants ne’er shall tame ;

All their attempts to bend thee down

Will but arouse thy generous flame,

And work their woe and thy renown.

To thee belongs the rural reign ;

Thy cities shall with commerce shine ;

All thine shall be the subject main,

And every shore it circles thine !
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In yon bright track that fires the western skics
They melt, they vanish from my eyes.
But O ! what solemn scenes on Snowdon’s height
Descending slow their glittering skirts unroll ?
Visions of glory, spare my aching sight,
Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my soul
No more our long-lost Arthur we bewail :—
All hail, ye genuine kings ! Britannia’s issue, hail !

¢ Girt with many a baron bold
Sublime their starry fronts they rcar;
And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old
In bearded majesty, appear.
In the midst a form divine!
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line :
Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face
Attemper’d sweet to virgin grace.
\What strings symphonious tremble in the air,
What strains of vocal transport round her play ?
Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear ;
They breathe a soul to animate thy clay.
Bright Rapture calls, and soaring as she sings,
Waves in the cye of Heaven her many-colour’d

wings.

¢ The verse adorn again
Fierce War, and faithful Love,
And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction drest.
In buskin’d measures move
Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain,
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast.
A voice as of the cherub-choir
Gales from blooming Eden bear,
And distant warblings lessen on my car
That Jost in long futurity expire.
Fond impicus man, think’st thou yon sanguine c¢loud
Raised by thy breath, has quench’d the orb of day ?
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood
And warms the nations with redoubled ray.
Enough for me : with joy I see
The different doom our fates assign :
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The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith,

TFu’ loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry,
The ship rides by the Berwick-law,

And I maun leave my-bonnic Mary,

The trumpets sound, the banners fly,

The glittering spears are rankéd ready ;
The shouts o' war are heard afar,

The battle closes thick and bloody ;
But it ’s not the roar o’ sca or shore

Wad make me langer wish to tarry ;
Nor shout o* war that ’s heard afar—

1t’s leaving thee, my bonnie Mary,

R. Bunns

133

If doughty deeds my lady please
Right soon I’'ll mount my steed ;
And strong his arm, and fast his seat
That bears frac me the meed.
T’ll wear thy colours in my cap,
Thy picture at my heart ;
And he that bends not to thine eye
Shall rue it to his smart !
Then tell me how to woo thee, Love;
O tell me how to woo thee !
Yor thy dear sake, nac care I'll take
Tho’ ne’er another trow me.

If gay attire delight thine eye
Il dight me in array ;

T’li tend thy chamber door all night,
And squire thee 2all the day.

If sweetest sounds can win thine ear,
These sounds I'll strive to catch ;

Thy voice I'll steal to woo thysell,
That voice that nanc can match.

Bat if fond love thy heart can gain,
I never broke a vow ;
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She starts, she trembles, and she weeps !
Her fair hands folded on her breast :
—And now, how like a saint she slecps !
A seraph in the realms of rest !

Slecp on secure ! Above control
Thy thoughts belong to Heaven and thee :
And may the secret of thy soul
Remain within its sanctuary !
RocERs

136

Tor ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove
An unvelenting foe to Love,

And when we mect & mutual heart
Come in between, and bid us part ?

Bid us sigh on from day to day,

And wish and wish the soul away ;
Till youth and genial years are {lown,
And all tbe life of life is gone ?

But busy, busy, still art thou,

To bind the loveless joyless vow,
The heart from pleasure to delude,
To join the gentle to the rede.

Yor ence, O Fortune, hear my prayer,
And I absolve thy future care;
All other blessings I resign,
Make but the dear Amanda mine.
J. Tuomusox

137
The merchant, to sccure his treasure,
Conveys it in a borrow’d name :

Euphelia serves to grace my mecasure,
But Cloe is my real flame.
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Thow’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird
That sings beside thy mate ;

For sae I sat, and sac I sang,
And wist na 0 my fate,

Aft hac I roved by bonnic Doon
To see the woodbine twine,

And ilka bird sang o’ its love ;
And see did I o’ mine.

Wi lightsome heart I pu’d a rose,
Frae aff its thorny tree;
And my fause luver staw the rose,
But left the thorn wi’ me.
R. Burxs

140
THE PROGRESS OF POESY
. A Pindaric Ode

Awake, Acolian lyre, awake,
And give to rapture all thy trembling strings.
From Helicon’s harmonious springs

.A thousand rills their mazy progress take :
The laughing flowers that round them blow
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.
Now the rich stream of Music winds along
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong,
Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign ;
Now rolling down the steep amain
Headlong, impetuous, see it pour :
The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the roar.

O Sovereign of the willing soul,
Parent of sweee and solemn-breathing airs,
Enchanting shell! the sullen Cares

And frantic passions hear thy soff control.
On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War
Has curb’d the fury of bis car
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To cheer the shivering native’s dull abode,
And oft, beneath the odorous shade
Of Chili’s boundless forests laid,
She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat
In loose numbers wildly sweet
Their feather-cinetured chiefs, and dusky loves,
Her track, wherc’er the Goddess roves,
Glory pursue, and gencrous Shame,
Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Frecdom’s holy flame.

\Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep,

Isles, that crown th’ Aegean deep,

Fields that cool Ilissus laves,

Or where Macander's amber waves

In lingering lab’rinths creep,

How do your tuncful echoes languish,

Mute, but to the voice of anguish !

Where each old poetic mountain
Inspiration breathed around ;

Every shade and hallow’d fountain
Murmur’d deep a solemn sound :

Till the sad Xine, in Greece’s evil hour
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plaing,

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.

When Latium had her lofty spirit lost,

They sought, O Albion! next, thy sea-encircled coast.

Far from the sun and summer-gale
In thy green lap was Nature’s Darling laid,
What time, where lucid Avon stray’d,

To him the mighty mother did unveil
Her awful face : the dauntless Child
Streteh’d forth his little arms, and smiled.
This pencil take (she said), whose colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year :
Thine, too, these golden keys, immortal Boy !
This can unlock the gates of Joy ;
Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears,
Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic Tears.
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COLLINS

141
THE PASSIONS

An Ode for Musie

When Music, heavenly maid, was young,
While yet in carly Greece she sung.

The Passions oft, to hear her shell,
Throng’d around her magic cell.
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting,
Possest beyond the Muse’s painting ;

By turns they felt the glowing mind
Disturb’d, delighted, raised, refined :
"Till once, ’tis said, when all were fired,
Fill'd with fury, rapt, inspired,

From the smzf)orting myrtles round

They snatch’d her instruments of sound,
And, as they oft had heard apart

Sweet lessons of her forceful art,

Each, for Madness ruled the hour,
Would prove his own expressive power.

First Pear his hand, its skill to try,
Amid the chords bewilder’d laid,

And back recoil’d, he knew not why,
E’en at the sound himsclf had made.

Next Anger rush’d, his eyes on fire,
In lightnings own’d his sccret stings ;
In one rude clash he struck the Iyre
And swept with hurried hand the strings.

With woful measures wan Despair—
Low sullen sounds his grief beguiled,

A solemn, strange, and mingled eir,
"I'was sad by fits, by starts *twas wild.

But thou, O Hope, with cyes so fair,
\What was thy delightful measure ?
Still it whisper’d promised pleasure
And hade the lovely scenes at distance hail !
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Still is the toiling hand of Care;
The panting herds repose :

Yet hark, how thro’ the peopled aix
The busy murmur glows !

The inscct youth arc on the wing,

Eager to taste the honied spring

And float amid the liquid noon :

Some lightly o'er the current skim,

Some show their gaily-gilded frim
Quick-glancing to the sun.

To Contemplation’s sober eye
Such is the race of Man :
And they that creep, and they that fly,
Shall end where they began.
Alike the busy and the gay
But flutter thro’ life's little day,
In Fortune’s varving colours drest :
Brush’d by the hand of rough Mischance,
Or chill’d by Age, their airy dance
They leave, in dust to rest.

Methinks T hear in accents low
The sportive kind reply :
Poor moralist ! and what art thou ?
A solitary flyx !
Thy joys no glittering female meets,
No hive hast thou of hoarded sweets,
No painted plumage to display :
On basty wings thy youth is flown ;
Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone—
We frolic while "tis May.
T, Gray

143
THE POPLAR FILLD

The poplars are fell'd, farewell to the shade

And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade :
The winds piay no longer and sing in the leaves,
Nor Ouse on his hosom their image receives,






BURNS

A daimen-icker in a thrave
’S a sma’ request :

Tlt get a blessin’ wi’ the lave,
And never miss't !

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin !

1ts silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ :
And nacthing, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green !

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’
Baith snell an’ keen!

Thou saw the ficlds laid bare and waste
An’ weary winter comin’ fast,

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thou thought to dwell,

Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past

Out thro' thy cell.

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble
Has cost thee mony & weary nibble !

Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,
But house or hald,

To thole the winter’s sleety dribble

An’ cranreuch cauld !

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane

In proving foresight may be vain :
The best laid schemes o’ mice an” men
Gang aft a-gley,

An’ lea’c us nought but grief an’ pain,
For promised joy.

Still thou art blest, compared wi’ me!
The present onlty toucheth thee :
But, oh ! I backward cast my ¢’e
On prospects drear !
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,
I guess an’ fear!
R. Burxs
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Let not Ambition mock their uscful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ;
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful swmile
The short and simple annals of the Poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth ¢’er gave,
Await alike th’ inevitable hour :—

The paths of glory lead but to the grave,

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault

If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise,

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted
vault

The pealing anthem swells the note of praise.

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ?
Can Honowt’s voice provoke the silent dust,
Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of Death ?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid

Some beart once pregnant with celestial fire ;
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway'd,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre :

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll ;
Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage,

And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear :
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.,

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood,

Some mute inglorious Ailton here may rest,

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.

Tiv’ applause of list'ning senates to command,
T'he threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,

And read their history in a nation’s cyes
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Their lot forbade : nor circumseribed alone
Their Srowing virtues, but their crimes confined ;
Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ;

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,
To quench the Llushes of ingenuous shame,

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and -Pride

With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame,

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife
Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray ;
Along the cool sequester’d vale of life

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect

Some frail memorial stili erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture
deck’d,

Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unletter’d Muse,
The place of fame and elegy supply :

And many a holy text around she strews

That teach the rustic moralist to dic.

TFor who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,
This pleasing anxious being e’er resign’d,
Left the warm precinets of the cheerful day,
Nor cast one longing lingering look hehind ?

On some fond breast the parting soul relies,
Some pious drops the closing eve requires ;
E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature eries,
E’en in our ashes live their wonted fires.

For thee, who, mindful of th> unhonour’d dead,
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led,

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,—

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say,
Oft have wao seen him at the peep of dawn
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away,
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn ;
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Al show them where in ambush stand
To seize their prey, the murderous band !
Al, tell them they are men !

These shall the fury Passions tear,
The vultures of the mind,
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear,
And Shame that skulks behind ;
Or pining Love-shall waste their youth,
Or gealous_v with rankling tooth
That inly gnaws the secret heart,
And Envy wan, and faded Care,
Grim-visaged comfortless Despair,
And Sorrow’s piercing dart.

Ambition this shall tempt to rise,
Then whirl the wretch from high
To bitter Scorn a sacrifice
And grinning Infamy.
The stings of Falsehood those shall try,
And hard Unkindness’ alter’d eye,
That mocks the tear it forced to flow ;
And keen Remorse with blood defiled,
And moody Madness laughing wild
Amid severcst woe.

