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CCT 07: 19th Century British Poetry 

 

DAFFODILS 

By William Wordsworth 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 
The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed--and gazed--but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
 
TINTERN ABBEY 

By William Wordsworth 

FIVE years have past; five summers, with the 
length 
Of five long winters! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain-
springs 
With a soft inland murmur. -- Once again 
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 
That on a wild secluded scene impress 
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-
tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little 
lines 
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral 
farms, 
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem 

Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire 
The Hermit sits alone. 

These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye: 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart; 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration: -- feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 
To them I may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood, 
In which the burthen of the mystery, 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 
Is lightened: -- that serene and blessed mood, 
In which the affections gently lead us on, --  
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul: 
While with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
We see into the life of things. 
If this 
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft --  
In darkness and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart --  
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, 
O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro' the woods, 
How often has my spirit turned to thee! 
And now, with gleams of half-extinguished 
thought, 
With many recognitions dim and faint, 
And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 
The picture of the mind revives again: 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing 
thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For future years. And so I dare to hope, 
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was 
when first 
I came among these hills; when like a roe 
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 
Wherever nature led: more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads, than 
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one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature 
then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 
And their glad animal movements all gone by) 
To me was all in all. -- I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock, 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite; a feeling and a love, 
That had no need of a remoter charm, 
By thought supplied, nor any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye. -- That time is past, 
And all its aching joys are now no more, 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur, other gifts 
Have followed; for such loss, I would believe, 
Abundant recompence. For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity, 
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
And the round ocean and the living air, 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man; 
A motion and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I 
still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
And mountains; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth; of all the mighty world 
Of eye, and ear, -- both what they half create, 
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 
In nature and the language of the sense, 
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. 
Nor perchance, 
If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay: 
For thou art with me here upon the banks 
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend, 
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while 
May I behold in thee what I was once, 
My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make, 
Knowing that Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege, 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy: for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 

The dreary intercourse of daily life, 
Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; 
And let the misty mountain-winds be free 
To blow against thee: and, in after years, 
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 
Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind 
Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, 
Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 
For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then, 
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, 
Should be thy portion, with what healing 
thoughts 
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 
And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance --  
If I should be where I no more can hear 
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these 
gleams 
Of past existence -- wilt thou then forget 
That on the banks of this delightful stream 
We stood together; and that I, so long 
A worshipper of Nature, hither came 
Unwearied in that service: rather say 
With warmer love -- oh! with far deeper zeal 
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget, 
That after many wanderings, many years 
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 
More dear, both for themselves and for thy 
sake! 
 

ODE: INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY 

By William Wordsworth 
 

  
I 
There was a time when meadow, grove, and 
stream, 
The earth, and every common sight, 
To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore; - 
Turn wheresoe'er I may, 
By night or day, 
The things which I have seen I now can see no 
more. 
  
II 
The Rainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is the Rose, 
The Moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare; 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair; 
The sunshine is a glorious birth; 
But yet I know, where'er I go, 
That there hath past away a glory from the 
earth. 
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III 
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song, 
And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor's sound, 
To me alone there came a thought of grief: 
A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 
And I again am strong: 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the 
steep; 
  
  
 No more shall grief of mine the season wrong; 
I hear the Echoes through the mountains 
throng, 
The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
And all the earth is gay; 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity, 
And with the heart of May 
Doth every Beast keep holiday; - 
Thou Child of Joy, 
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou 
happy 
Shepherd-boy! 
  
IV 
Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 
Ye to each other make; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee; 
My heart is at your festival, 
My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss, I feel - I feel it all. 
Oh evil day! if I were sullen 
While the Earth herself is adorning, 
This sweet May-morning, 
And the Children are culling 
On every side, 
In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm, 
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother's arm: - 
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear! 
- But there's a Tree, of many, one, 
A single Field which I have looked upon, 
Both of them speak of something that is gone: 
The Pansy at my feet 
  
  
Doth the same tale repeat: 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream? 
  
V 
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
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 light of common day. 
  
VI 
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 make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man, 
Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 
  
  
VII 
Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 
A six years' Darling of a pigmy size! 
See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses, 
With light upon him from his father's eyes! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-learned art; 
A wedding or a festival, 
A mourning or a funeral; 
And this hath now his heart, 
And unto this he frames his song: 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife; 
But it will not be long 
Ere this be thrown aside, 
And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part; 
Filling from time to time his "humorous stage" 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That Life brings with her in her equipage; 
As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imitation. 
  
VIII 
Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 
Thy Soul's immensity; 
  
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind, 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind, - 
Mighty Prophet! Seer blest! 
On whom those truths do rest, 
Which we are toiling all our lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is not to be put by; 
To whom the grave 
Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight 
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Of day or the warm light, 
A place of thought where we in waiting lie; 
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height, 
Why with such earnest pains dost thou 
provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife? 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly 
freight, 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight, 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life! 
  
IX 
O joy! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live, 
That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive! 
The thought of our past years in me doth 
breed 
Perpetual benediction: not indeed 
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 praise; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 
Fallings from us, vanishings; 
Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised, 
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised: 
But for those first affections, 
Those shadowy recollections, 
Which, be they what they may, 
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 
Are yet a master-light of all our seeing; 
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake, 
To perish never; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavor, 
Nor Man nor Boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 
Can utterly abolish or destroy! 
Hence in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither, 
Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the Children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 
  
X 
Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song! 
And let 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 today 

Feel the gladness of the May! 
What though the radiance which was once so 
bright 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the 
flower; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 
  
XI 
And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and 
Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves! 
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 
I only have relinquished one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
I love the Brooks which down their channels 
fret, 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet; 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
  
  
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are 
won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 
 

ANCIENT MARINER 
By Samuel Taylor Coleridge  
 
PART I  
It is an ancient Mariner,  
And he stoppeth one of three.  
'By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,  
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?  
 
The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,  
And I am next of kin;  
The guests are met, the feast is set:  
May'st hear the merry din.'  
 
He holds him with his skinny hand,  
'There was a ship,' quoth he.  
'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!'  
Eftsoons his hand dropt he.  
 
He holds him with his glittering eye—  
The Wedding-Guest stood still,  
And listens like a three years' child:  
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The Mariner hath his will.  
 
The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:  
He cannot choose but hear;  
And thus spake on that ancient man,  
The bright-eyed Mariner.  
 
'The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,  
Merrily did we drop  
Below the kirk, below the hill,  
Below the lighthouse top.  
 
The Sun came up upon the left,  
Out of the sea came he!  
And he shone bright, and on the right  
Went down into the sea.  
 
Higher and higher every day,  
Till over the mast at noon—'  
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,  
For he heard the loud bassoon.  
 
The bride hath paced into the hall,  
Red as a rose is she;  
Nodding their heads before her goes  
The merry minstrelsy.  
 
The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,  
Yet he cannot choose but hear;  
And thus spake on that ancient man,  
The bright-eyed Mariner.  
 
And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he  
Was tyrannous and strong:  
He struck with his o'ertaking wings,  
And chased us south along.  
 
With sloping masts and dipping prow,  
As who pursued with yell and blow  
Still treads the shadow of his foe,  
And forward bends his head,  
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,  
And southward aye we fled.  
 
And now there came both mist and snow,  
And it grew wondrous cold:  
And ice, mast-high, came floating by,  
As green as emerald.  
 
And through the drifts the snowy clifts  
Did send a dismal sheen:  
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—  
The ice was all between.  
 
The ice was here, the ice was there,  
The ice was all around:  
It cracked and growled, and roared and 
howled,  
Like noises in a swound!  
 
At length did cross an Albatross,  
Thorough the fog it came;  
As if it had been a Christian soul,  

We hailed it in God's name.  
 
It ate the food it ne'er had eat,  
And round and round it flew.  
The ice did split with a thunder-fit;  
The helmsman steered us through!  
 
And a good south wind sprung up behind;  
The Albatross did follow,  
And every day, for food or play,  
Came to the mariner's hollo!  
 
In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,  
It perched for vespers nine;  
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,  
Glimmered the white Moon-shine.'  
 
'God save thee, ancient Mariner!  
From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—  
Why look'st thou so?'—With my cross-bow  
I shot the ALBATROSS.  
 
PART II  
The Sun now rose upon the right:  
Out of the sea came he,  
Still hid in mist, and on the left  
Went down into the sea.  
 
And the good south wind still blew behind,  
But no sweet bird did follow,  
Nor any day for food or play  
Came to the mariner's hollo!  
 
And I had done a hellish thing,  
And it would work 'em woe:  
For all averred, I had killed the bird  
That made the breeze to blow.  
Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,  
That made the breeze to blow!  
 
Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,  
The glorious Sun uprist:  
Then all averred, I had killed the bird  
That brought the fog and mist.  
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,  
That bring the fog and mist.  
 
The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,  
The furrow followed free;  
We were the first that ever burst  
Into that silent sea.  
 
Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,  
'Twas sad as sad could be;  
And we did speak only to break  
The silence of the sea!  
 
All in a hot and copper sky,  
The bloody Sun, at noon,  
Right up above the mast did stand,  
No bigger than the Moon.  
 
Day after day, day after day,  
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We stuck, nor breath nor motion;  
As idle as a painted ship  
Upon a painted ocean.  
 
Water, water, every where,  
And all the boards did shrink;  
Water, water, every where,  
Nor any drop to drink.  
 
The very deep did rot: O Christ!  
That ever this should be!  
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs  
Upon the slimy sea.  
 
About, about, in reel and rout  
The death-fires danced at night;  
The water, like a witch's oils,  
Burnt green, and blue and white.  
 
And some in dreams assurèd were  
Of the Spirit that plagued us so;  
Nine fathom deep he had followed us  
From the land of mist and snow.  
 
And every tongue, through utter drought,  
Was withered at the root;  
We could not speak, no more than if  
We had been choked with soot.  
 
Ah! well a-day! what evil looks  
Had I from old and young!  
Instead of the cross, the Albatross  
About my neck was hung.  
 
PART III  
There passed a weary time. Each throat  
Was parched, and glazed each eye.  
A weary time! a weary time!  
How glazed each weary eye,  
 
When looking westward, I beheld  
A something in the sky.  
 
At first it seemed a little speck,  
And then it seemed a mist;  
It moved and moved, and took at last  
A certain shape, I wist.  
 
A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!  
And still it neared and neared:  
As if it dodged a water-sprite,  
It plunged and tacked and veered.  
 
With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,  
We could nor laugh nor wail;  
Through utter drought all dumb we stood!  
I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,  
And cried, A sail! a sail!  
 
With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,  
Agape they heard me call:  
Gramercy! they for joy did grin,  
And all at once their breath drew in.  

As they were drinking all.  
 
See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!  
Hither to work us weal;  
Without a breeze, without a tide,  
She steadies with upright keel!  
 
The western wave was all a-flame.  
The day was well nigh done!  
Almost upon the western wave  
Rested the broad bright Sun;  
When that strange shape drove suddenly  
Betwixt us and the Sun.  
 
And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,  
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!)  
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered  
With broad and burning face.  
 
Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)  
How fast she nears and nears!  
Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,  
Like restless gossameres?  
 
Are those her ribs through which the Sun  
Did peer, as through a grate?  
And is that Woman all her crew?  
Is that a DEATH? and are there two?  
Is DEATH that woman's mate?  
 
Her lips were red, her looks were free,  
Her locks were yellow as gold:  
Her skin was as white as leprosy,  
The Night-mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,  
Who thicks man's blood with cold.  
 
The naked hulk alongside came,  
And the twain were casting dice;  
'The game is done! I've won! I've won!'  
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.  
 
The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out;  
At one stride comes the dark;  
With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,  
Off shot the spectre-bark.  
 
We listened and looked sideways up!  
Fear at my heart, as at a cup,  
My life-blood seemed to sip!  
The stars were dim, and thick the night,  
The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed 
white;  
From the sails the dew did drip—  
Till clomb above the eastern bar  
The hornèd Moon, with one bright star  
Within the nether tip.  
 
One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,  
Too quick for groan or sigh,  
Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,  
And cursed me with his eye.  
 
Four times fifty living men,  
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(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)  
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,  
They dropped down one by one.  
 
The souls did from their bodies fly,—  
They fled to bliss or woe!  
And every soul, it passed me by,  
Like the whizz of my cross-bow!  
 
PART IV  
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner!  
I fear thy skinny hand!  
And thou art long, and lank, and brown,  
As is the ribbed sea-sand.  
 
I fear thee and thy glittering eye,  
And thy skinny hand, so brown.'—  
Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest!  
This body dropt not down.  
 
Alone, alone, all, all alone,  
Alone on a wide wide sea!  
And never a saint took pity on  
My soul in agony.  
 
The many men, so beautiful!  
And they all dead did lie:  
And a thousand thousand slimy things  
Lived on; and so did I.  
 
I looked upon the rotting sea,  
And drew my eyes away;  
I looked upon the rotting deck,  
And there the dead men lay.  
 
I looked to heaven, and tried to pray;  
But or ever a prayer had gusht,  
A wicked whisper came, and made  
My heart as dry as dust.  
 
I closed my lids, and kept them close,  
And the balls like pulses beat;  
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the 
sky  
Lay dead like a load on my weary eye,  
And the dead were at my feet.  
 
The cold sweat melted from their limbs,  
Nor rot nor reek did they:  
The look with which they looked on me  
Had never passed away.  
 
An orphan's curse would drag to hell  
A spirit from on high;  
But oh! more horrible than that  
Is the curse in a dead man's eye!  
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,  
And yet I could not die.  
 