Lo, in the Vale of Years beneath
A griesly troop are seen,
The painful family of Death
More hideous than their Queen :
This racks the joints, this fires the veins,
That every labouring sinew strains,
Those in the deeper vitals rage :
Lo, Poverty, to iill the band,
That numbs the soul with icy hand,
And slow-consuming Age.

To each his sufferings : all are men,
Condemn’d alike to groan ;
The tender for another’s pain,
Th* unfecling for his own.
Yet, ah! why should they know their fate,
Since sorrow never comes too late,
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And happiness too swiftly flies ?
Thought would destroy their paradise !
No more ;—where ignorance is bliss,
"Tis folly to be wise.
T. GrRAY

159
HYMN TO ADVERSITY

Daughter of Jove, relentless power,
Thou tamer of the human breast,
Whose iron scourge and torturing hour
The bad affright, afflict the hest !
Bound in thy adamantine chain
The proud are taught to taste of pain,
And purple tyrants vainly groan
Vith pangs unfelt before, unpitied and alone.

When first thy Sire to send on earth
Virtue, his darling child, design’d,
To thee he gave the heavenly birth
And bade to form her infant mind.
Stern, rugged Nurse ! thy rigid lore
With patience many a year she bore :
What sorrow was, thou bad’st her know,
And from her own she learn’d to melt at others’ woe.

Scared at thy frown terrific, fly
Self-pleasing Folly’s idle brood,
Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy,
And leave us leisure to be good.
Light they disperse, and with them go
The summer Friend, the flattering Foe ;
By vain Prosperity received,
To her they vow their truth, and are again believed.

Wisdom in sable garb array’d
Immersed in rapturous thought profound,
And Melancholy, silent maid,
With leaden eye, that loves the ground,
i g
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The beasts that roam over the plain
My form with indifference see ;
They are so unacquainted with man,
Their tameness is shocking to me.

Society, Friendship, and Love
Divinely bestow’d upon man,

0 had I the wings of a dove

How soon would I taste you again !
My sorrows I then might assuage

In the ways of religion and truth,
Might learn from the wisdom of age,
And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth.

Ye winds that have made me your spors,
Convey to this desolate shore

Somne cordial enderring report

Of a land I shall visit no more :

Aly friends, do they now and then send
A wish or a thought after me ?

O tell me I yet have a friend,

Though 2 friend I am never 1o see.

How flect is a glance of the mind !
Compared with the speed of its flight,
The tempest itself lags behind,

And the swift-wingéd arrows of light.
When I think of my own native land
In a moment 1 seem to be there;
But alas ! recollection at hand

Soon hurries me back to despair.

But the seafowl] is gone to her nest,
The beast is laid down in his lair;
Even here is a season of rest,
And I to my cabin repair.
There 's merey in every place,
And mercy, encouraging thought !
Gives even afiliction a grace
And reconciles man to his lot.

W. Cowrer
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—Yes, and thosc of henven commune
With the spheres of sun and moon ;
1¥ith the noise of fountains wonderous
And the parle of voices thunderous ;
With the whisper of heaven’s trees
And one another, in soft caso

Scated on Elysian lawns

Browsed by none but Dian’s fawns ;
Underneath large blue bells tented,
Where the daisics are rose-scented,
And the rose herself has got

Perfume which on earth 1s not ;
Where the nightingaie doth sing

Not a senseless, trancéd thing,

But divine melodious truth ;
Philosophic numbers smooth ;

Tales and golden histories

Of heaven and its mysteries,

Thus ye live on high, and then
On the carth ye live again ;
And the souls ye left behind you
Teach us, heve, the way to find you
Where your other souls are joying,
Never slumber’d, never cloying.
Here, your earth-born souls still speak
To mortals, of their little week ;
Of their sorrows and delights ;
Of their passions and their spites ;
Of their glory and their shame ;
What doth strengthen and what maim :—
Thus ye teach us, everyday,
V¥isdom, though fled far away.

Bards of Passion and of Mirth
Ye have left your souls on earth !
Ye have souls in heaven too,
Double-lived in regions new !
J. Keats
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168
LOVE

All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatever stirs this mottat frame,
Arc all but ministers of Love,

And feed his sacred flame.

Oft in my waking dreams do I

Live o’er again that happy hour,

When midway on the mount I lay
Beside the ruin’d tower.

The moonshine stealing o'cr the scene

Had blended with the lights of eve ;

And she was there, my hope, my joy,
My own dear Genevieve !

She lean’d against the arméd man,

The statuc of the arméd knight ;

She stood and listen’d to my lay,
Amid the lingering light.

Few sorrows hath she of her own,

My hope ! my joy ! my Genevieve !

She loves me best, whene’er I sing
The songs that make her grieve.

I play'd a soft and doleful air,

I sang an old and moving story—

An old rude song, that suited well
That ruin wild and hoary.

She listen’d with a flitting blush,

With downeast eyes and modest grace ;

For well she knew, I could not choose
But gaze upon her face.

I told her of the Knight that wore

Upon his shield a burning brand ;

And that for ten long years he woo'd
The Lady of the Land,
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Yet sung she, ‘ Brignall banks are fair,
And Greta woods are green ;

I’d rather rove with Edmund there
Than reign our English ¢ueen.

‘T read you by your bugle-horn
And by your palfrey good,

I read you for o ranger sworn
To keep the king’s greenwood.’

¢ A Ranger, lady, winds his horn,
And ’tis at peep of light ;

His blast is heard at merry morn,
And mine at dead of night.’

Yet sung she, ‘ Brignall banks are fair,
And Greta woods are gay ;

I would I were with Edmund there
To reign his Queen of May !

¢ With burnish’d brand and musketoon
So gallantly you come,

I read you for a bold Dragoon
That lists the tuck of deam.?

“I list no more the tuck of drum,
No more the trumpet hear ;

But when the bectle sounds his hum
My comrades take the spear.

And O! though Brignall banks be fair
And Greta woods be gay,

Yet mickle must the maiden dare
Would reign my Queen of May !

¢ Maiden! & nameless life I lead,
A nameless death I'll die !
The fiend whosc lantern lights the mead
Were better mate than I'!
And when I’'m with my comrades met
Beneath the greenwood bough,—
What once we were we all forget,
Nor think what we are now.”
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WORDSWORTH

¢ She shall be sportive as the fawn
That wild with glee across the lawn
Or up the mountain springs ;

And her’s shall be the breathing balm,
And her’s the silenrce and the calm

Of mute insensate things.

‘ The floating clouds their state shall lend
To her; for her the willow bend ;

Nor shall she fail to sce

en in the motions of the storm

Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form
By silent sympathy.

¢ The stars of midnight shall be dear

To lier ; and she shall lean her ear

In many a sceret place

Where rivulets dance their wayward round,
And beauty born of murmuring sound
Shall pass into her face.

*And vital feelings of delight

Shall rear her form to stately height,
Her virgin bosom swell ;

Such thoughts to Luecy I will give
1Vhile she and I together live

Here in this happy dell.

Thus Nature spake—The work was done—
How soon my Lucy's racc was run !
She died, and left to me
This heath, this calm and quict scene;
The memory of what has been,
And never more will be.
V. WORDSWORTH

180

A slumber did my spirib seal ;
I had no human fears :

She see’d a thing ¢hat could not feel
The touch of earthly yecars.
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Bat still as wilder blew the wind
And as the night grew drearer,
Adown the glen rode arméd men,
Their trampling sounded nearer.

¢ O haste thee, haste !’ the lady cries,
¢ Though tempests round us gather ;
LIl meet the raging of the skies,

But not an angry father.

The boat has left a stormy land,

A stormg sea before her,—

When, 0! too strong for human hand
The tempest gather’d o’er her.

And still they row’d amidst the roar
Of waters fast prevailing :

Lord Ullin reach’d that fatal shore,—
His wrath was changed to wailing

For, sore dismay’d, through storm and shade
His child he did discover :—

One lovely hand she streteh’d for aid,

And one was round her lover.

‘ Come back ! come back !’ he cried in grief
¢ Across this stormy water :

And I'll forgive your Highland chief,

My daurrhter '—O my daughter?!’

"Twas vain : the loud waves lash’d the shore,
Return or aid preventing :
The waters wild went o’er his child,
And he was left lamenting.
T. CAMPBELL
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JOCK O HAZELDEAN
“Why weep ye by the tide, ladic ?
Why weep ye by the tide ?

I'll wed ye to my youngest son,
And ye sall be his bride :
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The village maid stcals through the shade
Her shepherd’s suit to hear ;
To Beauty shy, by lattice high,
Sings high-born Cavelier,
The star of Love, all stars above,
Now reigns o’er earth and sky,
And high and low the influence know—
But where is County Guy ?
Sr W. Scorr

187
TO THE EVENING STAR

Gem of the crimson-colour’d Even,
Companion of retiring day,

Why at the closing gates of heaven,
Beloved Star, dost tﬁlou delay ?

So fair thy pensile beauty burns
When soft the tear of twilight flows ;
So due thy plighted love returns
To chambers brighter than the rosc ;

To Peace, to Pleasure, and to Love

So kind a star thou seem’st to be,

Sure some enamour’d orb above
Descends and burns to meet with thec!

Thine is the breathing, blushing hour
When all unheavenly passions fly,
Chased by the soul-subduing power
Of Love’s delicious witchery,

01 sacred to the fall of day
Queen of propitious stars, appear,
And early rise, and long delay,
When Caroline herself is here !

Shine on her chosen green resort

Whose trees the sunward summit erown,
And wanton flowers, that well may court
An angel’s feet to tread them down :—














































































CAMPBELIL:

*Tis morn ; but scarce yon level sun

Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun,

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun
Shout in their sulphurous canopy.

The combat deepens, On, ye Brave

Who rush to glory, or the grave!

Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave,
And charge with all thy chivalry !

Few, few shalt part, where many meet !
The snow shall be their winding-sheet,
And every turf beneath their feet
Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre.
T. CAMPBELL

216
AFTER BLENHEIM

It was a summer evening,
Old Kaspar's work was done,
And he before his cottage door
Was sitting in the sun ;
And by him sported on the green
His little grandchild Wilhclmine.

She saw her brother Peterkin
Roll something large and round
Which he beside the rivules
In playing there had found ;
He came to ask what he had found
That was so large and smooth and round.

Old Kasper took it from the boy
Who stood expectant by ;
And then the 013 man shook his head,
And with a natural sigh
¢ *Tis some poor fellow’s skull,” said he,
* Who fell in the great victory.’
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When, round the bowl, of vanish'd years
We talk with joyous seeming—

With smiles that might as well be tears,
So faint, so sad their beaming ;

While memory brings us back again
Each early tie that twined us,

0O, sweet 's the cup that circles then
To those we've left behind us !

And when in other climes, we mect
Some isle or vale enchanting,

\¥here all looks flowery, wild, and sweet,
And nought ‘but love is wanting ;

1We think how great had been our bliss
If Heaven had but assign’d us

To live and dic in scenes like this,
With some we've left behind us!

As travellers oft look back at eve
When eastward darkly going,
To gaze upon that light they leave
Still faint behind them glowing,—
8o, when the close of pleasure’s day
To gloom hath near consign'd us,
We turn to catelr one fading ray
Of joy that ’s left behind us,
T. MoorE

222

YOUTH AND AGE

There ’s not a joy the world can give like that it takes

away

When the glow of early thought declines in feeling’s

dul! decay ;

*Tis not on vouth’s smooth cheek the blush alone

which fades so fast,

But the tender bloom of lteart is gone, cre youth

itself be past.
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221

STANZAS WRITTEN IN DEJECTION NEAR
NAPLES

The sun is warm, the sky is clear,

The waves are dancing fast and bright,

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear

The purple noon’s transparent light :

The breath of the moist air is light

Around its unexpanded buds ;

Like many a voice of one delight—

The winds’, the birds’, the ocean-floods’™—
The City’s voice itself is soft like Solitude’s.

I see the Deep’s untrampled floor
With green and purple sea-weeds strown ;
I see the waves upon the shore
Like light dissolved in star-showers thrown :
I sit upon the sands alone ;
The lightning of the noon-tide ocean
Is flashing round me, and a tone
Arises from its measured motion—
How sweet ! did any heart now share in my emotion.

Alas ! I have nor hope nor health,
Nor peace within nor calm around,
Nor that Content, surpassing wealth,
The sage in meditation found,
And walk’d with inward glory erown’d-—
Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure ;
Others I sec whom these surround—
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure ;
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.

Yet now despair itself is mild
Even as the winds and waters are ;
I could lie dowtilike a tired child,
And weep @ Say $heNfg of care
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LORD BYRON 233

Perishing gloomily,
Spurr’d by contumely,
Cold inhumanity,

Burning insanity,

Into her rest.

—Cross her hands humbly
As if praying dumbly,
Over her breast !

Owning her weakness,
Her evil behaviour,
And Jeaving, with meekness,
Her sins to her Saviour !
T. Hoop

232
ELEGY

O snatch’d away in beauty’s bloom !
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ;
But on thy turf shall roses rear
Their leaves, the carliest of the year,
And the wild eypress wave in tender gloom :

And oft by yon blue gushing stream
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head,
And feed deep thought with many a dream,
And lingering pausc and lightly tread ;
Fond wretch ! as if her step disturb’d the dead !

Away ! we know that tears are vain,
That Death nor heeds nor hears distress :
Will this unteach us to complain ?
Or make one mourner weep the less ?
And thou, who tcl¥’st me to forget,
Thy looks are wan, thine cyes are web,
Lorp Byrox












SIR V. SCOTT 237

It glared on Roslin’s castled rock,
It ruddied aH the copse-wood glen ;
"I'was seen from Dryden’s groves of oak,
And scen from cavern'd Hawthornden,

Seem’d all on fire that chapel proud
Where Roslin’s chicfs uncoffin’d lie,

Iach Baron, for a sable shroud,
Sheath’d in his iron panoply.

Secm’d all on fire within, around,
Deep sacristy and altar’s pale ;
Shone every pillar foliage-bound,
And glimnier’d all the dead men’s mail,

Blazed battlement and pinnet high,
Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair—
So still they blaze, when fate is nigh
The lordly line of high Saint Clair.

There are twenty of Roslin’s barons bold
Lie buried within that proud chapelle ;
Each one that holy vault doth hold,
But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle !

And cach Saint Clair was buried there
With candle, with book, and with knell ;
But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung

The dirge of lovely Rosabelle.
Sik W. Scorr

237
ON AN INFANT DYING AS SOON AS BORN

I saw where in the shroud did lurk

A curious frame of Nature’s work ;

A Aow’ret crushéd in the bud,

A nameless piece of Babyhood,

Was in hev cradle-coffin lying ;

Extinct, with scarce the sense of dying :
So soon to exchange the imprisoning womb
For darker closets of the tomb !
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With beaded bubbles winking at the brim
And purple-stainéd mouth ;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

TFade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the {ret
Here, where men sit and hear cach other groan ;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies ;
Where but {o think is to be full of sorrow
And leadon-cyed despairs ;
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eves,
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

Away ! away ! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards :
Already with thee ! tender is the night,
And haply the Quecn-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays ;
But here there is no light
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy
ways. »

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalméd darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild ;
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ;
Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves ;
And mid-May’s eldest child
The conting musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flics on sammer eves.

Darkling I listen ; and for many a time
I have been half in love with eascful Death,
Call’d him soft names in many a muséd rhyme,
To take into the air my quiet breath ;
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The roses to the porch which they entwine :

Yea, 21l that now enchants thee, from the day

On which it should be touch’d would melt away !
W. \WoRDSWORTH

249
TO THE HIGHLAND GIRL OF INVERSNEYDE

Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower

Of beauty is thy carthly dower!

Twice seven consenting years have shed
Their utmost hounty on thy head :
And these grey rocks ; that houschold lawn ;
Those trees—a veil just half withdrawn,
This fall of water that doth make

A murmur near the silent lake,

This little bay, a quict road

That holds in shelter thy abode ;

In truth together ye do scem

Like something fashion’d in o dream ;
Such forms as from their covert peep
When carthly caves are Jaid asleep !
But O fair Creature ! in the light

Of common day, so heavenly bright,

I bless Thee, Vision as thou art,

I bless thee with a human heart :

God shield thee to thy latest years!
Thee, neither know I, nor thy peers;
And yet my cyes are {ill'd with tears.

With carnest feeling T shall pray

For thee when I am far away ;

For never saw I micn or face

I which more plainly I could trace
Benignity and home-bred sense
Ripening in perfect innocence.

Here scatter'd like a random seed,
Remote from men, Thou dost not need
The embarrass’d look of shy distress,
Aund maidenly shamefacedness :
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268
A DREAXM OF THE UNKNOWN

I drecam’d that as I wander’d by the way
Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring,
And gentle odours led my steps astray,
Mix’d with a sound of waters murmuring
Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,
But kifs’d it and then fled, as Thou mightest in
rcam.

There grew pied wind-flowers and violets,
Daisies, those pearl’d Arcturi of the carth,
The constellated flower that nover sets;
TFaint oxlips ; tender bluebells at whose birth
The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall Hower that wets
Its mother’s face with heaven-collected tears,
When the low wind. its playmate’s voice, it hears,

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine,

Green cow-bind and the moonlight-colour’d May,
And cherry-blossoms, and white cups, whose wine

Was the bright dew yet drain’d not by the day ;
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine

With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray ;
And flowers azure, black, and streak’d with gold,
Fairer than any waken’d eyes behold.

And nearer to the river's trembling cdge
There grew broad flag-flowers, purple prank’d with
white,
And starry river-buds among the sedge,
And {loating water-lilics, broad and bright,
Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge
With moonlight beams of their own watery light ;
And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green
As soothed the dazzled eye with sober shecn.
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I would have planted thee, thou hoary pile,
Amid a world how different from this !
Beside a sea that could not cease to smile ;
On tranquil land, benecath a sky of bliss.

A picture had it been of lasting case,
Elysian quiet, without toil or strife;

No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,
Or merely silent Nature’s breathing life.

Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,

Such picture would 1 at that time have made;
And seen the soul of truth in every part,

A steadfast peace that might not be betray'd.

So once it would have been,—'tis so no more;
I have subniitted to & new control :

A power is gone, which nothing can restore ;
A deep distress hath humanized my soul.

Not for 2 moment could I now beliold

A smiling sea, and be what I have been:

The feeling of my loss will ne’er be old ;

This, which I know, I speak with mind screnc,

Then, Beaumont, Friend ! who would have heen the
friend

If he had lived, of him whom I deplore,

This work of thine I blame not, but commend ;

This sea in anger, and that dismal shore,

0 ’tis a passionate work '—vet wise and well,
Well chosen is the spirit that is here ;

That hulk which labours in the deadly swell,
This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear !

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,

I love to see the look with which it braves,

—Cased in the unfecling armour of old time—

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves,

Farewell, favewell the heart that lives alone,
Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind !
Such happiness, wherever it be known,

Is to be pitied, for ’tis surely blind,
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Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting ;
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere its sotting
And cometh from afar ;
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home :
Heaven lies about us in our infancy !
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy ;
The Youth, who daily farther from the east
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended ;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the hight of common day.

~Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a mother’s mind
And no unworthy aim,
The homely nurse doth all she can
To moke her foster-child, her inmate, Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.

Behold the Child among his new-horn blisses,
A six years’ darling of a pigmy size!
See, where "mid work of his own hand le lics,
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses,
With light upon him from his father’s cyes !
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life,
Shaped by himself with newly-learaéd art ;
" A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funcral ;
And this hath now his heart,
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For that which is most worthy to be blest,
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast :—
—-Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praisc ;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings,
Blank misgivings of a creature
Moving about in worlds not realized,
High instinets, before which our mortal nature
Da‘a7 tremble like a guilty thing surprised :
But for those first aflections,
Those shadowy recotlections,
Which, be they what they meay,
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day,
Are yet a master-light of 2l our secing ;
Uphold us—cherish—and have power to meake
OQur noisy years scem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake,
To perish never ;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor man nor boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy !
Henee, in a season of calm weather
Though inland far we be,
Qur souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither ;
Can in & moment travel thither—-
And sce the children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

Then, sing, ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song !
And Jet the young lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound !
We, in thought, will join your throng
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day
Tecl the gladness of the May !
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For reasons not to love him once I sought,
And wearied all my thought

To vex myself and him ; I now would give
My love, could he but live

Who lately lived for me, and when he found
*T'was vain, in holy ground

He hid his face amid the shades of death,
I waste for him my breath

WWho wasted his for mc ; but mine returns,
And this lorn bosom burns

With stifling heat, heaving it up in sleep,
And waking me to weep

Tears that had melted his soft heaxt ; for years
Wept he as bitter tears.

* Mereiful God ! * such was his latest prayer,
¢ These raay she never share !

Quieter in his breath, his breast more cold
Than daistes in the mould,

VWhere children spell, athwart the churchyard gate,
His name and life’s brief date.

Pray for him, gentle souls, whoc’er you be,
And, O, pray too for me!

W. 8. Laxpor

292
TO ROBERT BROWNING

There is delight in singing, tho’ none hear
Beside the singer ; and there is delight
In praising, tho’ the praiser sit alonc
And see the praised for off him, far above.
Shakespeare is not our poet, but the world’s,
Therefore on him no speech ! and brief for thee,
Browning ! Since Chaucer was alive and hale,
No man hath walked along our roads with step
So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue
So varied in discourse. But warmer climes
Give brighter plumage, stronger wing : the breeze
Of Alpine heights thou playest with, horne on
Beyond Sorrento and Amalfi, where
The Siren waits thee, singing song for song.

W. 8. LaxDor


































































340 LONGFELLOW

In your hearts arc the birds and the sunshine,
In your thoughts the brooklet’s flow,

But in mine is the wind of Autumn ;
And the first fall of the snow.

Ah! what would the world be to us
If the children were no more ?

We should dread the desert behind us
Worse than the dark before.

What the leaves are to the forest,
With light and air for food,

Ere their sweet and tender juices
Have been hardened into wood,

That to the world are children ;
Through them it feels the glow

Of o brighter and sunnier climate
Than reaches the tranks below.

Come to me, O ye children !
And whisper 1n my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing
In your sunny atmosphere.

For what are all our contrivings,
And the wisdom of our books,
When compared with your caresses,
And the gladness of your looks ?

Ye are better than all the ballads
That ever were sung or said ;
For ye are the living poems,
And all the rest are dead.
H. W. LONGFELLOW

' 317
I do not love thee !—no ! I do not love thee !
And yet when thou art absent I am sad ;

And cnvy cven the bright blue sky above thee,
Whose quiet stars may see thee and be glad,
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TENNYSON

Sometimes on lonely mountain-meres
I find & magic bark ; _

I Jeap on board : no helmsman steers :
I float till all is dark.

A gentle sound, an awful light !
Three angels bear the holy Grail :

With folded feet, in stoles of white,
On sleeping wings they sail.

A, 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.