The moving Moon went up the sky,  
And no where did abide:  
Softly she was going up,  
And a star or two beside—  

 
Her beams bemocked the sultry main,  
Like April hoar-frost spread;  
But where the ship's huge shadow lay,  
The charmèd water burnt alway  
A still and awful red.  
 
Beyond the shadow of the ship,  
I watched the water-snakes:  
They moved in tracks of shining white,  
And when they reared, the elfish light  
Fell off in hoary flakes.  
 
Within the shadow of the ship  
I watched their rich attire:  
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,  
They coiled and swam; and every track  
Was a flash of golden fire.  
 
O happy living things! no tongue  
Their beauty might declare:  
A spring of love gushed from my heart,  
And I blessèd them unaware:  
Sure my kind saint took pity on me,  
And I blessed them unaware.  
 
The self-same moment I could pray;  
And from my neck so free  
The Albatross fell off, and sank  
Like lead into the sea.  
 
PART V  
Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,  
Beloved from pole to pole!  
To Mary Queen the praise be given!  
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,  
That slid into my soul.  
 
The silly buckets on the deck,  
That had so long remained,  
I dreamt that they were filled with dew;  
And when I awoke, it rained.  
 
My lips were wet, my throat was cold,  
My garments all were dank;  
Sure I had drunken in my dreams,  
And still my body drank.  
 
I moved, and could not feel my limbs:  
I was so light—almost  
I thought that I had died in sleep,  
And was a blessed ghost.  
 
And soon I heard a roaring wind:  
It did not come anear;  
But with its sound it shook the sails,  
That were so thin and sere.  
 
The upper air burst into life!  
And a hundred fire-flags sheen,  
To and fro they were hurried about!  
And to and fro, and in and out,  
The wan stars danced between.  



Dr. V. R. Godhaniya Post Graduate Centre of English-Porbandar           8 

 

 
And the coming wind did roar more loud,  
And the sails did sigh like sedge,  
And the rain poured down from one black 
cloud;  
The Moon was at its edge.  
 
The thick black cloud was cleft, and still  
The Moon was at its side:  
Like waters shot from some high crag,  
The lightning fell with never a jag,  
A river steep and wide.  
 
The loud wind never reached the ship,  
Yet now the ship moved on!  
Beneath the lightning and the Moon  
The dead men gave a groan.  
 
They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,  
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;  
It had been strange, even in a dream,  
To have seen those dead men rise.  
 
The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;  
Yet never a breeze up-blew;  
The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,  
Where they were wont to do;  
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—  
We were a ghastly crew.  
 
The body of my brother's son  
Stood by me, knee to knee:  
The body and I pulled at one rope,  
But he said nought to me.  
 
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner!'  
Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!  
'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,  
Which to their corses came again,  
But a troop of spirits blest:  
 
For when it dawned—they dropped their 
arms,  
And clustered round the mast;  
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their 
mouths,  
And from their bodies passed.  
 
Around, around, flew each sweet sound,  
Then darted to the Sun;  
Slowly the sounds came back again,  
Now mixed, now one by one.  
 
Sometimes a-dropping from the sky  
I heard the sky-lark sing;  
Sometimes all little birds that are,  
How they seemed to fill the sea and air  
With their sweet jargoning!  
 
And now 'twas like all instruments,  
Now like a lonely flute;  
And now it is an angel's song,  
That makes the heavens be mute.  

 
It ceased; yet still the sails made on  
A pleasant noise till noon,  
A noise like of a hidden brook  
In the leafy month of June,  
That to the sleeping woods all night  
Singeth a quiet tune.  
 
Till noon we quietly sailed on,  
Yet never a breeze did breathe:  
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,  
Moved onward from beneath.  
 
Under the keel nine fathom deep,  
From the land of mist and snow,  
The spirit slid: and it was he  
That made the ship to go.  
The sails at noon left off their tune,  
And the ship stood still also.  
 
The Sun, right up above the mast,  
Had fixed her to the ocean:  
But in a minute she 'gan stir,  
With a short uneasy motion—  
Backwards and forwards half her length  
With a short uneasy motion.  
 
Then like a pawing horse let go,  
She made a sudden bound:  
It flung the blood into my head,  
And I fell down in a swound.  
 
How long in that same fit I lay,  
I have not to declare;  
But ere my living life returned,  
I heard and in my soul discerned  
Two voices in the air.  
 
'Is it he?' quoth one, 'Is this the man?  
By him who died on cross,  
With his cruel bow he laid full low  
The harmless Albatross.  
 
The spirit who bideth by himself  
In the land of mist and snow,  
He loved the bird that loved the man  
Who shot him with his bow.'  
 
The other was a softer voice,  
As soft as honey-dew:  
Quoth he, 'The man hath penance done,  
And penance more will do.'  
 
'But tell me, tell me! speak again,  
Thy soft response renewing—  
What makes that ship drive on so fast?  
What is the ocean doing?'  
 
'Still as a slave before his lord,  
The ocean hath no blast;  
His great bright eye most silently  
Up to the Moon is cast—  
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If he may know which way to go;  
For she guides him smooth or grim.  
See, brother, see! how graciously  
She looketh down on him.'  
 
'But why drives on that ship so fast,  
Without or wave or wind?'  
 
'The air is cut away before,  
And closes from behind.  
 
Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!  
Or we shall be belated:  
For slow and slow that ship will go,  
When the Mariner's trance is abated.'  
 
I woke, and we were sailing on  
As in a gentle weather:  
'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high;  
The dead men stood together.  
 
All stood together on the deck,  
For a charnel-dungeon fitter:  
All fixed on me their stony eyes,  
That in the Moon did glitter.  
 
The pang, the curse, with which they died,  
Had never passed away:  
I could not draw my eyes from theirs,  
Nor turn them up to pray.  
 
And now this spell was snapt: once more  
I viewed the ocean green,  
And looked far forth, yet little saw  
Of what had else been seen—  
 
Like one, that on a lonesome road  
Doth walk in fear and dread,  
And having once turned round walks on,  
And turns no more his head;  
Because he knows, a frightful fiend  
Doth close behind him tread.  
 
But soon there breathed a wind on me,  
Nor sound nor motion made:  
Its path was not upon the sea,  
In ripple or in shade.  
 
It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek  
Like a meadow-gale of spring—  
It mingled strangely with my fears,  
Yet it felt like a welcoming.  
 
Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,  
Yet she sailed softly too:  
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—  
On me alone it blew.  
 
Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed  
The light-house top I see?  
Is this the hill? is this the kirk?  
Is this mine own countree?  
 

We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,  
And I with sobs did pray—  
O let me be awake, my God!  
Or let me sleep alway.  
 
The harbour-bay was clear as glass,  
So smoothly it was strewn!  
And on the bay the moonlight lay,  
And the shadow of the Moon.  
 
The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,  
That stands above the rock:  
The moonlight steeped in silentness  
The steady weathercock.  
 
And the bay was white with silent light,  
Till rising from the same,  
Full many shapes, that shadows were,  
In crimson colours came.  
 
A little distance from the prow  
Those crimson shadows were:  
I turned my eyes upon the deck—  
Oh, Christ! what saw I there!  
 
Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,  
And, by the holy rood!  
A man all light, a seraph-man,  
On every corse there stood.  
 
This seraph-band, each waved his hand:  
It was a heavenly sight!  
They stood as signals to the land,  
Each one a lovely light;  
 
This seraph-band, each waved his hand,  
No voice did they impart—  
No voice; but oh! the silence sank  
Like music on my heart.  
 
But soon I heard the dash of oars,  
I heard the Pilot's cheer;  
My head was turned perforce away  
And I saw a boat appear.  
 
The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,  
I heard them coming fast:  
Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy  
The dead men could not blast.  
 
I saw a third—I heard his voice:  
It is the Hermit good!  
He singeth loud his godly hymns  
That he makes in the wood.  
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away  
The Albatross's blood.  
 
PART VII  
This Hermit good lives in that wood  
Which slopes down to the sea.  
How loudly his sweet voice he rears!  
He loves to talk with marineres  
That come from a far countree.  
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He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—  
He hath a cushion plump:  
It is the moss that wholly hides  
The rotted old oak-stump.  
 
The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,  
'Why, this is strange, I trow!  
Where are those lights so many and fair,  
That signal made but now?'  
 
'Strange, by my faith!' the Hermit said—  
'And they answered not our cheer!  
The planks looked warped! and see those sails,  
How thin they are and sere!  
I never saw aught like to them,  
Unless perchance it were  
 
Brown skeletons of leaves that lag  
My forest-brook along;  
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,  
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,  
That eats the she-wolf's young.'  
 
'Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look—  
(The Pilot made reply)  
I am a-feared'—'Push on, push on!'  
Said the Hermit cheerily.  
 
The boat came closer to the ship,  
But I nor spake nor stirred;  
The boat came close beneath the ship,  
And straight a sound was heard.  
 
Under the water it rumbled on,  
Still louder and more dread:  
It reached the ship, it split the bay;  
The ship went down like lead.  
 
Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,  
Which sky and ocean smote,  
Like one that hath been seven days drowned  
My body lay afloat;  
But swift as dreams, myself I found  
Within the Pilot's boat.  
 
Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,  
The boat spun round and round;  
And all was still, save that the hill  
Was telling of the sound.  
 
I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked  
And fell down in a fit;  
The holy Hermit raised his eyes,  
And prayed where he did sit.  
 
I took the oars: the Pilot's boy,  
Who now doth crazy go,  
Laughed loud and long, and all the while  
His eyes went to and fro.  
'Ha! ha!' quoth he, 'full plain I see,  
The Devil knows how to row.'  
 

And now, all in my own countree,  
I stood on the firm land!  
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,  
And scarcely he could stand.  
 
'O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!'  
The Hermit crossed his brow.  
'Say quick,' quoth he, 'I bid thee say—  
What manner of man art thou?'  
 
Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched  
With a woful agony,  
Which forced me to begin my tale;  
And then it left me free.  
 

Since then, at an uncertain hour,  
That agony returns:  
And till my ghastly tale is told,  
This heart within me burns.  
 
I pass, like night, from land to land;  
I have strange power of speech;  
That moment that his face I see,  
I know the man that must hear me:  
To him my tale I teach.  
 
What loud uproar bursts from that door!  
The wedding-guests are there:  
But in the garden-bower the bride  
And bride-maids singing are:  
And hark the little vesper bell,  
Which biddeth me to prayer!  
 
O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been  
Alone on a wide wide sea:  
So lonely 'twas, that God himself  
Scarce seemed there to be.  
 
O sweeter than the marriage-feast,  
'Tis sweeter far to me,  
To walk together to the kirk  
With a goodly company!—  
 
To walk together to the kirk,  
And all together pray,  
While each to his great Father bends,  
Old men, and babes, and loving friends  
And youths and maidens gay!  
 
Farewell, farewell! but this I tell  
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!  
He prayeth well, who loveth well  
Both man and bird and beast.  
 
He prayeth best, who loveth best  
All things both great and small;  
For the dear God who loveth us,  
He made and loveth all.  
 
The Mariner, whose eye is bright,  
Whose beard with age is hoar,  
Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest  
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Turned from the bridegroom's door.  
 
He went like one that hath been stunned,  
And is of sense forlorn:  
A sadder and a wiser man,  
He rose the morrow morn. 

 

KUBLA KHAN 

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge  

Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment.  
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan  

A stately pleasure-dome decree:  

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran  

Through caverns measureless to man  

   Down to a sunless sea.  

So twice five miles of fertile ground  

With walls and towers were girdled round;  

And there were gardens bright with sinuous 

rills,  

Where blossomed many an incense-bearing 

tree;  

And here were forests ancient as the hills,  

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.  

 

But oh! that deep romantic chasm which 

slanted  

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!  

A savage place! as holy and enchanted  

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted  

By woman wailing for her demon-lover!  

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil 

seething,  

As if this earth in fast thick pants were 

breathing,  

A mighty fountain momently was forced:  

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst  

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,  

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:  

And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever  

It flung up momently the sacred river.  

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion  

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,  

Then reached the caverns measureless to man,  

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean;  

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far  

Ancestral voices prophesying war!  

   The shadow of the dome of pleasure  

   Floated midway on the waves;  

   Where was heard the mingled measure  

   From the fountain and the caves.  

It was a miracle of rare device,  

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!  

 

   A damsel with a dulcimer  

   In a vision once I saw:  

   It was an Abyssinian maid  

   And on her dulcimer she played,  

   Singing of Mount Abora.  

   Could I revive within me  

   Her symphony and song,  

   To such a deep delight ’twould win me,  

That with music loud and long,  

I would build that dome in air,  

That sunny dome! those caves of ice!  

And all who heard should see them there,  

And all should cry, Beware! Beware!  

His flashing eyes, his floating hair!  

Weave a circle round him thrice,  

And close your eyes with holy dread  

For he on honey-dew hath fed,  

And drunk the milk of Paradise.

 

 

THE EVE OF WATERLOO 

by Lord Byron 

There was a sound of revelry by night, 

      And Belgium's capital had gathered then 

    Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright 

      The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men. 

    A thousand hearts beat happily; and when 

      Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

    Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again, 

      And all went merry as a marriage-bell: 

      But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell! 

 

    Did ye not hear it? No; 'twas but the wind, 
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      Or the car rattling o'er the stony street. 

    On with the dance! let joy be unconfined! 

      No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet 

    To chase the glowing hours with flying feet! 

      But hark!--that heavy sound breaks in once more, 

    As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 

      And nearer, clearer, deadlier, than before! 

      Arm! arm! it is--it is the cannon's opening roar! 

 

    Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 

      And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress 

    And cheeks all pale, which, but an hour ago, 

      Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness; 

    And there were sudden partings, such as press 

      The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 

    Which ne'er might be repeated: who could guess 

      If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

      Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise? 

 

    And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed, 

      The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 

    Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 

      And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 

    And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 

      And near, the beat of the alarming drum 

    Roused up the soldier ere the morning star; 

      While thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 

      Or whispering with white lips, "The foe! They come! They come!" 

 

    And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves, 

      Dewy with Nature's tear-drops, as they pass, 

    Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves, 

      Over the unreturning brave--alas! 

    Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 

      Which, now beneath them, but above shall grow 

    In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 

      Of living valour, rolling on the foe, 

      And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and low. 

 

    Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

      Last eve in Beauty's circle proudly gay; 

    The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 

      The morn the marshalling in arms,--the day, 

    Battle's magnificently stern array! 

      The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which, when rent, 

    The earth is covered thick with other clay, 

      Which her own clay shall cover, heaped and pent, 

      Rider, and horse--friend, foe--in one red burial blent! 
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THE ISLES OF GREECE 
By Lord Byron 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 

Where grew the arts of war and peace, 

Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung! 

Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except their sun, is set... 

 

The mountains look on Marathon-- 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dreamed that Greece might still be free; 

For standing on the Persians' grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

 

A king sat on the rocky brow 

Which looks o'er sea-born Salamis; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below, 

And men in nations--all were his! 

He counted them at break of day-- 

And when the sun set, where were they? 

 

And where are they? And where art thou? 

My country? On thy voiceless shore 

The heroic lay is tuneless now-- 

The heroic bosom beats no more! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine? 

 

'Tis something, in the dearth of fame, 

Though linked among a fettered race, 

To feel at least a patriot's shame, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 

For what is left the poet here? 

For Greeks a blush--for Greece a tear.... 

 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade-- 

I see their glorious black eyes shine; 

But gazing on each glowing maid, 

My own the burning teardrop laves, 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep, 

Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There, swanlike, let me sing and die: 

A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine-- 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine! 

 

ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY-SIXTH 

YEAR 

By Lord Byron 

’Tis time the heart should be unmoved, 

    Since others it hath ceased to move: 

Yet, though I cannot be beloved, 

      Still let me love! 

 

  My days are in the yellow leaf; 

    The flowers and fruits of love are gone; 

The worm, the canker, and the grief 

      Are mine alone! 

 

  The fire that on my bosom preys 

    Is lone as some volcanic isle; 

No torch is kindled at its blaze— 

      A funeral pile. 

 

  The hope, the fear, the jealous care, 

    The exalted portion of the pain 

And power of love, I cannot share, 

      But wear the chain. 

 

  But ’tis not thus—and ’tis not here— 

    Such thoughts should shake my soul nor now, 

Where glory decks the hero’s bier, 

      Or binds his brow. 

 

  The sword, the banner, and the field, 

    Glory and Greece, around me see! 

The Spartan, borne upon his shield, 

      Was not more free. 

 

  Awake! (not Greece—she is awake!) 

    Awake, my spirit! Think through whom 

Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake, 

      And then strike home! 

 

  Tread those reviving passions down, 

    Unworthy manhood!—unto thee 

Indifferent should the smile or frown 

      Of beauty be. 

 

  If thou regrett’st thy youth, why live? 

    The land of honourable death 

Is here:—up to the field, and give 

      Away thy breath! 

 

  Seek out—less often sought than found— 

    A soldier’s grave, for thee the best; 

Then look around, and choose thy ground, 

      And take thy rest. 
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LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI: A BALLAD 

By John Keats 

 

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

       Alone and palely loitering? 

The sedge has withered from the lake, 

       And no birds sing. 

 

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

       So haggard and so woe-begone? 

The squirrel’s granary is full, 

       And the harvest’s done. 

 

I see a lily on thy brow, 

       With anguish moist and fever-dew, 

And on thy cheeks a fading rose 

       Fast withereth too. 

 

I met a lady in the meads, 

       Full beautiful—a faery’s child, 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 

       And her eyes were wild. 

 

I made a garland for her head, 

       And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 

She looked at me as she did love, 

       And made sweet moan. 

 

I set her on my pacing steed, 

       And nothing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong would she bend, and sing 

       A faery’s song. 

 

She found me roots of relish sweet, 

       And honey wild, and manna-dew, 

And sure in language strange she said— 

       ‘I love thee true’. 

 

She took me to her elfin grot, 

       And there she wept and sighed full sore, 

And there I shut her wild wild eyes 

       With kisses four. 

 

And there she lullèd me asleep, 

       And there I dreamed—Ah! woe betide!— 

The latest dream I ever dreamt 

       On the cold hill side. 

 

I saw pale kings and princes too, 

       Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 

They cried—‘La Belle Dame sans Merci 

       Thee hath in thrall!’ 

 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 

       With horrid warning gapèd wide, 

And I awoke and found me here, 

       On the cold hill’s side. 

 

And this is why I sojourn here, 

       Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is withered from the lake, 

       And no birds sing. 

 

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 

By John Keats 

Thou still unravished bride of quietness,  
      Thou foster child of silence and slow time,  
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express  
      A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:  
What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape  
      Of deities or mortals, or of both,  
            In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?  
What men or gods are these? What maidens loath?  
      What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?  
            What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?  

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard  
      Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;  
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared,  
      Pipe to the spirit dities of no tone.  
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave  
      Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;  
            Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,  
Though winning near the goal---yet, do not grieve;  
      She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss  
            Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair!  

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed  
      Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;  
And, happy melodist, unweari-ed,  
      Forever piping songs forever new;  
More happy love! more happy, happy love!  
      Forever warm and still to be enjoyed,  
            Forever panting, and forever young;  
All breathing human passion far above,  
      That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloyed,  
            A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.  

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?  
      To what green altar, O mysterious priest,  
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,  
      And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed?  
What little town by river or sea shore,  
      Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,  
            Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?  
And, little town, thy streets for evermore  
      Will silent be; and not a soul to tell  
            Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.  

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede  

      Of marble men and maidens overwrought,  

With forest branches and the trodden weed;  
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      Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought  

As doth eternity. Cold Pastoral!  

      When old age shall this generation waste,  

            Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe  

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,  

      "Beauty is truth, truth beauty"---that is all  

            Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know 

ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE 

By John Keats  

 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains  

         My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,  

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains  

         One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:  

'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,  

         But being too happy in thine happiness,—  

                That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees  

                        In some melodious plot  

         Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,  

                Singest of summer in full-throated ease.  

 

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been  

         Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,  

Tasting of Flora and the country green,  

         Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!  

O for a beaker full of the warm South,  

         Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,  

                With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,  

                        And purple-stained mouth;  

         That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,  

                And with thee fade away into the forest dim:  

 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget  

         What thou among the leaves hast never known,  

The weariness, the fever, and the fret  

         Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;  

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,  

         Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;  

                Where but to think is to be full of sorrow  

                        And leaden-eyed despairs,  

         Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,  

                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 Queen-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 embalmed 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 coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,  

                The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.  

 

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time  

         I have been half in love with easeful Death,  

Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,  

         To take into the air my quiet breath;  

                Now more than ever seems it rich to die,  

         To cease upon the midnight with no pain,  

                While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad  

                        In such an ecstasy!  

         Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—  

                   To thy high requiem become a sod.  

 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!  

         No hungry generations tread thee down;  

The voice I hear this passing night was heard  

         In ancient days by emperor and clown:  

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path  

         Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,  

                She stood in tears amid the alien corn;  

                        The same that oft-times hath  

         Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam  

                Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.  

 

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell  

         To toll me back from thee to my sole self!  

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well  

         As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.  

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades  

         Past the near meadows, over the still stream,  

                Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep  

                        In the next valley-glades:  

         Was it a vision, or a waking dream?  

                Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?  

TO AUTUMN 

By John Keats  

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,  

   Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;  

Conspiring with him how to load and bless  

   With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves 

run;  

To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,  

   And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;  

      To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells  

   With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,  

And still more, later flowers for the bees,  

Until they think warm days will never cease,  

      For summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy 

cells.  
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Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?  

   Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find  

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,  

   Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;  

Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,  

   Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook  

      Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:  

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep  

   Steady thy laden head across a brook;  

   Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,  

      Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.  

 

Where are the songs of spring? Ay, Where are they?  

   Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,—  

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,  

   And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;  

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn  

   Among the river sallows, borne aloft  

      Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;  

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;  

   Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft  

   The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;  

      And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

OZYMANDIAS 

By Percy Bysshe Shelley  

I met a traveller from an antique land,  

Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone  

Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand,  

Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,  

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,  

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read  

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,  

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;  

And on the pedestal, these words appear:  

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings;  

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!  

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay  

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare  

The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 

ODE TO THE WEST WIND 

By Percy Bysshe Shelley  

I  

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being,  

Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead  

Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,  

 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,  

Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,  

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed  

 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,  

Each like a corpse within its grave, until  

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow  

 

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill  

(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)  

With living hues and odours plain and hill:  

 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;  

Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh hear!  

 

II  

Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky's 

commotion,  

Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,  

Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and 

Ocean,  

 

Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread  

On the blue surface of thine aëry surge,  

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head  

 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge  

Of the horizon to the zenith's height,  

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge  

 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night  

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,  

Vaulted with all thy congregated might  

 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere  

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh hear!  

 

III  

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams  

The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,  

Lull'd by the coil of his cryst� lline streams,  

 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay,  

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers  

Quivering within the wave's intenser day,  

 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers  

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou  

For whose path the Atlantic's level powers  

 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below  

The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear  

The sapless foliage of the ocean, know  

 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,  

And tremble and despoil themselves: oh hear!  
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IV  

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;  

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;  

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share  

 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free  

Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even  

I were as in my boyhood, and could be  

 

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,  

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed  

Scarce seem'd a vision; I would ne'er have striven  

 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.  

Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!  

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!  

 

A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd  

One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.  

 

V  

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:  

What if my leaves are falling like its own!  

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies  

 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,  

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,  

My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!  

 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe  

Like wither'd leaves to quicken a new birth!  

And, by the incantation of this verse,  

 

Scatter, as from an unextinguish'd hearth  

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!  

Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth  

 

The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,  

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?
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THE MASK OF ANARCHY 

By Percy Bysshe Shelley 

Written on the occasion of the massacre at 
Manchester. 

1 

As I lay asleep in Italy 

There came a voice from over the Sea, 

And with great power it forth led me 

To walk in the visions of Poesy. 

 

  2 

I met Murder on the way-- 

He had a mask like Castlereagh-- 

Very smooth he looked, yet grim; 

Seven blood-hounds followed him: 

 

  3 

All were fat; and well they might 

Be in admirable plight,  

For one by one, and two by two, 

He tossed them human hearts to chew 

 

  4 

Which from his wide cloak he drew. 

Next came Fraud, and he had on, 

Like Eldon, an ermined gown; 

His big tears, for he wept well, 

Turned to mill-stones as they fell. 

 

  5 

And the little children, who 

Round his feet played to and fro, 

Thinking every tear a gem,  

Had their brains knocked out by them. 

 

  6 

Clothed with the Bible, as with light, 

And the shadows of the night, 

Like Sidmouth, next, Hypocrisy 

On a crocodile rode by. 

 

  7 

And many more Destructions played 

In this ghastly masquerade, 

All disguised, even to the eyes, 

Like Bishops, lawyers, peers, or spies. 

 

  8 

Last came Anarchy: he rode 

On a white horse, splashed with blood; 

He was pale even to the lips, 

Like Death in the Apocalypse. 

 

  9 

And he wore a kingly crown; 

And in his grasp a sceptre shone; 

On his brow this mark I saw-- 

'I AM GOD, AND KING, AND LAW!' 

 

  10 

With a pace stately and fast, 

Over English land he passed, 

Trampling to a mire of blood 

The adoring multitude. 

 

  11 

And a mighty troop around, 

With their trampling shook the ground, 

Waving each a bloody sword, 

For the service of their Lord. 

 

  12 

And with glorious triumph, they 

Rode through England proud and gay, 

Drunk as with intoxication 

Of the wine of desolation. 

 

  13 

O'er fields and towns, from sea to sea, 

Passed the Pageant swift and free, 

Tearing up, and trampling down; 

Till they came to London town. 

 

  14 

And each dweller, panic-stricken, 

Felt his heart with terror sicken 

Hearing the tempestuous cry 

Of the triumph of Anarchy. 

 

  15 

For with pomp to meet him came, 

Clothed in arms like blood and flame, 

The hired murderers, who did sing 

`Thou art God, and Law, and King. 

 

  16 

We have waited, weak and lone 

For thy coming, Mighty One! 

Our purses are empty, our swords are cold, 

Give us glory, and blood, and gold.' 

 

  17 

Lawyers and priests, a motley crowd, 

To the earth their pale brows bowed; 

Like a bad prayer not over loud, 

Whispering -- `Thou art Law and God.' -- 
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  18 

Then all cried with one accord, 

`Thou art King, and God, and Lord; 

Anarchy, to thee we bow, 

Be thy name made holy now!' 

 

  19 

And Anarchy, the Skeleton, 

Bowed and grinned to every one, 

As well as if his education 

Had cost ten millions to the nation. 

 

  20 

For he knew the Palaces 

Of our Kings were rightly his; 

His the sceptre, crown, and globe, 

And the gold-inwoven robe. 

 

  21 

So he sent his slaves before 

To seize upon the Bank and Tower, 

And was proceeding with intent 

To meet his pensioned Parliament 

 

  22 

When one fled past, a maniac maid, 

And her name was Hope, she said: 

But she looked more like Despair, 

And she cried out in the air: 

 

  23 

`My father Time is weak and gray 

With waiting for a better day; 

See how idiot-like he stands, 

Fumbling with his palsied hands! 