Wlhen on my goodly charger borne
Thro’ dreaming towns I go,

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,
The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,
And, ringing, springs from brand and mail ;

But o’er the dark a glory spreads,
And gilds the driving hail.

I leave the plain, I climb the height ;
No branchy thicket shelter yields ;

But blessed forms in whistling storms
Fly o’er waste fens and windy ficlds.

A maiden knight—to me is given
Such hope, I know not fear ;
I yearn to breathe the airs of heaven
That often meet mc here.
I muse on joy that will not cease,
Pure spaces clothed in living beams,
Pure lilies of cternal peace,
Whose odours haunt my drcams ;
And, stricken by an angel’s hand,
This mortal armour that I wear,
This weight and size, this heart and eyes,
Are touched, are turncd to finest air.

The clouds are hroken in the sky,
And thro’ the mountain-walls
A rolling organ-harmony
Swells up, and shakes and falls,
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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 !
O sweet and far from ¢liff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing !
Blow, let us hear the 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 :
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, dyi:}lg, dying.
ﬁoan ENNYSON

328

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-ficlds,

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,
Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge ;
So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

A, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds

To dying cars, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square ;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remember’d kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless faney feign’d

On lips that are for others ; decp as love,

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret ;

O Death in Life, the days that are no more.
Lorp Texrysox
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1 said to the rose, ‘ The bricf night goes
In babble and revel and wine,

O young lord-lover, what sighs are those
TFor one that will never be thine ?

But mine, but mine,’ so I sware to the rose
¢ For ever and ever, mine.

And the soul of the rose went into my blood,
As the music clash’d in the hall ;

And long by the garden lake I stood,
For I heard your rivulet fall

From the lake to the meadow and on to the wood,
Qur wood, that is dearer than all ;

From the meadow your walks have left so sweet
That whenever & March-wind sighs

He sets the jewel-print of your feet
In violets blue as your eyes,

To the woody hollows in which we mee$
And the valleys of Paradise.

The slender acacia would not shake
One long milk-bloom on the tree;
The white lake-blossom fell inte the lake,
As the pimpernel dozed on the len ;
But the rose was awake all night for your sake,
Knowing your promise to me ;
The lilies and roses were all awake,
They sighed for the dawn and thee.

Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls,
Come hither, the dances are done,

In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls,
Quecen lily and rose in one

Shine out, little head, sunning over with curls,
To the flowers, and be their sun.

There has fallen a splendid tear
From the passion-flower at the gate.
She is coming, my dove, my dear;
She is coming, my life, my fate ;
The red rose crics,  She is near, she is near’ 5
And the white rosc weeps, * Sho is late * ;
The larkspur listens, * I hear, I hear’ ;
And the lily whispers, * I wait.’
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A CHRISTMAS HYMN

It was the caln and silent night !—

Seven hundred years and fifty-three
Had Rome been growing up to might,

And now was Queen of land and sea !
No sound was heard of clashing wars ;

Peace brooded o’er the hushed domain ;
Apollo, Pallas, Jove and Mars,

Held undisturbed their ancient reign,

In the solemn midnight
Centuries ago !

'Twas in the calm and silent night!

The senator of haughty Rome
Impatient urged his chariot’s flight,

From Jordly revel rolling home !
Trinmphal arches gleaming swell

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway -
What recked the Roman what befell

A paltry provinee far away,

In the solemn midnight
Centuries ago !

Within that province far away
Went plodding home a weary boor :
A streak of light before him lay,

Tal’n through a half-shut stable door
Across his path.  He passed—for naught
Told what was going on within ;

How keen the stars ! his only thought ;
The air how calm and cold and thin,
In the solemn midnight
Centuries ago !

O strange indifference !—low and high
Drowsed over common joys and cares :

The earth was stili—but Knew not why ;
The world was listening—unawares ;
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Is she wronged *—To the rescue of her honour,
My heart ! )
1s she poor ?~—What costs it to be styled & donor ?
Merely an carth’s to cleave, a see’s to part !
But that fortune should have theust all this upon her !
{* Nay, list,’—bade Kate the queen ;
And still eried the maiden, binding her tresscs,
¢ Tis only a page that carols unscen
* Fitting your hawks their jesses !’)
R. BROWNING

339
THE LOST LEADER

Just for a handful of silver he left us,
Just for a riband to stick in his coat—
Found the one gift of which fortunc bereft us,
Lost all the others she lets us devote ;
They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver,
So much was theirs who so little allowed :
How all our copper had gone for his scervice !
Rags—were they purple, his heart had been proud !
We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured him,
Lived in his mild and magnificent eye,
Learned his great language, caught his clear accents,
Made him our pattern to live and to die!
Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us,
Burns, Shelley, were with us,—they watch from
their graves !
He alone breaks from the van and the freemen,
He alone sinks to the rcar and the slaves !

We shall march prospering,—not thro’ his presence ;
Songs may inspirit us,—not from his lyre ;

Deeds will be done,—while he boasts his quiescence,
Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire :

Blot out his name, then, record one lost soul more,
One task more declined, one more footpath untrod,

One more triumph for devils and sorrow for angels,
One wrong more to man, one more insult to God !
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Life's night begins : let him never come back to us!
There would be doubt, hesitation, and pain,

Torced praise on our part—the glimmer of twilight,
Never glad confident morning again !

Best fight on well, for we taught him,—strike gallantly,
Menace our heart ere we master his own ;

Then let him reccive the new knowledge and wait us,
Pardoned in Heaven, the first by the throne !

R. Browxma

340
HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD

Oh, to be in Englund

Now that April ’s there,

And whoever wakes in England

Sees, some morning, unaware,

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough
In England-—now !

And after April, when May follows,
And the whitethiroat builds, and all the swallows !
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge
Leans to the ficld and scatters on the elover
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge—
That’s the wise thrush ; he sings each song fwice over,
Lest you should think he never could recapture
The first fine careless rapture !
And though the ficlds look rough with hoary dew,
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew
The buttercups, the little children’s dower
—PFar brighter than this gaudy melon-flower !

R. BROWNING

341
HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA
Nobly, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-west
dicd away ;
Suns;;b ran, one glorious blood-red, vecking into Cadiz
ay 3
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Bluish mid the burning water, full in face Trafalgar lay ;

In the dimmest North-east distance, dawned Gibraltar
grand and grey ;

* Here and here did England help me : how can I help
England ? *—say,

Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God to praise
and pray,

While Jove's planct rises yonder, silent over Africa.

R. Browxiye

-342
MISCONCEPTIONS

This is a spray the Bird clung to,
Making it blosson with pleasure,
Ere the high trec-top she sprung to,
Tit for her nest and her treasure.
Oh, what a hope beyond measure
Was the poor spray’s, which the flying feet hung to,—
So to be singled out, built in, and sung to!

This is & heart the Queen leant on,
Thrilled in & minute creatic,
Ere the true bosom she bent on,
Meet for love’s regal dalmatic.
Oh, what 2 fancy ecstatic
Was the poor heart’s, ere the wanderer went on—
Lorve to be saved for it, proffered to, spent on !
R. Browxixe

343
A WOMAN'S LAST WORD

Let’s econtend no more, Love,
Strive nor weep :

All he as hefore, Love,
—Only sleep !

What so wild as words are ?
I and thou

In debate, as birds are,
Hawk on bough !
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344
LIFE IN A LOVE
Escape me ?
Never—
RBeloved !

While I am I, and you are you,
So long as the world contains us both,
Me the loving and you the loath,
While the one eludes, must the other pursue.
My life is 2 fault at last, I fear :
It seems too much like a fate, indeed !
Though. I do my best I shall scarce succeed.
But what if 1 fail of my purpose here ?
It is but to keep the nerves at strain,
To dry one’s eyes and laugh at a fall,
And baffied, get up and begin again,—
So the chace takes up one’s life, that ’s all.
While, look but once from your farthest bound
At me so deep in the dust and dark,
No sooner the old hope drops to ground
Than a new one, straight to the selfsame mark,
I shape me—
Ever
Removed ! R. BrowxIxG

345
A GRAMMARIAN'S FUNERAL

SHORTLY AFTER THE REVIVAL OF LEARNING
IN EUROPE

Let us begin and carry up this corpse,
Singing together.

Leave we the common crofts, the vulgar thorpes,
Each in its tether

Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain,
Cared-for till eock-crow :

Look out if yonder be not day again
Rimming the rock-row !

That ’s the appropriate country ; there, man’s thought,
Rarer, intenser,
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Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought,
Chafes in the censer !

Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop ;
Seek we scpulture

On 2 tall mountain, citied to the top,
Crowded with culture !

All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels ;
Clouds overcome it ;

No, yonder sparkle is the citadel’s
Circling its summit !

Thither our path lies ; wind we up the heights :
Wait ye the warning ?

Qur low life was the level’s and the night’s ;
He ’s for the morning !

Step to a tune, square chests, erect the head,
*Ware the beholders !

This is our master, famous, calm, and dead,
Borne on our shoulders,

Slecp, crop and herd! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft,
Safe from the weather !

He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft,
Singing togcther,
¢ was o man born with thy face and throat,
Lyric Apollo ! .

Long he lived nameless : how should spring take noto
Winter would follow ?

Till o, the little touch, and youth was gone!
Cramped and diminished,

Moaned he,  New measures, other fect anon !
My dance is finished * ?

No, that’s the world’s way! {keep the mountain-side,
Make for the city,)

He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride
Over men’s pity ;

Left play for work, and grappled with the world
Bent on cscaping :

“What’s in the scroll,” quoth he, ‘ thou keepest furled ?
Show me their shaping,

Theirs, who most studied man, the bard and sage,—
Give 1 ’—So he gowned him,
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v
Poor veunt of life indced,
Were man but formed to feed
On joy, to solely seck and find and feast :
Such feasting ended, then
As sure an end to men ;
Irks care the crop-full bird 2 Frets doubt the maw-
crammed beast ?

v
Rejoice we are allied
To "That which doth provide
And not partake, effect and not reccive !
A spark disturbs our clod ;
Nearer we hold of God
Who gives, than of His tribes that take, I must
believe.
VI
Then, welcome each rebuff
That turns earth’s smoothness rough,
LBach sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go !
Be our joys three-parts pain !
Strive, and hold cheap the strain ;
Learn, nor account the pang ; dare, never grudge the
throe !
vIX
Tor thence,—a paradox
Which comforts while it mocks,—
Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail :
What T aspired to be,
And was not, comforts me :
A brute I might have been, but would not sink i’ the
scale.
VIII
What is he but a brute
Whose flesh hath soul to suit,
Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play ?
T'o man, propose this test—
Thy body at its best,
How far can that project thy soul on its lone way ?
2¢
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NIX
As it was better, youth
Should strive, through acts uncouth,
Toward making, than repose on aught found made ;
So, better, age, exempt
From strife, should know, than tempt
Further. Thou waitedst age; wait death nor be

afraid !
XX
Enongh now, if the Right
And Good and Infinite

Be named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own,
With knowledge absolute,

Subject to no dispute

From fools that crowded youth, nor ict thee feel alone.