 

  24 

`He has had child after child, 

And the dust of death is piled 

Over every one but me-- 

Misery, oh, Misery!' 

 

  25 

Then she lay down in the street, 

Right before the horses' feet, 

Expecting, with a patient eye, 

Murder, Fraud, and Anarchy. 

 

  26 

When between her and her foes 

A mist, a light, an image rose, 

Small at first, and weak, and frail 

Like the vapour of a vale: 

 

  27 

Till as clouds grow on the blast, 

Like tower-crowned giants striding fast, 

And glare with lightnings as they fly, 

And speak in thunder to the sky, 

 

  28 

It grew -- a Shape arrayed in mail 

Brighter than the viper's scale, 

And upborne on wings whose grain 

Was as the light of sunny rain. 

 

  29 

On its helm, seen far away, 

A planet, like the Morning's, lay; 

And those plumes its light rained through 

Like a shower of crimson dew. 

 

  30 

With step as soft as wind it passed 

O'er the heads of men -- so fast 

That they knew the presence there, 

And looked, -- but all was empty air. 

 

  31 

As flowers beneath May's footstep waken, 

As stars from Night's loose hair are shaken, 

As waves arise when loud winds call, 

Thoughts sprung where'er that step did fall. 

 

  32 

And the prostrate multitude 

Looked -- and ankle-deep in blood, 

Hope, that maiden most serene, 

Was walking with a quiet mien: 

 

  33 

And Anarchy, the ghastly birth, 

Lay dead earth upon the earth; 

The Horse of Death tameless as wind 

Fled, and with his hoofs did grind 

To dust the murderers thronged behind. 

 

  34 

A rushing light of clouds and splendour, 

A sense awakening and yet tender 

Was heard and felt -- and at its close 

These words of joy and fear arose 

 

  35 

As if their own indignant Earth 

Which gave the sons of England birth 

Had felt their blood upon her brow, 



Dr. V. R. Godhaniya Post Graduate Centre of English-Porbandar           20 

 

And shuddering with a mother's throe 

 

  36 

Had turnèd every drop of blood 

By which her face had been bedewed 

To an accent unwithstood,-- 

As if her heart had cried aloud: 

 

  37 

`Men of England, heirs of Glory, 

Heroes of unwritten story, 

Nurslings of one mighty Mother, 

Hopes of her, and one another; 

 

  38 

`Rise like Lions after slumber 

In unvanquishable number, 

Shake your chains to earth like dew 

Which in sleep had fallen on you -- 

Ye are many -- they are few. 

 

  39 

`What is Freedom? -- ye can tell 

That which slavery is, too well -- 

For its very name has grown 

To an echo of your own.< 

 

  40 

`'Tis to work and have such pay 

As just keeps life from day to day 

In your limbs, as in a cell 

For the tyrants' use to dwell, 

 

  41 

`So that ye for them are made 

Loom, and plough, and sword, and spade, 

With or without your own will bent 

To their defence and nourishment. 

 

  42 

`'Tis to see your children weak 

With their mothers pine and peak, 

When the winter winds are bleak,-- 

They are dying whilst I speak. 

 

  43 

`'Tis to hunger for such diet 

As the rich man in his riot 

Casts to the fat dogs that lie 

Surfeiting beneath his eye; 

 

  44 

`'Tis to let the Ghost of Gold 

Take from Toil a thousandfold 

More than e'er its substance could 

In the tyrannies of old. 

 

  45 

`Paper coin -- that forgery 

Of the title-deeds, which ye 

Hold to something of the worth 

Of the inheritance of Earth. 

 

  46 

`'Tis to be a slave in soul 

And to hold no strong control 

Over your own wills, but be 

All that others make of ye. 

 

  47 

`And at length when ye complain 

With a murmur weak and vain 

'Tis to see the Tyrant's crew  

Ride over your wives and you-- 

Blood is on the grass like dew. 

 

  48 

`Then it is to feel revenge 

Fiercely thirsting to exchange 

Blood for blood -- and wrong for wrong -- 

Do not thus when ye are strong. 

 

  49 

`Birds find rest, in narrow nest 

When weary of their wingèd quest; 

Beasts find fare, in woody lair 

When storm and snow are in the air, 

 

  50 

`Asses, swine, have litter spread 

And with fitting food are fed; 

All things have a home but one-- 

Thou, Oh, Englishman, hast none! 

 

  51 

`This is Slavery -- savage men, 

Or wild beasts within a den 

Would endure not as ye do-- 

But such ills they never knew. 

 

  52 

`What art thou Freedom? O! could slaves 

Answer from their living graves 

This demand -- tyrants would flee 

Like a dream's dim imagery: 

 

  53 

`Thou art not, as impostors say, 
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A shadow soon to pass away, 

A superstition, and a name 

Echoing from the cave of Fame. 

 

  54 

`For the labourer thou art bread, 

And a comely table spread 

From his daily labour come 

In a neat and happy home. 

 

  55 

`Thou art clothes, and fire, and food 

For the trampled multitude-- 

No -- in countries that are free 

Such starvation cannot be 

As in England now we see. 

 

  56 

`To the rich thou art a check, 

When his foot is on the neck 

Of his victim, thou dost make 

That he treads upon a snake. 

 

  57 

`Thou art Justice -- ne'er for gold 

May thy righteous laws be sold 

As laws are in England -- thou 

Shield'st alike the high and low. 

 

  58 

`Thou art Wisdom -- Freemen never 

Dream that God will damn for ever 

All who think those things untrue 

Of which Priests make such ado. 

 

  59 

`Thou art Peace -- never by thee 

Would blood and treasure wasted be 

As tyrants wasted them, when all 

Leagued to quench thy flame in Gaul. 

 

  60 

`What if English toil and blood 

Was poured forth, even as a flood? 

It availed, Oh, Liberty, 

To dim, but not extinguish thee. 

 

  61 

`Thou art Love -- the rich have kissed 

Thy feet, and like him following Christ, 

Give their substance to the free 

And through the rough world follow thee, 

 

  62 

`Or turn their wealth to arms, and make 

War for thy belovèd sake 

On wealth, and war, and fraud--whence they 

 Drew the power which is their prey. 

 

  63 

`Science, Poetry, and Thought 

Are thy lamps; they make the lot 

Of the dwellers in a cot 

So serene, they curse it not. 

 

  64 

`Spirit, Patience, Gentleness, 

All that can adorn and bless 

Art thou -- let deeds, not words, express 

Thine exceeding loveliness. 

 

  65 

`Let a great Assembly be 

Of the fearless and the free 

On some spot of English ground 

Where the plains stretch wide around. 

 

  66 

`Let the blue sky overhead, 

The green earth on which ye tread, 

All that must eternal be 

Witness the solemnity. 

 

  67 

`From the corners uttermost 

Of the bonds of English coast; 

From every hut, village, and town 

Where those who live and suffer moan 

For others' misery or their own.2  

 

  68 

`From the workhouse and the prison 

Where pale as corpses newly risen, 

Women, children, young and old 

Groan for pain, and weep for cold-- 

 

  69 

`From the haunts of daily life 

Where is waged the daily strife 

With common wants and common cares 

Which sows the human heart with tares-- 

 

  70 

`Lastly from the palaces 

Where the murmur of distress 

Echoes, like the distant sound 

Of a wind alive around 

 

http://knarf.english.upenn.edu/PShelley/anarchy.html#2
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  71 

`Those prison halls of wealth and fashion, 

Where some few feel such compassion 

For those who groan, and toil, and wail 

As must make their brethren pale-- 

 

  72 

`Ye who suffer woes untold, 

Or to feel, or to behold 

Your lost country bought and sold 

With a price of blood and gold-- 

 

  73 

`Let a vast assembly be, 

And with great solemnity 

Declare with measured words that ye 

Are, as God has made ye, free-- 

 

  74 

`Be your strong and simple words 

Keen to wound as sharpened swords, 

And wide as targes let them be, 

With their shade to cover ye. 

 

  75 

`Let the tyrants pour around 

With a quick and startling sound, 

Like the loosening of a sea, 

Troops of armed emblazonry. 

 

  76 

`Let the charged artillery drive 

Till the dead air seems alive 

With the clash of clanging wheels, 

And the tramp of horses' heels. 

 

 

  77 

`Let the fixèd bayonet 

Gleam with sharp desire to wet 

Its bright point in English blood 

Looking keen as one for food. 

 

  78 

`Let the horsemen's scimitars 

Wheel and flash, like sphereless stars 

Thirsting to eclipse their burning 

In a sea of death and mourning. 

 

  79 

`Stand ye calm and resolute, 

Like a forest close and mute,   

With folded arms and looks which are 

Weapons of unvanquished war, 

 

  80 

`And let Panic, who outspeeds 

The career of armèd steeds 

Pass, a disregarded shade 

Through your phalanx undismayed. 

 

  81 

`Let the laws of your own land, 

Good or ill, between ye stand 

Hand to hand, and foot to foot, 

Arbiters of the dispute,  

 

  82 

`The old laws of England -- they 

Whose reverend heads with age are gray, 

Children of a wiser day; 

And whose solemn voice must be 

Thine own echo -- Liberty! 

 

  83 

`On those who first should violate 

Such sacred heralds in their state 

Rest the blood that must ensue, 

And it will not rest on you. 

 

  84 

`And if then the tyrants dare  

Let them ride among you there, 

Slash, and stab, and maim, and hew,-- 

What they like, that let them do. 

 

 

  85 

`With folded arms and steady eyes, 

And little fear, and less surprise, 

Look upon them as they slay 

Till their rage has died away. 

 

  86 

`Then they will return with shame 

To the place from which they came, 

And the blood thus shed will speak 

In hot blushes on their cheek. 

 

  87 

 `Every woman in the land 

Will point at them as they stand-- 

They will hardly dare to greet 

Their acquaintance in the street. 

 

  88 

`And the bold, true warriors 

Who have hugged Danger in wars 
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Will turn to those who would be free, 

Ashamed of such base company. 

 

  89 

`And that slaughter to the Nation 

Shall steam up like inspiration, 

Eloquent, oracular; 

A volcano heard afar. 

 

  90 

`And these words shall then become 

Like Oppression's thundered doom 

Ringing through each heart and brain, 

Heard again -- again -- again-- 

 

  91 

`Rise like Lions after slumber 

In unvanquishable number-- 

Shake your chains to earth like dew 

Which in sleep had fallen on you-- 

Ye are many -- they are few.' 

 

 

 

ULYSSES 

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson  

It little profits that an idle king,  

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,  

Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole  

Unequal laws unto a savage race,  

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not 

me.  

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink  

Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd  

Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those  

That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when  

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades  

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;  

For always roaming with a hungry heart  

Much have I seen and known; cities of men  

And manners, climates, councils, governments,  

Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;  

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,  

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.  

I am a part of all that I have met;  

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'  

Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin 

fades  

For ever and forever when I move.  

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,  

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!  

As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life  

Were all too little, and of one to me  

Little remains: but every hour is saved  

From that eternal silence, something more,  

A bringer of new things; and vile it were  

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,  

And this gray spirit yearning in desire  

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,  

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.  

 

         This is my son, mine own Telemachus,  

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,—  

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil  

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild  

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees  

Subdue them to the useful and the good.  

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere  

Of common duties, decent not to fail  

In offices of tenderness, and pay  

Meet adoration to my household gods,  

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

 

         There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:  

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,  

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

with me—  

That ever with a frolic welcome took  

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed  

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

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;  

Death closes all: but something ere the end,  

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,  

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.  

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:  

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the 

deep  

Moans round with many voices. Come, my 

friends,  

'T is not too late to seek a newer world.  

Push off, and sitting well in order smite  

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds  

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths  

Of all the western stars, until I die.  

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:  

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,  

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.  

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'  

We are not now that strength which in old days  
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Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we 

are;  

One equal temper of heroic hearts,  

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will  

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 

 

CROSSING THE BAR 
By Alfred, Lord Tennyson  

Sunset and evening star, 

And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 

When I put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 

Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless 

deep 

Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 

And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 

When I embark; 
For though from out our bourne of Time and 

Place 

The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 

When I have crossed the bar. 

 

MY LAST DUCHESS 

By Robert Browning 
 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,  

Looking as if she were alive. I call  

That piece a wonder, now: Fra Pandolf’s hands  

Worked busily a day, and there she stands.  

Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said  

“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read  

Strangers like you that pictured countenance,  

The depth and passion of its earnest glance,  

But to myself they turned (since none puts by  

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)  

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,  

How such a glance came there; so, not the first  

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not  

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot  

Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps  

Fra Pandolf chanced to say “Her mantle laps  

Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint  

Must never hope to reproduce the faint  

Half-flush that dies along her throat”: such stuff  

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough  

For calling up that spot of joy. She had  

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad,  

Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er  

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.  

Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast,  

The dropping of the daylight in the West,  

The bough of cherries some officious fool  

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule  

She rode with round the terrace—all and each  

Would draw from her alike the approving 

speech,  

Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but 

thanked  

Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked  

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name  

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame  

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill  

In speech—(which I have not)—to make your 

will  

Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this  

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,  

Or there exceed the mark”—and if she let  

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set  

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,  

—E’en then would be some stooping; and I 

choose  

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,  

Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without  

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave 

commands;  

Then all smiles stopped together. There she 

stands  

As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet  

The company below, then. I repeat,  

The Count your master’s known munificence  

Is ample warrant that no just pretence  

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;  

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed  

At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go  

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,  

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,  

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me! 