XXI
Be there, for once and all,
Severed great minds from small,
Announced to cach his station in the Past !
Was I, the world arraigned,
Were they, my soul disdained,
Right * Let age speak the truth and give us peace
at last !
XXt
Now, who shall arbitrate ?
Ten mten love what I hate,
Shun what I follow, slight what I receive ;
Ten, who in ears and cyes
Match me : we all surmise,
‘They, this thing, and I, that: whom shall my soul
believe ? '
XXIIE
Not on the vulgar mass
Called ‘ work,” must sentence pass,
‘Things done, that took the eyc and had the price ;
Q'er which, from level stand,
The low world laid its hand,
Found straightway to its mind, eould value in a trice :
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XXIV
But all, the world’s coarse thumb
And ﬁtwer failed Lo plumb,
So passed in making up the main account ;
All instincts 1mmatule,
All purposes unsure,
That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man's
amount :
XXV
Thouglhits hardly to he packed
Into o narrow act,
Fancics that broke through language and escaped ;
All I could never be.
All, men ignored in mo,
I‘lu'; I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher
shaped.
XXVI
Aye, note that Potter’s wheel,
That metaphor ! and feel
Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay,—
Thou, te whowm fools propound,
When the wine makes i{s round,
‘ Since life fleets, all is change ; the Past gone, seize
to-day !’
XXVIL
Fool! All that is, at all,
Lasts ever, past recall ;
Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure :
\What entered-into thee,
That was, is, and shall be ;
Time’s wheel runs back or stops; Potter and clay
endure.
XXVILI
He fixed thee mid this dance
Of plastic circumstance,
‘This Present, thou, forsooth, wouldst fain arrest :
Machinery just meant
'To give thy soul its bent,
Try thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed.
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349
THE EXECUTION OF MONTROSZ

I

Come hither, Evan Camecron !
Come, stand beside my knee—

I hear the river roaring down
Towards the wintry sea.

There s shouting on the mountain’s sids,
There ’s war within the blast—

Old faces lock upon e,
Old forms go trooping past.

T hear the pibroch wailing
Amidst the din of fight,

And my dim spirvit works again
TUpon the verge of night !

iI

“Twas I that led the Highland host
Through wild Lochabor’s snows,
What tiime the plaided clans came dowz

_ To battle with Montrose.

Lve told thee how the Southrons fell
Beneath the broad claymore,
And how we smote the Campbelt clan

By Inverlochy's shore.
Tve toid thee how we swept Dundee,
And tamed the Lindsay’s pride ; .
But never have 1 told thee yet
How the Great Marquis diec !

i

A traitor sokd him to his foes ;
O dccd of deathless shame !

"~ charge thee, boy, if ¢’er thou meet
With one of Assynt’s name—
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e it upon the mountain’s side,
Or yet within the glen,
Stand he in martial gear alone,
Or backed by arméd men—
Face him, as thou wouldst face the man
Who wronged thy sire’s renown ;
Remember of what blood tivou art,
And strike the caitif down !

v

They brought him to the Watergate,
Hard bound with hempen span,

As though they held a lion there,
And not a fenceless man.

They set him high upon o cart—
The hangman rode below—

Tlhey drew his hands behind his back,
And bared his noble kiow.

Then, as a hound is slipped from leash,
‘They cheered the common throng,

And blew the note with yell and shout,
And hade him pass along.

v

It would have made a brave man’s heart
Grow sad and sick that day,

To watch he keen malignant eyes
Bent down on that array.

There stood the Whig west-couniry lords
In balcony and how,

There sat their gaunt and withered dames,
And their daughters all a-row ;

And every open window

~ Was {ull as full might be,

With black-robed Covenanting carles,

That goodly sport to sec !
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vi

But when he came, though pale and wan,
He looked so great and high,
So noble was his manly front,
So calm his steadfast eyc ;—
The rabble rout forbore to shout,
And each man held his breath,
For well they knew the hero’s soul
Was face to faco with death.
And then a mournful shudder
Through all the people crept,
And some that came to scoff at him,
Now turn’d aside and wept,

VII
But onwards—always onwards,
In silence and in gloom,
The dreary pageant laboured,
Till it reach’d the house of doom:
Then first a woman’s voice was lieard
In jeer and laughter loud,
And an angry cry and a hiss arose
From the heart of the tossing crowd :
Then, as the Graeme looked upwards,
He met the ugly smile
Of him who sold his King for gold—
The master-fiend Argyle !

VIII

The Marquis gazed a moment,
And nothing did he say,

But the cheek of Argyle grew phastly pale,
And he turned his eyes away,

The painted harlot by his side,
She shook through every limb,

For a roar like thunder swept the strect,
And hands were clenched at him,

And a Saxon soldier cried aloud
* Back, coward, from thy place !

For seven long years thou hast not dared
To look him in the face.’
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‘ There is & chamber far away
\Where slecp the good and brave,
But a better place ye have named for me
Than hy my father’s grave,
For truth and right, *gainst treason’s might,
This hand hath always striven,
And ye raise it up for a witness still
In the eve of earth and heaven.
Then nail my head on yonder tower—
Give every town a limb—
And God who made shall gather them :
I go from you to Him !’

XIIT

The morning dawned full darkly,
The rain came flashing down,

And the jageed streak of the levin-bolt
Lit up the gloomy town ;

The heavens were thundeving out their wrath,
The fatal hour was come ;

Yet ever sounded sullenly
The trumpet and the drum.

There was madness on the earth below,
And onger in the sky,

And young and old, ang rich and poos,
Came forth to see him die.

X
Ah, God i that ghastly gibbet !
How dismal ’tis to sce
The great tall spectral skeleton,
The ladder, and the tree !
Hark ! hark ! it is the clash of arms—
The hells begin to toil—
He is coming ! he is coming !
God’s mercy on his soul !
One last long peal of thunder—
The clouds are cleared away,
And the glorious sun onee more looks dewn
Amidst the dazzling day.
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xv
He is coming ! he is coming !
Like a bridegroom from his room,
Canie the hero from his prison
To the scaffold and the doom,
There was glory on his forchead,
There was lustre in his eye,
And he never walked to battle
More proudly than to dic :
There was colour on his visage,
Though the cheeks of all were wan,
And they marvelled as they saw him pass,
That great and goodly man !

NV
He mounted up the seaffold,
And he turned him to the crowd ;
But they dared not trust the people,
So he might not speak aloud.
But he looked upon the heavens,
And they were clear and blue,
And ia the liquid ether
The eve of God shone through :
Yet a black and mureky battlement
Lay resting on the hLill,
As though the thunder slept within—
All else was calm and still.

X¥II

The grim Geneva ministers
With anxious scowl drew ncar,

As you have seen the ravens flock
Around the dying deer.

He would not deign them word or sign,
But alone he bent the knee;

And veiled his face for Christ’s dear grace
Beneath the gallows-tree.

Then radiant and serene he rose,
And cast his cloak away :

For he had ta’en his latest look
Of earth, and sun, and day.
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351
QUA CURSUM VENTUS

As ships, beealmed at eve, that lay
With eanvas drooping, side by side,
Two towers of sail at dawn of day i
Are scarce long leagues apart descried ;

When fell the night, upsprang the breeze,
And all the darkling hours they plied,

Nor dreamt but each the seli-same scas
By each was cleaving, side by side :

E'en so—but why the tale reveal
Of those, whom year by year unchanged,
Bricf absence joined anew to fecl,
Astounded, soul from soul estranged ?

At dead of night their sails were filled,
And onward cach rejoicing steered—
Al neither blame, for neither willed,
Or wist, what first with dawn appeared !

To veer, how vain! On, onward strain,
Brave barks ! In light, in darkness too,
Through winds and tides one compass guides—
To ﬁnat-, and your own selves, be truc.

But O blithe breeze ! and O great scas,
Though ne’er, that carliest parting past,

On your wide plein they join again,
Together lead them home at last

One port, methought, alike they sought,
One purpose hold where’er they {are,—
O hounding breeze, O rushing scas !
At last, at last, unite them there !
A, H, Crovucx
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Where lics the land to which the ship would go ?
TFar, far ahead, is all her scamen koow,
And where the land she travels from'?  Away,
Far, far behind, is all that they can say.

A. M. Croucu

351
‘0 MAY I JOIN THE CHOIR INVISIBLE’

¢ Langum illnd tempuy, quum non ero, magis me movet, quain
hot exiguum.'—Croera, ad AR, xii, 18,

O may I join the choir invisible
Of those immortal dead who live again
In minds made betier by their presence : live
In pulses stirred to gencrosity,
In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn
For miserable aims that end with self,
In thoughts subliime that pierce the night like stars,
And with their mild persistence urge man’s search
To vaster issues.

So to live is heaven :
To make undying music in the world,
Breathing as beauteous order that controls
With growing sway the growing life of man.
So we inherit that sweet purity
Tor which we struggled, failed, and agonized
With widening retrospeet that hred despair,
Rebellious flesh that would not be subdued,
A vicious parent shaming still its child
Poor anxious penitence, is quick dissolved ;
Its discords, quenched by meeting harmonies,
Dic in the large and charitable air.
And all our raver, better, truer self,
That sobbed religiously in yearning song,
That watched to ease the burthen of the world,
Laboriously tracing what must be,
And what may yet be hetter—saw within
A worthier image for the sanctuary,
And shaped it forth before the multitude
Divinely human, raising worship so
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What docs he but soften
Heart alike and pen ?
"Tis the hard grey weather
Breeds hard English men.
What ’s the soft South-wester ?
*Tis the ladics’ breeze,
Bringing home their tree loves
Out of all the scas :
But the black North-caster,
Through tho snowstorm hurled,
Drives our English hearts of oak
Scaward round the world,
Come, as came our fathers,
Heralded by thee,
Conquering from the eastward,
Lords by land and sca.
Come ; and strong within us
Stir the Vikings’ blood ;
Bracing brain and sinew ;
Blow, thou wind of God !
C. KixGSLEY

358
YOUNG AND OLD

When all the world is young, lad,
And all the trees are green ;
And every goosc a swan, lad,
And every lass a queen ;
Then hey for boot and horse, Jad,
And round the world away ;
Young blood must have its course, lad,
And every dog his day.

When all the world is old, lad,
And all the trees are brown ;
And all the sport is stale, lad,
And all the wheels run down ;
Creep home, and take your place there,
Ehe spent and maimed among :
God grant you find one face there,
You loved when all was youny,
C. KivgsLey
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362
THE SONG OF CALLICLES ON ETNA

Through the black, rushing smoke-buists,
Thick breaks the red flame.

All Etna heaves fiercely

Her forest-cloth’d frame.

Not here, O Apollo !

Are haunts meet for thee.

But, where Helicon breaks down
In cliff to the sea,

Where the moon-silver’d inlets
Send far their light voice

Up the still vale of Thisbe,

O speed, and rejoice !

On the sward, at the cliff-top,
Lie strewn the white flocks;
On the clifl-side, the pigeons
Roost deep in the roecks,

In the moonlizht the shepherds,
Soft lull’d by the 1ills,

Lie wrapt in their blankets,
Asleep on the hills,

—1What Forms are these coming
So white through the gloom ¥
What garments out-glistening
The gold-flower'd broom ?

What sweet-breathing Presence
Out-perfumes the thyme ?
\Waat voices enrapture’

The night’s balmy prime ?—

*Tis Apollo comes leading
His choir, The Nine.
—Tlhie Leader is fairest,
But all are divine.
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And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know,
Self-school’d, self-scann’d, self-lionour’d, self-sceure,
Didst walk on Earth unguess’d at. Better so!
All pains the immortal spirit must endure,
All weakness that impairs, all griefs that bow,
Find their sole voice in that victorious brow,

M. ArNoLD

364
A SUMMER NIGHT

In the deserted moon-blanch’d street

How lonely rings the echo of my feet !
Those windows, which I gaze at, frown,
Silent and white, unopening down,
Repellent as the world :—but sec !

A break between the housetops shows

The moon, and, lost behind her, fading dim
Into the dewy dark obscurity

Down at the far horizon’s rim,

Doth a whole tract of heaven disclose.

And to my mind the thought

Is on a sudden brought

Of a past night, and a far different scene.
Head?ands stood out into the moon-lit deep
As clearly as at noon ;

The spring-tide’s brimming flow

Heav'd dazzlingly between ;

Houses with long white sweep

Girdled the glistening bay :

Behind, through the soft air,

The blue haze-cradled mountains spread away.
That night was far more fair ;

But the same restless pacings to and fro

And the same vainly throbbing heart was there,
And the same bright calm moon,

And the calm moonlight seems to say—

—* Hast thou then still the old unquict breast
That neither deadens into rest

Nor ever feels the fiery glow

That whirls the spirit from itself away,
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But fluctuates to and fro

Never by passion quite possess’d,

And never quite benumb’d by the world’s sway ? *—

And I, I know not if to pray

Still to be what I am, or yield, and be

Like all the other men I sce.

For most men in a brazen prison live,

Where in the sun’s hot eye,

With heads bent o’er their toil, they languidly

Their lives to some unimeaning taskwork give,

Dreaming of nought beyond their prison wall.

And as, year after year,

Fresh products of their barren labour fall

From their tired hands, and rest

Never yet coines more near,

Gloom settles slowly down over their breast.

And while they try to stem

The waves of mournful thought by which they are
prest,

Death in their prison reaches them

Unfreed, having seen nothing, still unblest.

And the rest, a few,

Escape their prison, and depart

On the wide Ocean of Life anew.

There the freed prisoner, where’er his heart
Listeth, will sail ;

Nor does he know how there prevail,

Despotic on life’s sea,

Trade-winds that cross it from eternity.

Awhile he holds some false way, undebarr’d

By thwarting signs, and braves

The freshening wind and blackening waves.
And then the tempest strikes him, and between
The lightning bursts is seen

Only a driving wreck,

And the pale Master on his spar-strewn deck
With anguish’d face and flying hair

Grasping the rudder hard,

Still bent to make some port he knows not where,
Still standing for some false impossible shore.

2k
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Then, when the clouds are off the soul,
When thou dost bask in Nature’s eye,
Ask, how ske view’d thy self-control,
Thy struggling task’d morality.
Nature, whose free, light, cheerful air,
Oft made thee, in thy gloom, despair.

And she, whose censure thou dost dread,
Whose eyes thou wert afraid to seck,
See, on her face a glow is spread,
A strong emotion on her cheek.
¢ A, child,’ she cries, * that strife divine—
Whenee was it, for it is not mine ?

There is no effort on my brow—
I do not strive, I do not weep. -
I rush with the swift spheres, and glow
In joy, and, when I will, I sleep.—
Yet that severe, that earnest air,
I saw, I felt it once—Dbut where ?

‘I knew not yet the gauge of Time,
Nor wore the manacles of Space.
I felt it in some other clime—
I saw it in some other place.
—'Twas when the heavenly house I trod,
And Iay upon the breast of God.’
M. Ar¥oLD

366
THE FUTURE

A wanderer is man from his birth.

e was born in a ship

On the breast of the River of Time,
Brimming with wender and joy

He spreads out his arms to the light,
Rivets his gaze on the banks of the stream.
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As it draws to the Occan, may striko
Peacs to the soul of the man on its breast :
As the pale waste widens around him—
As the banks fade dimmer away—
As the stars come out, and the night-wind
Brings up the stream
Murmurs and scents of the infinite Sca.
M. ArNoLD

367
PHILOMELA

Hark ! ah, the Nightingale !

The tawny-throated !

Hark ! from that moonlit cedar what a burst
What trivmph ! hark—what pain !

O Wanderer from a Grecian shore,

Still, after many years, in distant lands,

Still nourishing in thy bewilder’d brain

That wild, unquench’d, deep-sunken, old-world pain—
Say, will it never heal ?

And can this fragrant lawn

With its cool trees, and night,

And the sweet, tranquil Thames,

And meonshine, and the dew,

To thy rack'd heart and hrain

Afford no balm ?

Dost thou to-night hehold

Here, through the moonlight on this English grass,
The unfriencdly palace in the Thracian wiid ?

Dost thou again peruse

With hot checks and sear’d eves

The too clear web, and thy dumb Sister’s shame ?
Dost thou onee more assay

Thy flight, and fecl come cver thee,

Poor Fugitive, the feathery change

Once more, and once more scem to make ressund
With love and hate, triumph and agony,

Lone Daulis, and the high Cephissian vale ?
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couple of scholars, who had formerly been of his acquaintance,
They quickly spied out their old friend among tho gipsies; nnd
he gave them an accomnt of tho necessity which drove him to
that kind of life, and told them that the peoplo he went with
were not such imposters as they wero taken for, but that they
had & traditional kind of learning ameng them, and could do
wonders by the power of imngination, their fancy binding that of
others: that himself had learned niuch of their art, and when
be had compassed the whole seeret, ho intended, ho said. to feave
their company, and give the world an account of what he had
learned. —GraxviL's Vanily of Dogmatizing, H61.

Go, for they call you, Shepherd, from the hill ;

Go, Shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes :
No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed,

Nor let thy bawling fellows rack their throats,
Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head.

But when the fields ave still,

And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest,
And only the white sheep arc sometimes seen
Cross and recross the strips of moon-blanch’d

green ;
Come, Shepherd, and again renew the quest.

Here, where the reaper was at work of late,
In this high field’s dark corner, where he leaves
His cout, his basket, and his earthen cruse,
And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves,
Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use;
Here will I sit and wait,
While to my ear from uplands far away
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne,
With distant cries of reapers in the corn—
All the live murmur of a summer’s day.

Sereen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d ficld,
And here till sun-down, Shepherd, will I be.
Through the thick corn the searlet poppies peep
And round green roots and yellowing stalks I sce
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils creep :
And air-swept lindens yicld
Their seent, and rustle down their perfum’d showers
Of bloom on the hent grass where I am laid,
And bower me from the August sun with shade ;
And the cye travels down to Oxford’s towers:
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And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book—
Come, Iet me read the oft-read tale again,
The story of that Oxford scholar poor
Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain,
- Who, tir'd of knocking at Preferment’s door,
One summer morn forsook
His friends, and went to learn the Gipsy lore,
And ]roagl‘d the world with that wild brother-
100d,
And came, as most men deem’d, to little good,
But came to Oxford and his friends no more.

But once, years after, in the country lanes,
Two scholars whom at college erst he knew
Met him, and of his way of life enquir'd,
Whereat he answer’d, that the Gipsy crew,
His mates, had arts to rule as they desir’d
The workings of men’s brains ;
And they can bind them to what thoughts they
will ¢
¢ And I, he said, ¢ the secret of their art,
When fully learn’d, will to the world impart :
Buflic ;lt’ needs heaven-sent moments for this
skill.

This said, he left them, and return’d no more,

But rumours hung about the country side
That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray,

Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied,
In hat of antique shape, and cloak of grey,

" The same the Gipsics wore.

Shepherds had met him on the Hurst in spring :
At some lone alchouse in the Berkshire moors,
On the warm ingle bench, the smock-frock’d

boors
Had found him scated at their entering,

But, mid their drink and clatter, he would fly :
And I myself seem half to know thy looks,
And put the shepherds, Wanderer, on thy trace ;
And boys who in lone wheatfields scare the rooks
1 ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place;
Or in my boat I lie
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Moor'd to tho cool banlt in the summer heats,
Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills,
And wateh the warm green-muffled Camner hills,
And wonder if thou haunt’st their shy retreats.

For most, I know, thou lov’st retired ground.
Thee, at the ferry, Oxford riders blithe,
Returning home on summer nights, have met
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bab-lock-hithe,
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet,
As the slow punt swings round :
And leaning backwards in & pensive dream,
And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers,
Pluck’d in shy ficlds and distant Wychwood
bowers,
And thinc eyes resting on the moonlit stream.

And then they land, and thou art seen no more.
Maidens who from the distant hamlets come
To dance around the Fyfield elm in May,
Oft through the darkening ficlds have seen thee
roam,
Or cross a stile into the public way.
Oft thoun hast given them store
Of flowers—the frail-leaf’d, whitc ancmone—
Dark bluebells drench'd with dews of summer
eves—
And purple orchises with spotted leaves—
But none has words sho can report of thee.

And, above Godstow Bridge, when hay-time ’s here
In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames,
Men who through those wide fields of breezy grass
Where black-wing’d swallows haunt the glittering
Thames,
To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass,
Have often pass’d thee near
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrown :
Mark’d thy outlandish garb, thy fizure spare,
Thy dark vague cyes, and soft abstracted air ;
But, when they came from bathing, thou wert
gone,
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At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills,
Where at her open door the housewifc darns,
Thou hast been seen, or hanging on o gate
To watch the threshers in the mossy barns.
Children, who early range these slopes and late
For cresses from the rills,
Have known thee watehing, all an April day,
The springing pastures and the feeding Kine ;
And mark’d thee, when the stars come out and
shine,
Through the long dewy grass move slow away.

In Autumn, on the skirts of Bagley wood,
Where most the Gipsies by the turf-edg’d way
Pitch their smok'd tents, and every bush you see
With scarlet patches tagg’d and shreds of grey,
Above the forest ground call’d Thessaly—
The blackbird picking food
Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor fears at alt;
So often has he known thee past him stray
Rapt, twitling in thy hand a wither’d spray,
And waiting for the spark from Heaven to fall.

And onee, in winter, on the causeway chill
Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers

0,
Ha:g\'e I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge
Wreapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow,
Thy face towards Hinksey and its wintry ridge ?
And thou hast elimb’d the hill
And gain’d the white brow of the Camner range,
Tufrtlll'd once to watch, while thick the snowflakes
all,
The line of festal light in Cheist-Chureh hall—
Then sought thy straw in some sequester’d
grange.

But what—I dream ! Two hundved years are flown
Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls,
And the grave Glanvil did the tale inseribe
That thou wert wander'd from the studious walls
To learn strange arts, and join a Gipsy tribe :
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And thou from earth art gone )
Long since, and in somo quict churchyard laid ;
Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown
ave
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave—
Under a dark red-fruited yew-tree’s shade.

—NXNo, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours,
For what wears out the life of mortal men ?
*Tis that from change to change their being rolls:
"Tis that repeated shocks, again, again,
Exhaust the energy of strongest souls,
And numb the e{astic powers.
Till having us’d our nerves with bliss and teen,
And tir’d upon a thousand schemes our wit,
To the just-paunsing Genius we renit
Qur worn-out life, and are—what we have been.

Thou hast not liv’d, why should’st thou Herish, so ?
Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desire ¢
Else wert thou long since number’d with the
dead—
Else hadst thou spent, like other men, thy fire,
The generations of thy peers are fled,
And we ourselves shall go;
But thou possessest an immortal lot,
And we imagine thee exempt from age
And living as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s page,
Because thou hadst—what we, alas, have not!

For early didst thou Jeave the world, with powers
Fresh, undiverted to the world without,
Firm to their mark, not spent on other things ;
Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt,
Which much to have tried, in much been baffled,
brings.
O Life unlike to ours!
Who fluctuate idiy without term or scope,
Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he
strives,
And each half lives a hundred different lives ;
Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope.
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Still fly, plunge deeper in the bowering wood
Averse, as Dido did with gesture stern
From her false friend’s approach in Hades turn,
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude.