Fra Lippo Lippi 

By Robert Browning  

[Florentine painter, 1412-69] 
I am poor brother Lippo, by your leave!  

You need not clap your torches to my face.  

Zooks, what's to blame? you think you see a 

monk!  

What, 'tis past midnight, and you go the rounds,  

And here you catch me at an alley's end  

Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar?  
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The Carmine's my cloister: hunt it up,  

Do,—harry out, if you must show your zeal,  

Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole,  

And nip each softling of a wee white mouse,  

Weke, weke, that's crept to keep him company!  

Aha, you know your betters! Then, you'll take  

Your hand away that's fiddling on my throat,  

And please to know me likewise. Who am I?  

Why, one, sir, who is lodging with a friend  

Three streets off—he's a certain . . . how d'ye 

call?  

Master—a ...Cosimo of the Medici,  

I' the house that caps the corner. Boh! you were 

best!  

Remember and tell me, the day you're hanged,  

How you affected such a gullet's-gripe!  

But you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves  

Pick up a manner nor discredit you:  

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the 

streets  

And count fair price what comes into their net?  

He's Judas to a tittle, that man is!  

Just such a face! Why, sir, you make amends.  

Lord, I'm not angry! Bid your hang-dogs go  

Drink out this quarter-florin to the health  

Of the munificent House that harbours me  

(And many more beside, lads! more beside!)  

And all's come square again. I'd like his face—  

His, elbowing on his comrade in the door  

With the pike and lantern,—for the slave that 

holds  

John Baptist's head a-dangle by the hair  

With one hand ("Look you, now," as who should 

say)  

And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped!  

It's not your chance to have a bit of chalk,  

A wood-coal or the like? or you should see!  

Yes, I'm the painter, since you style me so.  

What, brother Lippo's doings, up and down,  

You know them and they take you? like enough!  

I saw the proper twinkle in your eye—  

'Tell you, I liked your looks at very first.  

Let's sit and set things straight now, hip to 

haunch.  

Here's spring come, and the nights one makes up 

bands  

To roam the town and sing out carnival,  

And I've been three weeks shut within my mew,  

A-painting for the great man, saints and saints  

And saints again. I could not paint all night—  

Ouf! I leaned out of window for fresh air.  

There came a hurry of feet and little feet,  

A sweep of lute strings, laughs, and whifts of 

song, —  

Flower o' the broom,  

Take away love, and our earth is a tomb!  

Flower o' the quince,  

I let Lisa go, and what good in life since?  

Flower o' the thyme—and so on. Round they 

went.  

Scarce had they turned the corner when a titter  

Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight,—three 

slim shapes,  

And a face that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and 

blood,  

That's all I'm made of! Into shreds it went,  

Curtain and counterpane and coverlet,  

All the bed-furniture—a dozen knots,  

There was a ladder! Down I let myself,  

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so 

dropped,  

And after them. I came up with the fun  

Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met,—  

Flower o' the rose,  

If I've been merry, what matter who knows?  

And so as I was stealing back again  

To get to bed and have a bit of sleep  

Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work  

On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast  

With his great round stone to subdue the flesh,  

You snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see!  

Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your 

head—  

Mine's shaved—a monk, you say—the sting 's in 

that!  

If Master Cosimo announced himself,  

Mum's the word naturally; but a monk!  

Come, what am I a beast for? tell us, now!  

I was a baby when my mother died  

And father died and left me in the street.  

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two  

On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks,  

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day,  

My stomach being empty as your hat,  

The wind doubled me up and down I went.  

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand,  

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)  

And so along the wall, over the bridge,  

By the straight cut to the convent. Six words 

there,  

While I stood munching my first bread that 

month:  

"So, boy, you're minded," quoth the good fat 

father  

Wiping his own mouth, 'twas refection-time,—  

"To quit this very miserable world?  

Will you renounce" . . . "the mouthful of bread?" 

thought I;  
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By no means! Brief, they made a monk of me;  

I did renounce the world, its pride and greed,  

Palace, farm, villa, shop, and banking-house,  

Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici  

Have given their hearts to—all at eight years old.  

Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure,  

'Twas not for nothing—the good bellyful,  

The warm serge and the rope that goes all round,  

And day-long blessed idleness beside!  

"Let's see what the urchin's fit for"—that came 

next.  

Not overmuch their way, I must confess.  

Such a to-do! They tried me with their books:  

Lord, they'd have taught me Latin in pure waste!  

Flower o' the clove.  

All the Latin I construe is, "amo" I love!  

But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets  

Eight years together, as my fortune was,  

Watching folk's faces to know who will fling  

The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires,  

And who will curse or kick him for his pains,—  

Which gentleman processional and fine,  

Holding a candle to the Sacrament,  

Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch  

The droppings of the wax to sell again,  

Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped,—  

How say I?—nay, which dog bites, which lets 

drop  

His bone from the heap of offal in the street,—  

Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike,  

He learns the look of things, and none the less  

For admonition from the hunger-pinch.  

I had a store of such remarks, be sure,  

Which, after I found leisure, turned to use.  

I drew men's faces on my copy-books,  

Scrawled them within the antiphonary's marge,  

Joined legs and arms to the long music-notes,  

Found eyes and nose and chin for A's and B's,  

And made a string of pictures of the world  

Betwixt the ins and outs of verb and noun,  

On the wall, the bench, the door. The monks 

looked black.  

"Nay," quoth the Prior, "turn him out, d'ye say?  

In no wise. Lose a crow and catch a lark.  

What if at last we get our man of parts,  

We Carmelites, like those Camaldolese  

And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine  

And put the front on it that ought to be!"  

And hereupon he bade me daub away.  

Thank you! my head being crammed, the walls a 

blank,  

Never was such prompt disemburdening.  

First, every sort of monk, the black and white,  

I drew them, fat and lean: then, folk at church,  

From good old gossips waiting to confess  

Their cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends,—  

To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot,  

Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there  

With the little children round him in a row  

Of admiration, half for his beard and half  

For that white anger of his victim's son  

Shaking a fist at him with one fierce arm,  

Signing himself with the other because of Christ  

(Whose sad face on the cross sees only this  

After the passion of a thousand years)  

Till some poor girl, her apron o'er her head,  

(Which the intense eyes looked through) came at 

eve  

On tiptoe, said a word, dropped in a loaf,  

Her pair of earrings and a bunch of flowers  

(The brute took growling), prayed, and so was 

gone.  

I painted all, then cried "'Tis ask and have;  

Choose, for more's ready!"—laid the ladder flat,  

And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall.  

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud  

Till checked, taught what to see and not to see,  

Being simple bodies,—"That's the very man!  

Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog!  

That woman's like the Prior's niece who comes  

To care about his asthma: it's the life!''  

But there my triumph's straw-fire flared and 

funked;  

Their betters took their turn to see and say:  

The Prior and the learned pulled a face  

And stopped all that in no time. "How? what's 

here?  

Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all!  

Faces, arms, legs, and bodies like the true  

As much as pea and pea! it's devil's-game!  

Your business is not to catch men with show,  

With homage to the perishable clay,  

But lift them over it, ignore it all,  

Make them forget there's such a thing as flesh.  

Your business is to paint the souls of men—  

Man's soul, and it's a fire, smoke . . . no, it's not . . .  

It's vapour done up like a new-born babe—  

(In that shape when you die it leaves your 

mouth)  

It's . . . well, what matters talking, it's the soul!  

Give us no more of body than shows soul!  

Here's Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God,  

That sets us praising—why not stop with him?  

Why put all thoughts of praise out of our head  

With wonder at lines, colours, and what not?  

Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms!  

Rub all out, try at it a second time.  

Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts,  
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She's just my niece . . . Herodias, I would say,—  

Who went and danced and got men's heads cut 

off!  

Have it all out!" Now, is this sense, I ask?  

A fine way to paint soul, by painting body  

So ill, the eye can't stop there, must go further  

And can't fare worse! Thus, yellow does for white  

When what you put for yellow's simply black,  

And any sort of meaning looks intense  

When all beside itself means and looks nought.  

Why can't a painter lift each foot in turn,  

Left foot and right foot, go a double step,  

Make his flesh liker and his soul more like,  

Both in their order? Take the prettiest face,  

The Prior's niece . . . patron-saint—is it so pretty  

You can't discover if it means hope, fear,  

Sorrow or joy? won't beauty go with these?  

Suppose I've made her eyes all right and blue,  

Can't I take breath and try to add life's flash,  

And then add soul and heighten them three-fold?  

Or say there's beauty with no soul at all—  

(I never saw it—put the case the same—)  

If you get simple beauty and nought else,  

You get about the best thing God invents:  

That's somewhat: and you'll find the soul you 

have missed,  

Within yourself, when you return him thanks.  

"Rub all out!" Well, well, there's my life, in short,  

And so the thing has gone on ever since.  

I'm grown a man no doubt, I've broken bounds:  

You should not take a fellow eight years old  

And make him swear to never kiss the girls.  

I'm my own master, paint now as I please—  

Having a friend, you see, in the Corner-house!  

Lord, it's fast holding by the rings in front—  

Those great rings serve more purposes than just  

To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse!  

And yet the old schooling sticks, the old grave 

eyes  

Are peeping o'er my shoulder as I work,  

The heads shake still—"It's art's decline, my son!  

You're not of the true painters, great and old;  

Brother Angelico's the man, you'll find;  

Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer:  

Fag on at flesh, you'll never make the third!"  

Flower o' the pine,  

You keep your mistr ... manners, and I'll stick to 

mine!  

I'm not the third, then: bless us, they must know!  

Don't you think they're the likeliest to know,  

They with their Latin? So, I swallow my rage,  

Clench my teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint  

To please them—sometimes do and sometimes 

don't;  

For, doing most, there's pretty sure to come  

A turn, some warm eve finds me at my saints—  

A laugh, a cry, the business of the world—  

(Flower o' the peach  

Death for us all, and his own life for each!)  

And my whole soul revolves, the cup runs over,  

The world and life's too big to pass for a dream,  

And I do these wild things in sheer despite,  

And play the fooleries you catch me at,  

In pure rage! The old mill-horse, out at grass  

After hard years, throws up his stiff heels so,  

Although the miller does not preach to him  

The only good of grass is to make chaff.  

What would men have? Do they like grass or 

no—  

May they or mayn't they? all I want's the thing  

Settled for ever one way. As it is,  

You tell too many lies and hurt yourself:  

You don't like what you only like too much,  

You do like what, if given you at your word,  

You find abundantly detestable.  

For me, I think I speak as I was taught;  

I always see the garden and God there  

A-making man's wife: and, my lesson learned,  

The value and significance of flesh,  

I can't unlearn ten minutes afterwards.  

 

You understand me: I'm a beast, I know.  

But see, now—why, I see as certainly  

As that the morning-star's about to shine,  

What will hap some day. We've a youngster here  

Comes to our convent, studies what I do,  

Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop:  

His name is Guidi—he'll not mind the monks—  

They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk—  

He picks my practice up—he'll paint apace.  

I hope so—though I never live so long,  

I know what's sure to follow. You be judge!  

You speak no Latin more than I, belike;  

However, you're my man, you've seen the world  

—The beauty and the wonder and the power,  

The shapes of things, their colours, lights and 

shades,  

Changes, surprises,—and God made it all!  

—For what? Do you feel thankful, ay or no,  

For this fair town's face, yonder river's line,  

The mountain round it and the sky above,  

Much more the figures of man, woman, child,  

These are the frame to? What's it all about?  

To be passed over, despised? or dwelt upon,  

Wondered at? oh, this last of course!—you say.  

But why not do as well as say,—paint these  

Just as they are, careless what comes of it?  

God's works—paint any one, and count it crime  
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To let a truth slip. Don't object, "His works  

Are here already; nature is complete:  

Suppose you reproduce her—(which you can't)  

There's no advantage! you must beat her, then."  

For, don't you mark? we're made so that we love  

First when we see them painted, things we have 

passed  

Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see;  

And so they are better, painted—better to us,  

Which is the same thing. Art was given for that;  

God uses us to help each other so,  

Lending our minds out. Have you noticed, now,  

Your cullion's hanging face? A bit of chalk,  

And trust me but you should, though! How much 

more,  

If I drew higher things with the same truth!  

That were to take the Prior's pulpit-place,  

Interpret God to all of you! Oh, oh,  

It makes me mad to see what men shall do  

And we in our graves! This world's no blot for us,  

Nor blank; it means intensely, and means good:  

To find its meaning is my meat and drink.  

"Ay, but you don't so instigate to prayer!"  

Strikes in the Prior: "when your meaning's plain  

It does not say to folk—remember matins,  

Or, mind you fast next Friday!" Why, for this  

What need of art at all? A skull and bones,  

Two bits of stick nailed crosswise, or, what's 

best,  

A bell to chime the hour with, does as well.  

I painted a Saint Laurence six months since  

At Prato, splashed the fresco in fine style:  

"How looks my painting, now the scaffold's 

down?"  

I ask a brother: "Hugely," he returns—  

"Already not one phiz of your three slaves  

Who turn the Deacon off his toasted side,  

But's scratched and prodded to our heart's 

content,  

The pious people have so eased their own  

With coming to say prayers there in a rage:  

We get on fast to see the bricks beneath.  

Expect another job this time next year,  

For pity and religion grow i' the crowd—  

Your painting serves its purpose!" Hang the fools!  

 

—That is—you'll not mistake an idle word  

Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot,  

Tasting the air this spicy night which turns  

The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine!  

Oh, the church knows! don't misreport me, now!  

It's natural a poor monk out of bounds  

Should have his apt word to excuse himself:  

And hearken how I plot to make amends.  

I have bethought me: I shall paint a piece  

... There's for you! Give me six months, then go, 

see  

Something in Sant' Ambrogio's! Bless the nuns!  

They want a cast o' my office. I shall paint  

God in the midst, Madonna and her babe,  

Ringed by a bowery, flowery angel-brood,  

Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet  

As puff on puff of grated orris-root  

When ladies crowd to Church at midsummer.  

And then i' the front, of course a saint or two—  

Saint John' because he saves the Florentines,  

Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and 

white  

The convent's friends and gives them a long day,  

And Job, I must have him there past mistake,  

The man of Uz (and Us without the z,  

Painters who need his patience). Well, all these  

Secured at their devotion, up shall come  

Out of a corner when you least expect,  

As one by a dark stair into a great light,  

Music and talking, who but Lippo! I!—  

Mazed, motionless, and moonstruck—I'm the 

man!  

Back I shrink—what is this I see and hear?  

I, caught up with my monk's-things by mistake,  

My old serge gown and rope that goes all round,  

I, in this presence, this pure company!  

Where's a hole, where's a corner for escape?  

Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing  

Forward, puts out a soft palm—"Not so fast!"  

—Addresses the celestial presence, "nay—  

He made you and devised you, after all,  

Though he's none of you! Could Saint John there 

draw—  

His camel-hair make up a painting brush?  

We come to brother Lippo for all that,  

Iste perfecit opus! So, all smile—  

I shuffle sideways with my blushing face  

Under the cover of a hundred wings  

Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you're gay  

And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut,  

Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops  

The hothead husband! Thus I scuttle off  

To some safe bench behind, not letting go  

The palm of her, the little lily thing  

That spoke the good word for me in the nick,  

Like the Prior's niece . . . Saint Lucy, I would say.  

And so all's saved for me, and for the church  

A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hence!  

Your hand, sir, and good-bye: no lights, no lights!  

The street's hushed, and I know my own way 

back,  

Don't fear me! There's the grey beginning. Zooks!  



Dr. V. R. Godhaniya Post Graduate Centre of English-Porbandar           29 

 

DOVER BEACH 

By Matthew Arnold  

The sea is calm tonight.  

The tide is full, the moon lies fair  

Upon the straits; on the French coast the light  

Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,  

Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.  

Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!  

Only, from the long line of spray  

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,  

Listen! you hear the grating roar  

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,  

At their return, up the high strand,  

Begin, and cease, and then again begin,  

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring  

The eternal note of sadness in.  

 

Sophocles long ago  

Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought  

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow  

Of human misery; we  

Find also in the sound a thought,  

Hearing it by this distant northern sea.  

 

The Sea of Faith  

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore  

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.  

But now I only hear  

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,  

Retreating, to the breath  

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear  

And naked shingles of the world.  

 

Ah, love, let us be true  

To one another! for the world, which seems  

To lie before us like a land of dreams,  

So various, so beautiful, so new,  

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,  

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;  

And we are here as on a darkling plain  

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and 

flight,  

Where ignorant armies clash by night. 

THE LAMB 

By William Blake  

Little Lamb who made thee  

         Dost thou know who made thee  

Gave thee life & bid thee feed.  

By the stream & o'er the mead;  

Gave thee clothing of delight,  

Softest clothing wooly bright;  

Gave thee such a tender voice,  

Making all the vales rejoice!  

         Little Lamb who made thee  

         Dost thou know who made thee  

 

         Little Lamb I'll tell thee,  

         Little Lamb I'll tell thee! 

He is called by thy name,  

For he calls himself a Lamb:  

He is meek & he is mild,  

He became a little child:  

I a child & thou a lamb,  

We are called by his name.  

         Little Lamb God bless thee.  

         Little Lamb God bless thee. 

THE TYGER 

By William Blake  

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,  

In the forests of the night;  

What immortal hand or eye,  

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?  

 

In what distant deeps or skies.  

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?  

On what wings dare he aspire?  

What the hand, dare seize the fire?  

 

And what shoulder, & what art,  

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?  

And when thy heart began to beat,  

What dread hand? & what dread feet?  

 

What the hammer? what the chain,  

In what furnace was thy brain?  

What the anvil? what dread grasp,  

Dare its deadly terrors clasp!  

 

When the stars threw down their spears  

And water'd heaven with their tears:  

Did he smile his work to see?  

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?  

 

Tyger Tyger burning bright,  

In the forests of the night:  

What immortal hand or eye,  

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
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LONDON 

By William Blake  

 

I wander thro' each charter'd street,  

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow.  

And mark in every face I meet  

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.  

 

In every cry of every Man,  

In every Infants cry of fear,  

In every voice: in every ban,  

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear  

 

How the Chimney-sweepers cry  

Every blackning Church appalls,  

And the hapless Soldiers sigh  

Runs in blood down Palace walls  

 

But most thro' midnight streets I hear  

How the youthful Harlots curse  

Blasts the new-born Infants tear  

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse 

A MUSICAL INSTRUMENT 

By Elizabeth Barrett Browning  

I.  

WHAT was he doing, the great god Pan,  

    Down in the reeds by the river ?  

Spreading ruin and scattering ban,  

Splashing and paddling with hoofs of a goat,  

And breaking the golden lilies afloat  

    With the dragon-fly on the river.  

 

II.  

He tore out a reed, the great god Pan,  

    From the deep cool bed of the river :  

The limpid water turbidly ran,  

And the broken lilies a-dying lay,  

And the dragon-fly had fled away,  

    Ere he brought it out of the river. 

 

III.  

High on the shore sate the great god Pan,  

    While turbidly flowed the river ;  

And hacked and hewed as a great god can,  

With his hard bleak steel at the patient reed,  

Till there was not a sign of a leaf indeed  

    To prove it fresh from the river.  

 

IV.  

He cut it short, did the great god Pan,  

    (How tall it stood in the river !)  

Then drew the pith, like the heart of a man,  

Steadily from the outside ring,  

And notched the poor dry empty thing  

    In holes, as he sate by the river.  

 

V.  

This is the way,' laughed the great god Pan,  

    Laughed while he sate by the river,)  

The only way, since gods began  

To make sweet music, they could succeed.'  

Then, dropping his mouth to a hole in the reed,  

    He blew in power by the river.  

 

VI.  

Sweet, sweet, sweet, O Pan !  

    Piercing sweet by the river !  

Blinding sweet, O great god Pan !  

The sun on the hill forgot to die,  

And the lilies revived, and the dragon-fly  

    Came back to dream on the river.  

 

VII.  

Yet half a beast is the great god Pan,  

    To laugh as he sits by the river,  

Making a poet out of a man :  

The true gods sigh for the cost and pain, —  

For the reed which grows nevermore again  

    As a reed with the reeds in the river.
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

By Dante Gabriel Rossetti 

 

The blessed damozel leaned out 

    From the gold bar of Heaven; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depth 

    Of waters stilled at even; 

She had three lilies in her hand, 

    And the stars in her hair were seven. 

 

Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem, 

    No wrought flowers did adorn, 

But a white rose of Mary's gift, 

    For service meetly worn; 

Her hair that lay along her back 

    Was yellow like ripe corn. 

 

Herseemed she scarce had been a day 

    One of God's choristers; 

The wonder was not yet quite gone 

    From that still look of hers; 

Albeit, to them she left, her day 

    Had counted as ten years. 

 

(To one, it is ten years of years. 

    ... Yet now, and in this place, 

Surely she leaned o'er me--her hair 

    Fell all about my face.... 

Nothing: the autumn-fall of leaves. 

    The whole year sets apace.) 

 

It was the rampart of God's house 

    That she was standing on; 

By God built over the sheer depth 

    The which is Space begun; 

So high, that looking downward thence 

    She scarce could see the sun. 

 

It lies in Heaven, across the flood 

    Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 

    With flame and darkness ridge 

The void, as low as where this earth 

    Spins like a fretful midge. 

 

Around her, lovers, newly met 

    'Mid deathless love's acclaims, 

Spoke evermore among themselves 

    Their heart-remembered names; 

And the souls mounting up to God 

    Went by her like thin flames. 

 

And still she bowed herself and stooped 

    Out of the circling charm; 

Until her bosom must have made 

    The bar she leaned on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 

    Along her bended arm. 

 

From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 

    Time like a pulse shake fierce 

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 

    Within the gulf to pierce 

Its path; and now she spoke as when 

    The stars sang in their spheres. 

 

The sun was gone now; the curled moon 

    Was like a little feather 

Fluttering far down the gulf; and now 

    She spoke through the still weather. 

Her voice was like the voice the stars 

    Had when they sang together. 

 

(Ah sweet! Even now, in that bird's song, 

    Strove not her accents there, 

Fain to be hearkened? When those bells 

    Possessed the mid-day air, 

Strove not her steps to reach my side 

    Down all the echoing stair?) 

 

"I wish that he were come to me, 

    For he will come," she said. 

"Have I not prayed in Heaven? --on earth, 

    Lord, Lord, has he not pray'd? 

Are not two prayers a perfect strength? 

    And shall I feel afraid? 

 

"When round his head the aureole clings, 

    And he is clothed in white, 

I'll take his hand and go with him 

    To the deep wells of light; 

As unto a stream we will step down, 

    And bathe there in God's sight. 

 

"We two will stand beside that shrine, 

    Occult, withheld, untrod, 

Whose lamps are stirred continually 

    With prayer sent up to God; 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 

    Each like a little cloud. 

 

"We two will lie i' the shadow of 

    That living mystic tree 

Within whose secret grove the Dove 

    Is sometimes felt to be, 
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While every leaf that His plumes touch 

    Saith His Name audibly. 

 

"And I myself will teach to him, 

    I myself, lying so, 

The songs I sing here; which his voice 

    Shall pause in, hushed and slow, 

And find some knowledge at each pause, 

    Or some new thing to know." 

 

(Alas! we two, we two, thou say'st! 

    Yea, one wast thou with me 

That once of old. But shall God lift 

    To endless unity. 

The soul whose likeness with thy soul 

    Was but its love for thee?) 

 

"We two," she said, "will seek the groves 

    Where the lady Mary is, 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 

    Are five sweet symphonies, 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

    Margaret and Rosalys. 

 

"Circlewise sit they, with bound locks 

    And foreheads garlanded; 

Into the fine cloth white like flame 

    Weaving the golden thread, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 

    Who are just born, being dead. 

 

"He shall fear, haply, and be dumb; 

    Then will I lay my cheek 

To his, and tell about our love, 

    Not once abashed or weak: 

And the dear Mother will approve 

    My pride, and let me speak. 

 

"Herself shall bring us, hand in hand, 

    To Him round whom all souls 

Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads 

    Bowed with their aureoles: 

And angels meeting us shall sing 

    To their citherns and citoles. 

 

"There will I ask of Christ the Lord 

    Thus much for him and me:- 

Only to live as once on earth 

    With Love, --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 towards her, fill'd 

With angels in strong level flight. 

    Her eyes prayed, and she smil'd. 

 

(I saw her smile.) But soon their path 

    Was vague in distant spheres: 

And then she cast her arms along 

    The golden barriers, 

And laid her face between her hands, 

    And wept. (I heard her tears.) 
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SUDDEN LIGHT 

By Dante Gabriel Rossetti  

         I have been here before,  

                But when or how I cannot tell:  

         I know the grass beyond the door,  

                The sweet keen smell,  

The sighing sound, the lights around the shore.  

 

         You have been mine before,—  

                How long ago I may not know:  

         But just when at that swallow's soar  

                Your neck turn'd so,  

Some veil did fall,—I knew it all of yore.  

 

         Has this been thus before?  

                And shall not thus time's eddying flight  

         Still with our lives our love restore  

                In death's despite,  

And day and night yield one delight once more?  

REMEMBER 

By Christina Rossetti  

Remember me when I am gone away,  

         Gone far away into the silent land;  

         When you can no more hold me by the hand,  

Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.  

Remember me when no more day by day  

         You tell me of our future that you plann'd:  

         Only remember me; you understand  

It will be late to counsel then or pray.  

Yet if you should forget me for a while  

         And afterwards remember, do not grieve:  

         For if the darkness and corruption leave  

         A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,  

Better by far you should forget and smile  

         Than that you should remember and be sad. 

PASSING AWAY, SAITH THE WORLD 

By Christina Rossetti  

Passing away, saith the World, passing away:  

Chances, beauty and youth, sapp'd day by day:  

Thy life never continueth in one stay.  

Is the eye waxen dim, is the dark hair changing to grey  

That hath won neither laurel nor bay?  

I shall clothe myself in Spring and bud in May:  

Thou, root-stricken, shalt not rebuild thy decay  

On my bosom for aye.  

Then I answer'd: Yea.  

 

Passing away, saith my Soul, passing away:  

With its burden of fear and hope, of labour and play,  

Hearken what the past doth witness and say:  

Rust in thy gold, a moth is in thine array,  

A canker is in thy bud, thy leaf must decay.  

At midnight, at cockcrow, at morning, one certain day  

Lo, the Bridegroom shall come and shall not delay:  

Watch thou and pray.  

Then I answer'd: Yea.  

 

Passing away, saith my God, passing away:  

Winter passeth after the long delay:  

New grapes on the vine, new figs on the tender spray,  

Turtle calleth turtle in Heaven's May.  

Though I tarry, wait for Me, trust Me, watch and pray.  

Arise, come away, night is past and lo it is day,  

My love, My sister, My spouse, thou shalt hear Me say.  

Then I answer'd: Yea. 