Still nursing the unconquerable hope,
Still clutehing the inviolable shade,
With a free onward impulse brushing through,
By night, the silver’d branches of the glade—
Far on the forest skirts, where none pursue
On some mild pastoral slope
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales,
Freshen thy flowers, as in foriner years,
1With dew, or listen with enchanted ears,
From the dark dingles, to the nightingales,

But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly !

For strong the infection of our mental strife,
Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils for

rest ;

And we should win thee from thy own fair life,
Like us distracted, and like us unblest.

Soon, soon thy cheer would dic,

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix'd thy powers,
And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made :
And then thy glad perennial youth would fade,

Fade, and grow old at last, and die like ours.

Then fly our grectings, fly our speech and smiles !

—As some grave Tyrian trader, from the sea,
Descried at sunrise an emerging prow

Lifting the cool-hair’d creepers stealthily,

The fringes of a southward-facing brow
Among the Aegean isles :

And saw the merry Grecian coaster come,
Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine,
Green bursting figs, and tunnies steep’d in brine §

And knew the intruders on his ancient home,
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373
THE MARRIED LOVER

Wiy, having won her, do I woo ?
Because her spirit’s vestal grace
Provokes mc always to pursue,
But, spirvit-like, eludes embrace ;
Beeause her womanhood is such
That, as on court-days subjeets kiss
The Queen’s hand, yet so ncar o touch
Affirms no mecan familiarness;
Nay, rather marks more fair the height
Which can with safcty so neglect
To dread, as lower ladics might,
That grace could meet with disrespect ;
Thus she with happy favour fceds
Allegiance from a love so high
That thence no false coneceit proceeds
Of difference bridged, or state put by ;
Because, although in act and word
As lowly as a wife can be,
Her manuers, when they call me lord,
Remind me ’tis by courtesy ;
Not with her least consent of will,
Which would my proud affection hurt,
But by the noble style that still
Imputes an unattain’d desert ;
Because her gay and lofty brows,
When all is won which hope can ask,
Reflect a light of hopeless snows
That bright in virgin cther bask ;
Beeause, though free of the outer court
I am, this Temple keeps its shrine
Sacred to Heaven ; because, in short,
She’s not and never can be mine.
C. K. D. PATMORE
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From the fixed place of Heaven, sho saw
Thme liko & pulso shako fierce

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still sirove
Within the gulf to pierce

Its path ; and now she spoke, as when
The stars sung in their spheres.

The sun was gone now. Tho curled moon
Was liko o little feather

Flutteving far down the gulf. And now
She spoko through the still weather.

Her voice was like the voice the stars
Had when they sung together,

*1 wish that he were come to me,
For he will come,” she said.

* Have I not prayed in Heaven ?—on carth,
Lord, Lord, has he not prayed ?

Are not two prayers a perfect strength ?
And shall 1 feel afraid ¥

“When round his head the aurcole elings,
And he is elothed in white,

I'll take his hand and go with him
To the deep wells of light,

And we will step down as to a stream
And bathe there in God's sight.

‘We two will stand Dheside that shrine,
Occult, withheld, untrod,

Whose Jamps are stirred continually
With pravers sent up to God ;

And sec our old prayers, granted, melg
Each like a little cloud.

“Wo two will lic i’ the shadow of
That living mystic trce,
Within whose seeret growth the Dovo
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¢ Herself shall bring us, hand in hand
To Hiin round whom all souls

Ineel, the unnumbered ransomed heads
Bowed with their aurcoles :

And angels meeting us shall sing
To their citherns and citeles.

*There will I ask of Christ the Loxd -
Thus much for him and me:—

Only to live as once on carth
At peace—only to be

As then awhile, for ever now
Together, I and he.’

She gazed, and listened, and then said,
Less sad of speech than mild,

¢ All this is when he comes.! She ceased.
The light thrilled past her, filled

With angels in strong level lapse
Her eyes prayed, and she smiled.

(I saw her smile.) But soon their flight
Was vague in distant spheres ;
And then she laid her arms along
The golden barriers,
And laid her face between hier hands,
And wept. (I heard her tears.)
D. G, RosSSETTI

37¢
REST

O Earth, lic heavily upon her eyes ;
Seal her sweet eyes weary of watching, Earth ;
Lic¢ close around her ; leave no room {or mirth
With its barsh Jaughter, nor for sound of sighs.
She hath no questions, she hath no replies,
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The hunger of my soul were stilled, for Death hath
told you more

Than the melancholy world doth know; things
deeper than all lore

You could teach me, Barbara.

In vain, in vain, in vain,

You will never come again.

There droops upon the dreary hills a mournful fringe
of rain ;

The gloaming closes slowly round, loud winds are in
the tree,

Round sclfish shores for ever moans the hurt and
wounded sea,

There is no rest upon the earth, peace is with Death
and thee,

Barbara !

A. SMITH

383
OLD LOVE

¢ You must be very old, Sir Giles,
¥ said; hesaid: * Yea, very old:’
Whercat the mournfullest of smiles
Creased his dry skin with many a fold.

“’Chey hammer’d out iy basnct point
Into a round salade,’ he said,

¢ The basnet being quite out of joint,
Natheless the salade rasps my head.’

He gazed at the great firec awhile :
¢ And you are getting old, Sir John ;’
(He said this wilh that cunning smile
That was most sad) ¢ we both wear on,

¢ Knights come to court and look at me,
With evebrows up, except my lord,
And my dear lady, none I sce
That know the ways of my old sword.’
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Also her hands havo lost that way
Of clinging that they used to have;
They look’d quite easy, as they lay
Upon the silken cushions brave

With broidery of the apples green

My Lord Duke bears upon his shield.
Her face, alas ! that I have seen

Look fresher than an April ficld,

This is all gone now ; gone also

Her tender walking ; when she walks
She is most gueenly I well know,

And she is fair still :——as the stalks

Ot faded summer-lilics are,
So is she grown now unto me

This spring-time, when the flowers star
The meadows, birds sing wonderfully.

I warrant once she used to cling
About his neck, and kiss’d him so,

And ther his coming step would ring
Joy-bells for her—some time ago.

Al! sometimes like an idle dream
That hinders true life overmuch,
Sometimes like a lost heaven, these seem.—
This love is not so hard to smutch,
W, Morris

384
SHAMEFUL DEATH

There were four of us about that bed ;
The mass-priest knelt at the side,

I and his mother stood at the head,
Over his feet lay the bride ;

We were quite sure that he was dead,
Though his eyes were open wide.
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NOTES

1. 21 by Peneas’ streams : Phoebus loved the Nymph
Daphae whom he met by the river Pencus in the
vale of Tompo. This legend expressed the attach.
ment of the Laurel {(Daphne) to the Sun, under whoso
heat the tree both fades and flourishes,

It has been thought worth while to explain these
allusions, because ( c{' illustrale the charactor of the
Greeian Mythotozy, which arose in the Persouification
of natural phenomena, and was totally free from those
debasing and ludicrous ideas with which, through
Roman and later misunderstanding or perversion, it
has been associated.

1. 25 Amphion’s lyre: He was said to have built
the walls of Thebes to the sound of his music.

). 33 Night like a drunkard reels : Comparo Rontco
and Julict, Act II, Scene 3: * The grey-cyed mom
smiles,” &e.—It should bo added that threo lines,
which appeared hopelessly misprinted, have been
omitted in this Poem.

1. 10 Timc’s chest : in which he is figuratively sup-

sed to lay ? past treasures. So in Troilus, Act

I, Scene 3, * Time hath & wallet at his back,’ &e.

A fine examplo of the high-wrought and conven-
tional Elizabct?mn Pastoralism, which it would bo
ludicrous to criticize on the ground of tho unshepherd-
tike or unreal character of somo images suggested.
Stanza 6 was probably inserted by Izaak Walton.

This Poem, with 25 and 94, is taken from Davison's
Rhapsody, ficst published in 1602, One stanza has
been here omitted, in accordance with the principle
noticed in the Preface. Similar omissions oceur in
45, 87, 100, 128, 160, 165, 227, 235. The more seriow:
abbrevintion by which it has been attempted to bring
Crashaw’s * Wishes’ and Shelley’s * Eugancan Hills*
within 1ho limits of lyrical unity, is commended
with much diflidence to the judgement of reeders
acquainted with the original picces,

resence in line b is hero conjecturally printed for
Present. A very few similar corrections o! {it is pre-
sumed) misprints have heen made ;—as thy for my,
22, 9; men for me, 41, 3; ond one for our, 232, 90 :
{ocks for looks, 271, 5: dome for doom, 275, 25 :—with
two or three more or less important.

This charming little poent, truly ‘ old and plain,
and dallying with the innoconce of love ' like that
spoken of in Fwelfth Night, is taken, with 5, 17, 20,
34, and 40, from the most characteristic collection of
EBlizubeth’s reign, Kngland's Helicon, first publizhed
in 1600,

Readers who have visited Ttaly will be reminded of
more than one picture by this gorgeous Vision of
Beauty, equally sublime and pure in its Paradisnieal
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in language and a variety in metre, n foree and fire in narrative,
a tenderncss and bloom in fecling, on insight into the finer pas-
sages of the Sou) and the inner meanings of the landscape, o
larger and wiser Humanity,—hitherto hardly attained, ond
perhaps unattainablo even by predecessors of not inferior in-
dividunl genius. In o word, the nation which, after the Greeks
in their glory, has been the most gifted of all nations for Poetry,
expressed in these men the highest strength and prodigality of
its nature. They interpreted the age to itself—hence the manK
phases of thought and style they present :—to sympathize wit
each, fervently and impartially, without fear and without fanci-
fulness, is no doubtful step in the higher education of the Soul.
For, as with the Affcctions and the Conscience, Purity in Taate
is_absolutely portionate to Strength:—and whea once the
mind has rnised itself to grasp and to delight in.Excelience, those
who love most will be found to love most. wisely.

PAGE NO.

169 66 1 11 stout Corkz: History requires here Balbia »
(A. T.) It may be noticed, that to find in Chopman’s
Homer the * pure screne * of the original, the reader
must bring with him the imagination of the youthful
poet ;—he must be * a Greek himself,” as Shelley fincly
said of Keats.

173 169  The most tender and true of Byron's smaller
pocImS.

17+ 150  This pocm, with 236, exemplifies the peculiar skill
with which Scott employs jroper names :—nor is
there a surer sign of high poetieal genius.

191 191 The Editor in this and in other insiances has
rigked the addition {or the change) of a Title, that the
aim of the verses following miay be grasped more
clearly and immediately.,

197 198 1 4 XNature’s Eremite: liko a solitary thing in
Nature.—This beautiful Sonnet was the last word
of a poct deserving the title * marvelloua bor 'inn
much higher sense than Chatterton. If the fulfilment
may ever safely be prophesied from the promise,
England appears to have lost in Keats one whose
gifts in Poetry have rarely been surpassed. Shake.
speare, Milton, and Wordsworth, had their lives been
closed at twenty-five, would (so far s we know) havo
left poems of less excellence and hope than the youth
who, from tho petty school and the London surgery,
plnaxcd at once to a placo with them of ¢ high collateral

ory.’

199 201 g It.yis imposaible not to regret that Maore has written
so little in this sweet and geavinely national style.

202 A masterly example of Byron's command of strong
thought and close rcnsonin% in verse :~—as the next
is cqually charscteristic of Shelley’'s wayward in.
tensity, ond 204 of the dramalic power, tho vital
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NOTES

1. 1 Calpc: Qibealtar. L. 11 Lofoden ;' the Mael.
strom whirlpool off the N.W. coast of Norway.

This lovely poem refers here and there to a ballad
by Hamilton on the subject better treated in 127
and 128.