 

PIED BEAUTY 

By Gerard Manley Hopkins  

Glory be to God for dappled things –  

   For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;  

      For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;  

Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;  

   Landscape plotted and pieced – fold, fallow, and 

plough;  

      And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim.  

 

All things counter, original, spare, strange;  

   Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)  

      With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;  

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:  

                                Praise him. 

'THOU ART INDEED JUST, LORD, IF I CONTEND' 

By Gerard Manley Hopkins  

Justus quidem tu es, Domine, si disputem tecum; 
verumtamen  
justa loquar ad te: Quare via impiorum prosperatur? 
&c.  

Thou art indeed just, Lord, if I contend  

With thee; but, sir, so what I plead is just.  

Why do sinners’ ways prosper? and why must  

Disappointment all I endeavour end?  

    Wert thou my enemy, O thou my friend,  

How wouldst thou worse, I wonder, than thou dost  

Defeat, thwart me? Oh, the sots and thralls of lust  

Do in spare hours more thrive than I that spend,  

Sir, life upon thy cause. See, banks and brakes  

Now, leavèd how thick! lacèd they are again  

With fretty chervil, look, and fresh wind shakes  

Them; birds build – but not I build; no, but strain,  

Time’s eunuch, and not breed one work that wakes.  
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Mine, O thou lord of life, send my roots rain. 

A LEAVE-TAKING 

By Algernon Charles Swinburne  

Let us go hence, my songs; she will not hear.  

Let us go hence together without fear;  

Keep silence now, for singing-time is over,  

And over all old things and all things dear.  

She loves not you nor me as all we love her.  

Yea, though we sang as angels in her ear,  

         She would not hear.  

 

Let us rise up and part; she will not know.  

Let us go seaward as the great winds go,  

Full of blown sand and foam; what help is here?  

There is no help, for all these things are so,  

And all the world is bitter as a tear.  

And how these things are, though ye strove to show,  

         She would not know.  

 

Let us go home and hence; she will not weep.  

We gave love many dreams and days to keep,  

Flowers without scent, and fruits that would not grow,  

Saying 'If thou wilt, thrust in thy sickle and reap.'  

All is reaped now; no grass is left to mow;  

And we that sowed, though all we fell on sleep,  

         She would not weep.  

 

Let us go hence and rest; she will not love.  

She shall not hear us if we sing hereof,  

Nor see love's ways, how sore they are and steep.  

Come hence, let be, lie still; it is enough.  

Love is a barren sea, bitter and deep;  

And though she saw all heaven in flower above,  

         She would not love.  

 

Let us give up, go down; she will not care.  

Though all the stars made gold of all the air,  

And the sea moving saw before it move  

One moon-flower making all the foam-flowers fair;  

Though all those waves went over us, and drove  

Deep down the stifling lips and drowning hair,  

         She would not care.  

 

Let us go hence, go hence; she will not see.  

Sing all once more together; surely she,  

She too, remembering days and words that were,  

Will turn a little toward us, sighing; but we,  

We are hence, we are gone, as though we had not been 

there.  

Nay, and though all men seeing had pity on me,  

         She would not see.  

 

AUGUST 

by Algernon Charles Swinburne 

There were four apples on the bough, 
Half gold half red, that one might know 
The blood was ripe inside the core; 
The colour of the leaves was more 
Like stems of yellow corn that grow 
Through all the gold June meadow’s floor. 
 
The warm smell of the fruit was good 
To feed on, and the split green wood, 
With all its bearded lips and stains 
Of mosses in the cloven veins, 
Most pleasant, if one lay or stood 
In sunshine or in happy rains. 
 
There were four apples on the tree, 
Red stained through gold, that all might see 
The sun went warm from core to rind; 
The green leaves made the summer blind 
In that soft place they kept for me 
With golden apples shut behind. 
 
The leaves caught gold across the sun, 
And where the bluest air begun, 
Thirsted for song to help the heat; 
As I to feel my lady’s feet 
Draw close before the day were done; 
Both lips grew dry with dreams of it. 
 
In the mute August afternoon 
They trembled to some undertune 
Of music in the silver air; 
Great pleasure was it to be there 
Till green turned duskier and the moon 
Coloured the corn-sheaves like gold hair. 
 
That August time it was delight 
To watch the red moons wane to white 
’Twixt grey seamed stems of apple-trees; 
A sense of heavy harmonies 
Grew on the growth of patient night, 
More sweet than shapen music is. 
 
But some three hours before the moon 
The air, still eager from the noon, 
Flagged after heat, not wholly dead; 
Against the stem I leant my head; 
The colour soothed me like a tune, 
Green leaves all round the gold and red. 
 
I lay there till the warm smell grew 
More sharp, when flecks of yellow dew 
Between the round ripe leaves had blurred 
The rind with stain and wet; I heard 
A wind that blew and breathed and blew, 
Too weak to alter its one word. 
 
The wet leaves next the gentle fruit 
Felt smoother, and the brown tree-root 
Felt the mould warmer: I too felt 
(As water feels the slow gold melt 
Right through it when the day burns mute) 
The peace of time wherein love dwelt. 
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There were four apples on the tree, 
Gold stained on red that all might see 
The sweet blood filled them to the core: 
The colour of her hair is more 
Like stems of fair faint gold, that be 
Mown from the harvest’s middle floor. 

FROST AT MIDNIGHT 

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge  

 

The Frost performs its secret ministry,  

Unhelped by any wind. The owlet's cry  

Came loud—and hark, again! loud as before.  

The inmates of my cottage, all at rest,  

Have left me to that solitude, which suits  

Abstruser musings: save that at my side  

My cradled infant slumbers peacefully.  

'Tis calm indeed! so calm, that it disturbs  

And vexes meditation with its strange  

And extreme silentness. Sea, hill, and wood,  

This populous village! Sea, and hill, and wood,  

With all the numberless goings-on of life,  

Inaudible as dreams! the thin blue flame  

Lies on my low-burnt fire, and quivers not;  

Only that film, which fluttered on the grate,  

 

Still flutters there, the sole unquiet thing.  

Methinks, its motion in this hush of nature  

Gives it dim sympathies with me who live,  

Making it a companionable form,  

Whose puny flaps and freaks the idling Spirit  

By its own moods interprets, every where  

Echo or mirror seeking of itself,  

And makes a toy of Thought.  

 

                      But O! how oft,  

How oft, at school, with most believing mind,  

Presageful, have I gazed upon the bars,  

To watch that fluttering stranger ! and as oft  

With unclosed lids, already had I dreamt  

Of my sweet birth-place, and the old church-tower,  

Whose bells, the poor man's only music, rang  

From morn to evening, all the hot Fair-day,  

So sweetly, that they stirred and haunted me  

With a wild pleasure, falling on mine ear  

Most like articulate sounds of things to come!  

So gazed I, till the soothing things, I dreamt,  

Lulled me to sleep, and sleep prolonged my dreams!  

And so I brooded all the following morn,  

Awed by the stern preceptor's face, mine eye  

Fixed with mock study on my swimming book:  

Save if the door half opened, and I snatched  

A hasty glance, and still my heart leaped up,  

For still I hoped to see the stranger's face,  

Townsman, or aunt, or sister more beloved,  

My play-mate when we both were clothed alike!  

 

         Dear Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side,  

Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm,  

Fill up the intersperséd vacancies  

And momentary pauses of the thought!  

My babe so beautiful! it thrills my heart  

With tender gladness, thus to look at thee,  

And think that thou shalt learn far other lore,  

And in far other scenes! For I was reared  

In the great city, pent 'mid cloisters dim,  

And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars.  

But thou, my babe! shalt wander like a breeze  

By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags  

Of ancient mountain, and beneath the clouds,  

Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores  

And mountain crags: so shalt thou see and hear  

The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible  

Of that eternal language, which thy God  

Utters, who from eternity doth teach  

Himself in all, and all things in himself.  

Great universal Teacher! he shall mould  

Thy spirit, and by giving make it ask.  

 

         Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee,  

Whether the summer clothe the general earth  

With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing  

Betwixt the tufts of snow on the bare branch  

Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch  

Smokes in the sun-thaw; whether the eave-drops fall  

Heard only in the trances of the blast,  

Or if the secret ministry of frost  

Shall hang them up in silent icicles,  

Quietly shining to the quiet Moon. 

 
ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR 
By George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788–1824) 
 
’Tis time the heart should be unmoved, 
    Since others it hath ceased to move: 
Yet, though I cannot be beloved, 
      Still let me love! 
 
  My days are in the yellow leaf;  5 
    The flowers and fruits of love are gone; 
The worm, the canker, and the grief 
      Are mine alone! 
 
  The fire that on my bosom preys   
    Is lone as some volcanic isle;  10 
No torch is kindled at its blaze— 
      A funeral pile. 
 
  The hope, the fear, the jealous care,   
    The exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love, I cannot share, 15 
      But wear the chain. 
 
  But ’tis not thus—and ’tis not here—   
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    Such thoughts should shake my soul nor now, 
Where glory decks the hero’s bier, 
      Or binds his brow.   20 
 
  The sword, the banner, and the field,   
    Glory and Greece, around me see! 
The Spartan, borne upon his shield, 
      Was not more free. 
 
  Awake! (not Greece—she is awake!) 25 
    Awake, my spirit! Think through whom 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lake, 
      And then strike home! 
 
  Tread those reviving passions down,   
    Unworthy manhood!—unto thee 30 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
      Of beauty be. 
 
  If thou regrett’st thy youth, why live?   
    The land of honourable death 
Is here:—up to the field, and give  35 
      Away thy breath! 
 
  Seek out—less often sought than found— 
  
    A soldier’s grave, for thee the best; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
      And take thy rest.   40 
AT MISSOLONGHI, January 22, 1824. 

 
THE PALACE OF ART 
By Alfred Tennyson 
 
I built my soul a lordly pleasure-house, 
   Wherein at ease for aye to dwell. 
I said, "O Soul, make merry and carouse, 
   Dear soul, for all is well." 
 
A huge crag-platform, smooth as burnish'd brass 
   I chose. The ranged ramparts bright 
From level meadow-bases of deep grass 
   Suddenly scaled the light. 
 
Thereon I built it firm. Of ledge or shelf 
   The rock rose clear, or winding stair. 
My soul would live alone unto herself 
   In her high palace there. 
 
And "while the world runs round and round," I said, 
   "Reign thou apart, a quiet king, 
Still as, while Saturn whirls, his steadfast shade 
   Sleeps on his luminous ring." 
 
To which my soul made answer readily: 
   "Trust me, in bliss I shall abide 
In this great mansion, that is built for me, 
   So royal-rich and wide." 
 
Four courts I made, East, West and South and North, 
   In each a squared lawn, wherefrom 
The golden gorge of dragons spouted forth 
   A flood of fountain-foam. 

 
And round the cool green courts there ran a row 
   Of cloisters, branch'd like mighty woods, 
Echoing all night to that sonorous flow 
   Of spouted fountain-floods. 
 
And round the roofs a gilded gallery 
   That lent broad verge to distant lands, 
Far as the wild swan wings, to where the sky 
   Dipt down to sea and sands. 
 
From those four jets four currents in one swell 
   Across the mountain stream'd below 
In misty folds, that floating as they fell 
   Lit up a torrent-bow. 
 
And high on every peak a statue seem'd 
   To hang on tiptoe, tossing up 
A cloud of incense of all odour steam'd 
   From out a golden cup. 
 
So that she thought, "And who shall gaze upon 
   My palace with unblinded eyes, 
While this great bow will waver in the sun, 
   And that sweet incense rise?" 
 
For that sweet incense rose and never fail'd, 
   And, while day sank or mounted higher, 
The light aërial gallery, golden-rail'd, 
   Burnt like a fringe of fire. 
 
Likewise the deep-set windows, stain'd and traced, 
   Would seem slow-flaming crimson fires 
From shadow'd grots of arches interlaced, 
   And tipt with frost-like spires. 
 
Full of long-sounding corridors it was, 
   That over-vaulted grateful gloom, 
Thro' which the livelong day my soul did pass, 
   Well-pleased, from room to room. 
 
Full of great rooms and small the palace stood, 
   All various, each a perfect whole 
From living Nature, fit for every mood 
   And change of my still soul. 
 
For some were hung with arras green and blue, 
   Showing a gaudy summer-morn, 
Where with puff'd cheek the belted hunter blew 
   His wreathed bugle-horn. 
 
One seem'd all dark and red - a tract of sand, 
   And some one pacing there alone, 
Who paced for ever in a glimmering land, 
   Lit with a low large moon. 
 
One show'd an iron coast and angry waves. 
   You seem'd to hear them climb and fall 
And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing caves, 
   Beneath the windy wall. 
 
And one, a full-fed river winding slow 
   By herds upon an endless plain, 
The ragged rims of thunder brooding low, 
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   With shadow-streaks of rain. 
 
And one, the reapers at their sultry toil. 
   In front they bound the sheaves. Behind 
Were realms of upland, prodigal in oil, 
   And hoary to the wind. 
 
And one a foreground black with stones and slags, 
   Beyond, a line of heights, and higher 
All barr'd with long white cloud the scornful crags, 
   And highest, snow and fire. 
 
And one, an English home - grey twilight pour'd 
   On dewy pastures, dewy trees, 
Softer than sleep - all things in order stored, 
   A haunt of ancient Peace. 
 
Nor these alone, but every landscape fair, 
   As fit for every mood of mind, 
Or gay, or grave, or sweet, or stern, was there, 
   Not less than truth design'd. 
 
Or the maid-mother by a crucifix, 
   In tracts of pasture sunny-warm, 
Beneath branch-work of costly sardonyx 
   Sat smiling, babe in arm. 
 