I 10 Arcinri: seemingly used for northern stars.
L. 20 dnd wild roses e, Our language has no line
modulated with more sublle sweeiness. A good
poct might have wriltten And roscs wild,—yet this
glight change would disenchant the verse of its
peeculiar beauty,

1. 35 Ceres” daughter : Proserpine. L. 36 God of
Torment ¢ Pluto.

This impassioned address expresses Shelley’s most
rapt imagmations, and is the direct modern repre.
sentative of the fecling which led the Greecks to the
worshiq of Nature.

The leading idea of this beautiful description of a
day’s landscape in Italy is expressed with an ob-
scurity not unfrequent with its author. It appears
10 be,—On the voyage of life are many moments of
pleasure, given by the sight of Nature, who hns
power to heal even the worldliness and the uncharity
of man.

1. 36 Amphitrite was daughter to Occan.

1. 16 Sun-girt City: It is difficult not to believe
that the correct reading is Sca-girt.  Many of Shelley’s
poems appear to have been printed in England during
his residence abroad : others were printed from his
manuseripls after his death. Henco probably the
text of no English Poct after 1660 conlaing so many
errots. See tho Note on No. 9,

1 1 Macnad : o ifrenzied Nymph, attendant on
Dionysus in the Greek mythelogy.

1. 19 Planis under water sympathize with the
seasons of the land, and hence with (he winds which
affect them.

Written soon after the death, by shipwreck, of
Wordsworth's brother John. This Poem should be
compared with Shelley's following it. Each is the
most complete expression of the imnermost spirit of
his art given by these greal Poets:—of that Idea
which, ns in the case of the true Painter, {lo quote
the words of Reynolds,) * subsists only in the mind :
The sight never beheld it, nor has the hand expressed
it; it i an idea residing in the breant of the artist,
which he is alwaya labouring to impart, and which
he dies at lnﬁQ\(vAl]rﬁlut imparting.’

4 4 Hyman race.

1. 2 Bg fgpresdiited the everlasting changes,

united wigh gvéraecyreant sameness, of the Sea.

1.1 ﬂf my!;l(i%fgt{’.‘}{‘{?ry VI
R
2\ 1S
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1LopoE, Thouas (1558 ?-1625)
Like to tho clear in highest sphere (Rosaling) . . .
Looax, Joux (1748-1788)
Thy braes wero banny, Yarrow stream (The Bracs ol
arrosw)
LoxcrzLiow, Hesny “;\nswomn 807-1862)
Besido the ungathered rice he kv (Zhe Slave's Dream) . .
Come to me, O ye children (Children) .
This is t}.t:ljrsmal From ﬂoot to ocllmg (The .!munl at
Sprin B
Im-nmcs, Ricnarp {1618-1&:8)
If to be absent were Lo be (To Lucasta, on 9mr|g htyond ihe

Seas)
Te}} me)noi Su‘ect, I am unkind (To I.uousla, on gomg {o !hc
“ars) .
When Love with unconfinéd \\mgs (Tc Althea lrorz Pmou)
LyuyE, Joux {1554 ?=160C)
Cupid and my Campaspe play'd (Cupid and Campaspe) .

Macavray, Taodas Bamxorox, Lorp (1800-1859)
Oh ! wherefore como ye torth, in triomph from the Norih
(The Battle of Naschy) .
ToBm) Pime king 1 offcred {ree from st:un (A Jacobxle:
itaph} . .
M acﬁu', CHARLES (1814-1389)
Ol Tubal Cain was a man of might, (Tabal Cain) . .
MARONETY, FRANCIS SYLVESTER (F\mzn Provt) (180 1-1606)
With deep afiection (The Shandon Dells) . . .
MARLOWE, CHRISTOPHER (1564-1593
Coinolzx;'e )\uth me and bs my love (The I'amtmate Skcplmd 0
is
MABRVELL, ANDREW sl -1818)
How vainly men therwselvea amaze (Tho«;l:ls in a Garden) .
The forward youth that would appear (Horatian Ode upan
Cromuwell’s return from Ireland}
Whero the remole Bermudas ride (Song o/ the Emayranl: in
Bermuda) . . . .
MicrLe, WiLLiax J’UULS (lTSo -1 88]
And are ¥¢ sure the news is true (The Sailor's [ife)
Moy, Jous (1605-1674)
Avenge, 0'Lord ! Thy slaugbter'd Snints, whose bones (On the
late Massacze in Piemont) .
Bl?}. pi)ll’ of Sicens, pledges of Meaven’s ]oy (4t a Solemn
AHESIC
Captain, or Colonel or lsmgllt in arnu. (leeu the Assault was
tntended fo the City,
Cyriack, whose "randxue, on the roul bench (o Cy jrwek
Sl'umcr)
Dnuzhlcr o llmt good l'-.arl onco President (To the I.ad j

Marya:
vaoe. loathéd Mclanchol_) (L'Allégm]
Hence, vain dduding Joys (I! Peascroso} .
I. awrence, of virtuous father virfuous son (To Mr Larrrmcd
This is the raonth, and this the lnuppy worn (Ode on the Morn-
tng of Christ's Nativity) . .

When I consider how my Iu.,ht is spult (On his Mmdnm) .

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more {Lycidas) . .
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Scorr, Stk WALTER (lTTI-IS&) {continited)
Proud Maisie is in the wood (The Pride of Youth} . .
The sun usron the lake is low (Datur Hora Quiel) .
Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and bright (Te Locl. of IIau-)
Waken, Ylords and ladies gay (unting Song) .
Where shail tho lover rest . .
Why weep ve by the ttde. l'uhe (Jock o' Ila:ddfau) .
Sepeey, Sig Criaries (1639 2-1701
\h, Chloris ! could 1 now but sit (Child and AMaiden) .
Not, Celia, that [ )u-.tu' am . . . . . .
stau., GEORGE (—— 1736)
Wh Damon, with the forward day (The Dymg Man in Iis
arden) . .
SRARESPEARE, W 1LL1AS (l 564-161 0)
Being your slave, what should I do but tend {dsencc) .
Blow, blow, thou winter wind . .
Como away, come away, Death (Dzrgc of Lovf) .
Crabbed \go and Youlh (4 Madrigal)
Farewell! thou art too dear for my p(wessmg
Fear no moro the heat o the sun (Fidcle) .
Full fathom five thy tather Nes {d Sea Dzrge)
low like a winter hath my absence been .
It thou survive my well.contented day (Post Mortem)
It was a lover and his lass .
Let me not to the marriage of true mmds (Tr«a Love)
Like as the waves make towards the pebblcd shore (Revalu-
tions} .
}\o lon fcr tourn for me when I am dead {The Tnumph o,'
Deat .
O me! what eyes hath love put in my lmd (Blind Love) .
O Mistress mine, where are vou roaming (Carpe Diem) . R
O naver say that 1 was fal;e of heatt (The nchangeable) .
On a day, alack the day (Love’s Perjuries) . .
Poor Soul, the centre of my sinful earth (Soud and BodJ) .
Shall 1 pate thee to a *s day (To His Love) . .
Since braa'z nor sione, nor cart!n, nor bouudlm sea {Tame and
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vel . . . .
Take, O take 1hose llps away (4 Madngal] . .
Telt me where is Fancy bed (Madrigal) . .,
That time of year thou may’st in me behold
They that have power to huri, and will do notio [Tluc In}c

without Passion) .

Tired with al) {hese, for restful death T cry (The ll’orld's Way ,:)

To me, fair Friend, you never can be old

Under the zrccnwood tree .

When 1 have scen by Tlme’s fell lmnd delaced (Tma and Low:)

When icicles liang by the wall (Wiater) .

When in disgrace with fortuno and men’s eves (d Consolatwn]

When in the chronicle of wasted fime {Zo His Lovey .

When Lo the sessions of swest silent thought {ermembran«)
SBELLEY, PERCY Brssur (1792-1822)

A mdou hird sate mourning for ber Love . - .

Ariel to Miranda ;—Tuke (L0 o Lady, with @ Guitar) .

Art thou tale for weaciness {To the Mogn) . .

Best and htest, comne away (The Frvitation) . .

Hail Lo llncn blithe J)Il‘lt {To a Skylark) . . .

1 urise from dreams of Thee {LZines to an Indian air) .

L
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PAOE

Trox30N, Jaxes (1834-1852)

Ax we rush, a3 we rush in the train . . . . 454
Toxig, Tux SHEPHERD (? AxTiONY MUNpay : 1553-1633)

Beauty sat bathing by a spring (Cotin) . . . 2
YVaveHay, HesryY (1622-1693)

Happy those carly days, when I (The Retreat) . . 65
VERE, EDiwARD, Eant oF OxrorD (15560-1604 s

1t women could be faic, and yet not fond (4 Renunciation) 26

WatLER, EDMUND (1608-1687)}

Go, lovely Rose . . . . . . . Ny

That which her slender waist confined (On a Girdic). 79
WebsTER, Jonx (1580 ?-1623)

Call for the robin redbreast aad the ween (A Land Dirge) 29
Warirnay, Warr (1819-1802)

0 Captain ! my Captain?! our fearful trip is done 407
WITHER, GEORGE {1588-1667)

Shall 1, wasting in dcs%air (The Manly Heart) . . 8
Worrg, Ciarses (1791-1323)

Not a druin was heard, not a funeral note {The Burial of

8Sir Joim Moore at Corunna) . . . . . 218

WorbswontH, WILLILAX {1770-1850)

A Qloek of sheep that leisurcly pass by (To Sleep) . . . 295
A sfumber did my spirit seal . . . . . . 181
And is this—Yarrow 2—This tho Stream {Yarrow Visited) . 266
At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears {The
Rezerie of Poor Susan) . . . . ) . . 236
Behald her, single in the field (The Reaper) . 255

Beneath these fruit-iree Loughs that shed (The Green Linnet) 246G
Degenerate Douglas ¢ O the unworthy lord {Composed at Neid-

path Castle, the properte >f Lord Queensberry, fg(ﬂ) . .
Earth has not suything (o show more fair (t?po» Westininster
Bridgye) . 200

Ethereal 1'11.ithtr'el ! p'ilgri:rf of tho skv.{ To the Skélnrk) N .42
From Stirling Castle wo had scon (Yarrow Unvisited) . . 9264
I heurd 2 thousand blended notes (H'ritten in Early Spring) . 283

1 travelld among unknown snen . . . .
I wander'd lonely a5 4 cloud (The Daflodils) . . . 959
1 was thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile (Nature andthe Posty 297
In the sweet shire of Carcligan (Simon Lec the old HHuntsman) 217
12 is a beauteous evening, calm and free (By the Sea) . .
Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour {Zondon, 1802} 211
Most sweet it is with unuPlittc(l eyes (The Iuncr Viston) . 278
My beart leaps up when { behold”™ . . . .
O blithe new-comer ¢ T tawve hicard (To the Cuckoo} . . 2
O Friend ! 1 know not which way 1 must leok (Lorndon, 1802) 10
Once did She hold thie porpeous Fast in fee (On the Eztinction
of the Venetian Republic) 8 ) . . . .
She dwelt umong the winirodden ways (The Lost Love) . 179

She was a phantom of delight . . . . . . 158
Steen Daughter of the Voico of God (Ode fo Duty) . . 9
Surprised b{ joy—impatient as the wind (Deaa’Jveria} ) .1
Sweet Highland' Girl, a very shower {To the Highland Girl of
Jm:er.m({dcj . . . ) . . . . . 253 -
Tax nod the ro{al Saint_ with vain expense (H'ithin King's
College Chapel, Cambridge) . . . . . . 300
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