Or in a clear-wall'd city on the sea, 
   Near gilded organ-pipes, her hair 
Wound with white roses, slept St. Cecily; 
   An angel look'd at her. 
 
Or thronging all one porch of Paradise 
   A group of Houris bow'd to see 
The dying Islamite, with hands and eyes 
   That said, We wait for thee. 
 
Or mythic Uther's deeply-wounded son 
   In some fair space of sloping greens 
Lay, dozing in the vale of Avalon, 
   And watch'd by weeping queens. 
 
Or hollowing one hand against his ear, 
   To list a foot-fall, ere he saw 
The wood-nymph, stay'd the Ausonian king to hear 
   Of wisdom and of law. 
 
Or over hills with peaky tops engrail'd, 
   And many a tract of palm and rice, 
The throne of Indian Cama slowly sail'd 
   A summer fann'd with spice. 
 
Or sweet Europa's mantle blew unclasp'd, 
   From off her shoulder backward borne: 
From one hand droop'd a crocus: one hand grasp'd 
   The mild bull's golden horn. 
 
Or else flush'd Ganymede, his rosy thigh 
   Half-buried in the Eagle's down, 
Sole as a flying star shot thro' the sky 
   Above the pillar'd town. 
 
Nor these alone; but every legend fair 
   Which the supreme Caucasian mind 

Carved out of Nature for itself, was there, 
   Not less than life, design'd. 
 
Then in the towers I placed great bells that swung, 
   Moved of themselves, with silver sound; 
And with choice paintings of wise men I hung 
   The royal dais round. 
 
For there was Milton like a seraph strong, 
   Beside him Shakespeare bland and mild; 
And there the world-worn Dante grasp'd his song, 
   And somewhat grimly smiled. 
 
And there the Ionian father of the rest; 
   A million wrinkles carved his skin; 
A hundred winters snow'd upon his breast, 
   From cheek and throat and chin. 
 
Above, the fair hall-ceiling stately-set 
   Many an arch high up did lift, 
And angels rising and descending met 
   With interchange of gift. 
 
Below was all mosaic choicely plann'd 
   With cycles of the human tale 
Of this wide world, the times of every land 
   So wrought, they will not fail. 
 
The people here, a beast of burden slow, 
   Toil'd onward, prick'd with goads and stings; 
Here play'd, a tiger, rolling to and fro 
   The heads and crowns of kings; 
 
Here rose, an athlete, strong to break or bind 
   All force in bonds that might endure, 
And here once more like some sick man declined, 
   And trusted any cure. 
 
But over these she trod: and those great bells 
   Began to chime. She took her throne: 
She sat betwixt the shining Oriels, 
   To sing her songs alone. 
 
And thro' the topmost Oriels' coloured flame 
   Two godlike faces gazed below; 
Plato the wise, and large brow'd Verulam, 
   The first of those who know. 
 
And all those names, that in their motion were 
   Full-welling fountain-heads of change, 
Betwixt the slender shafts were blazon'd fair 
   In diverse raiment strange: 
 
Thro' which the lights, rose, amber, emerald, blue, 
   Flush'd in her temples and her eyes, 
And from her lips, as morn from Memnon, drew 
   Rivers of melodies. 
 
No nightingale delighteth to prolong 
   Her low preamble all alone, 
More than my soul to hear her echo'd song 
   Throb thro' the ribbed stone; 
 
Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth, 
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   Joying to feel herself alive, 
Lord over Nature, Lord of the visible earth, 
   Lord of the senses five; 
 
Communing with herself: "All these are mine, 
   And let the world have peace or wars, 
'Tis one to me." She - when young night divine 
   Crown'd dying day with stars, 
 
Making sweet close of his delicious toils - 
   Lit light in wreaths and anadems, 
And pure quintessences of precious oils 
   In hollow'd moons of gems, 
 
To mimic heaven; and clapt her hands and cried, 
   "I marvel if my still delight 
In this great house so royal-rich, and wide, 
   Be flatter'd to the height. 
 
"O all things fair to sate my various eyes! 
   O shapes and hues that please me well! 
O silent faces of the Great and Wise, 
   My Gods, with whom I dwell! 
 
"O God-like isolation which art mine, 
   I can but count thee perfect gain, 
What time I watch the darkening droves of swine 
   That range on yonder plain. 
 
"In filthy sloughs they roll a prurient skin, 
   They graze and wallow, breed and sleep; 
And oft some brainless devil enters in, 
   And drives them to the deep." 
 
Then of the moral instinct would she prate 
   And of the rising from the dead, 
As hers by right of full accomplish'd Fate; 
   And at the last she said: 
 
"I take possession of man's mind and deed. 
   I care not what the sects may brawl. 
I sit as God holding no form of creed, 
   But contemplating all." 
 
Full oft the riddle of the painful earth 
   Flash'd thro' her as she sat alone, 
Yet not the less held she her solemn mirth, 
   And intellectual throne. 
 
And so she throve and prosper'd; so three years 
   She prosper'd: on the fourth she fell, 
Like Herod, when the shout was in his ears, 
   Struck thro' with pangs of hell. 
 
Lest she should fail and perish utterly, 
   God, before whom ever lie bare 
The abysmal deeps of Personality, 
   Plagued her with sore despair. 
 
When she would think, where'er she turn'd her sight 
   The airy hand confusion wrought, 
Wrote, "Mene, mene," and divided quite 
   The kingdom of her thought. 
 

Deep dread and loathing of her solitude 
   Fell on her, from which mood was born 
Scorn of herself; again, from out that mood 
   Laughter at her self-scorn. 
 
"What! is not this my place of strength," she said, 
   "My spacious mansion built for me, 
Whereof the strong foundation-stones were laid 
   Since my first memory?" 
 
But in dark corners of her palace stood 
   Uncertain shapes; and unawares 
On white-eyed phantasms weeping tears of blood, 
   And horrible nightmares, 
 
And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame, 
   And, with dim fretted foreheads all, 
On corpses three-months-old at noon she came, 
   That stood against the wall. 
 
A spot of dull stagnation, without light 
   Or power of movement, seem'd my soul, 
'Mid onward-sloping motions infinite 
   Making for one sure goal. 
 
A still salt pool, lock'd in with bars of sand, 
   Left on the shore, that hears all night 
The plunging seas draw backward from the land 
   Their moon-led waters white. 
 
A star that with the choral starry dance 
   Join'd not, but stood, and standing saw 
The hollow orb of moving Circumstance 
   Roll'd round by one fix'd law. 
 
Back on herself her serpent pride had curl'd. 
   "No voice," she shriek'd in that lone hall, 
"No voice breaks thro' the stillness of this world: 
   One deep, deep silence all!" 
 
She, mouldering with the dull earth's mouldering sod, 
   Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame, 
Lay there exiled from eternal God, 
   Lost to her place and name; 
 
And death and life she hated equally, 
   And nothing saw, for her despair, 
But dreadful time, dreadful eternity, 
   No comfort anywhere; 
 
Remaining utterly confused with fears, 
   And ever worse with growing time, 
And ever unrelieved by dismal tears, 
   And all alone in crime: 
 
Shut up as in a crumbling tomb, girt round 
   With blackness as a solid wall, 
Far off she seem'd to hear the dully sound 
   Of human footsteps fall. 
 
As in strange lands a traveller walking slow, 
   In doubt and great perplexity, 
A little before moon-rise hears the low 
   Moan of an unknown sea; 
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And knows not if it be thunder, or a sound 
   Of rocks thrown down, or one deep cry 
Of great wild beasts; then thinketh, "I have found 
   A new land, but I die." 
 
She howl'd aloud, "I am on fire within. 
   There comes no murmur of reply. 
What is it that will take away my sin, 
   And save me lest I die?" 
 
So when four years were wholly finished, 
   She threw her royal robes away. 
"Make me a cottage in the vale," she said, 
   "Where I may mourn and pray. 
 
"Yet pull not down my palace towers, that are 
   So lightly, beautifully built: 
Perchance I may return with others there 
When I have purged my guilt." 

 
THE CHIMNEY SWEEPER: 
WHEN MY MOTHER DIED I WAS VERY YOUNG 
By William Blake  
 
When my mother died I was very young,  
And my father sold me while yet my tongue  
Could scarcely cry " 'weep! 'weep! 'weep! 'weep!"  
So your chimneys I sweep & in soot I sleep.  
 
There's little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head  
That curled like a lamb's back, was shaved, so I said,  
"Hush, Tom! never mind it, for when your head's bare,  
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair."  
 
And so he was quiet, & that very night,  
As Tom was a-sleeping he had such a sight!  
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, & Jack,  
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black;  
 
And by came an Angel who had a bright key,  
And he opened the coffins & set them all free;  
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing they run,  
And wash in a river and shine in the Sun.  
 
Then naked & white, all their bags left behind,  
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind.  
And the Angel told Tom, if he'd be a good boy,  
He'd have God for his father & never want joy.  
 
And so Tom awoke; and we rose in the dark  
And got with our bags & our brushes to work.  
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy & 
warm;  
So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
THE WOODSPURGE 
By Dante Gabriel Rossetti  
 

The wind flapp'd loose, the wind was still,  

Shaken out dead from tree and hill:  

I had walk'd on at the wind's will,—  

I sat now, for the wind was still.  

 

Between my knees my forehead was,—  

My lips, drawn in, said not Alas!  

My hair was over in the grass,  

My naked ears heard the day pass.  

 

My eyes, wide open, had the run  

Of some ten weeds to fix upon;  

Among those few, out of the sun,  

The woodspurge flower'd, three cups in one.  

 

From perfect grief there need not be  

Wisdom or even memory:  

One thing then learnt remains to me,—  

The woodspurge has a cup of three. 

 

 



Dr. V. R. Godhaniya Post Graduate Centre of English-Porbandar               42 

A FORSAKEN GARDEN 
By Algernon Charles 
Swinburne  
 

In a coign of the cliff between 

lowland and highland,  

       At the sea-down's edge 

between windward and lee,  

Walled round with rocks as an 

inland island,  

       The ghost of a garden fronts 

the sea.  

A girdle of brushwood and 

thorn encloses  

       The steep square slope of 

the blossomless bed  

Where the weeds that grew 

green from the graves of its 

roses  

               Now lie dead.  

 

The fields fall southward, abrupt 

and broken,  

       To the low last edge of the 

long lone land.  

If a step should sound or a word 

be spoken,  

       Would a ghost not rise at the 

strange guest's hand?  

So long have the grey bare 

walks lain guestless,  

       Through branches and 

briars if a man make way,  

He shall find no life but the sea-

wind's, restless  

               Night and day.  

 

The dense hard passage is blind 

and stifled  

       That crawls by a track none 

turn to climb  

To the strait waste place that 

the years have rifled  

       Of all but the thorns that are 

touched not of time.  

The thorns he spares when the 

rose is taken;  

       The rocks are left when he 

wastes the plain.  

The wind that wanders, the 

weeds wind-shaken,  

               These remain.  

 

Not a flower to be pressed of the 

foot that falls not;  

       As the heart of a dead man 

the seed-plots are dry;  

From the thicket of thorns 

whence the nightingale calls not,  

       Could she call, there were 

never a rose to reply.  

Over the meadows that blossom 

and wither  

       Rings but the note of a sea-

bird's song;  

Only the sun and the rain come 

hither  

               All year long.  

 

The sun burns sere and the rain 

dishevels  

       One gaunt bleak blossom of 

scentless breath.  

Only the wind here hovers and 

revels  

       In a round where life seems 

barren as death.  

Here there was laughing of old, 

there was weeping,  

       Haply, of lovers none ever 

will know,  

Whose eyes went seaward a 

hundred sleeping  

               Years ago.  

 

Heart handfast in heart as they 

stood, "Look thither,"  

       Did he whisper? "look forth 

from the flowers to the sea;  

For the foam-flowers endure 

when the rose-blossoms wither,  

       And men that love lightly 

may die—but we?"  

And the same wind sang and the 

same waves whitened,  

       And or ever the garden's last 

petals were shed,  

In the lips that had whispered, 

the eyes that had lightened,  

               Love was dead.  

 

Or they loved their life through, 

and then went whither?  

       And were one to the end—

but what end who knows?  

Love deep as the sea as a rose 

must wither,  
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       As the rose-red seaweed 

that mocks the rose.  

Shall the dead take thought for 

the dead to love them?  

       What love was ever as deep 

as a grave?  

They are loveless now as the 

grass above them  

               Or the wave.  

 

All are at one now, roses and 

lovers,  

       Not known of the cliffs and 

the fields and the sea.  

Not a breath of the time that has 

been hovers  

       In the air now soft with a 

summer to be.  

Not a breath shall there sweeten 

the seasons hereafter  

       Of the flowers or the lovers 

that laugh now or weep,  

When as they that are free now 

of weeping and laughter  

               We shall sleep.  

 

Here death may deal not again 

for ever;  

       Here change may come not 

till all change end.  

From the graves they have made 

they shall rise up never,  

       Who have left nought living 

to ravage and rend.  

Earth, stones, and thorns of the 

wild ground growing,  

       While the sun and the rain 

live, these shall be;  

Till a last wind's breath upon all 

these blowing  

               Roll the sea.  

 

Till the slow sea rise and the 

sheer cliff crumble,  

       Till terrace and meadow the 

deep gulfs drink,  

Till the strength of the waves of 

the high tides humble  

       The fields that lessen, the 

rocks that shrink,  

Here now in his triumph where 

all things falter,  

       Stretched out on the spoils 

that his own hand spread,  

As a god self-slain on his own 

strange altar,  

               Death lies dead. 


