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CHAPTER William Blake

1

THE MARRIAGE OF HEAVEN AND HELL
(Engraved circa 1790)

(William Blake)

The Argument

Rintrah roars, and shakes his fires in the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep.

Once meek, and in a perilous path,
The just man kept his course along
The vale of death.

Roses are planted where thorns grow,
And on the barren heath

Sing the honey bees.

Then the perilous path was planted,
And a river and a spring

On every cliff and tomb,

And on the bleachéd bones

Red clay brought forth;

Till the villain left the paths of ease,
To walk in perilous paths, and drive
The just man into barren climes.

- Now the sneaking serpent walks
In mild humility,
And the just man rages in the wilds
Where lions roam.

.Rintrah roars, and shakes his fires in the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep.

As a new heaven is begun, and it is now thirty-three years since its advent,
the Eternal Hell revives. And Io! Swedenborg is the Angel sitting at the tomb :
his writings are the linen clothes folded up. Now is the dominion of Edom, and
the return of Adam into Paradise. See Isaiah xxxiv and xxxv. chap.

Without Contraries is no progression. Attraction and Repulsion, Reason
and Energy, Love and ‘Hate, are necessary to Human existence.

From these contraries spring what the religious call Good and Evil. Good
is the passive that obeys Reason. Evil is the active springing from Energy.
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Romantic Poetry

Good is Heaven. Evil is Hell.
The Voice of the Devil

All Bibles or sacred codes have been the causes of the following Errors :
1. That Man has two real existing principles, viz. a Body and a Soul.

2. That Energy, call’d Evil, is alone from the Body; and that Reason, eall’d
Good, is alone from the Soul.

3. That God will torment Man in Eternity for following his Energies.
But the following Contraries to these are True :

1. Man has no Body distinect from his Soul: for that call'd Body is a portion’
of Soul discern’d by the five Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age.

2. Energy is the only life, and is from the Body; and Reason is the bound or
outward circumference of Energy.

3. Energy is Eternal Delight.

Those who restrain Desire, do so because theirs is weak enough to be
restrained; and the restrainer or Reason usurps its place and governs the
unwilling. '

And being restrained, it by degrees becomes passive, till it is only the
shadow of Desire.

The history of this is written in Paradise Lost, and the Governor or Reason
is call’d Messiah.

And the original Archangel, or possessor of the command of the Heavenly
Host, is call’d the Devil or Satan, and his children are call’d Sin and Death.

But in the Book of Job, Milton’s Messiah is.called Satan.
For this history has been adopted by both parties.

It indeed appear'd to Reason as if Desire was cast out; but the Devil’s
account is, that the Messiah fell, and formed a Heaven of what he stole from the
Abyss.

This is shown in the Gospel, where he prays to the Father to send the
Comforter, or Desire, that Reason may have Ideas to build on; the Jehovah of
the Bible being no other than he who dwells in flaming fire,

Know that after Christ’s death, he became Jehovah.

But in Milton, the Father is Destiny, the Son a Ratio of the five senses, and
the Holy-ghost Vacuum!

Note. The reason Milton wrote in fetters when he wrote of Angels and
God, and at liberty when of Devils and Hell, is because he was a true Poet, and
of the Devil’s party without knowing it.

A Memorable Fancy

As I was walking among the fires of Hell, delighted with the enjoyments of
Genius, which to Angels look like torment and insanity, I collected some of
their Proverbs; thinkiné that as the sayings used in a nation mark its
character, so the Proverbs of Hell show the nature of Infernal wisdom better
than any description of buildings or garments.

When I came home, on the abyss of the five senses, where a flat-sided
steep frowns over the present world, I saw a mighty Devil, folded in black

2 Self-Instructional Material



clouds, hovering on the sides of the rock : with corroding fires he wrote the
following sentence now perceived by the minds of men, and read by them on

earth :

How do you know but ev’ry Bird that cuts the airy way,
Is an immense World of Delight, clos’d by your senses five?

Proverbs of Hell

- In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter enjoy.

!

Drive your cart and your plough over the bones of the dead.
The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.

Prudence is a rich, ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.
He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.

The cut worm forgives the plough.

Dip him in the river who loves water.

A fool sees not the same tree that @ wise man sees.

He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star.
Eternity is in love with the productions of time.

The busy bee has no time for sorrow.

The hours of folly are measur’d by the clock; but of wisdom, no clock can
measure.

All wholesome food is caught without a net or a trap.

Bring out number, weight, and measure in a year of dearth.
No bird soars too high, if he soars with his own wings.

A dead body revenges not injuries.

The most sublime act is to set another before you.

If the fool would persist in his folly he would become wise.
Folly is the cloak of knavery.

Shame is Pride’s cloak.

Prisons are built with stones of Law, brothels with bricks of Religion.
The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.

The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.

The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.

The nakedness of woman is the work of God.

Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.

The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea,
and the destructive sword are portions of eternity too great for the eye of
man.

The fox condemns the trap, not himself.

Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.

Let man wear the fell of the lion, woman the fleece of the sheep.
The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.

The selfish, smiling fool, and the sullen, frowning fool shall be both
thought wise, that they may be a rod.

What is now proved was once only imagin'd.

William Blake
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The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit watch the roots, the lion, the tiger,
the horse, the elephant watch the fruits.

The cistern contains : the fountain overflows.

One thought fills immensity.

Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will avoid you.
Everything possible to be believ’'d is an image of truth. ’

The eagle never lost so much time as when he submitted to learn of the
crow,

The fox provides for himself: but God provides for the lion.

Think in the morning. Act in the noon. Eat in the evening. Sleep in the
night.

He who has suffer'd you to impose on him, knows you.

As the plough follows words, so God rewards prayers.

The tigers of wrath are wiser than the horses of instruction.
Expect poison from the standing water.

You never know what is enough unless you know what is more than
enough.

Listen to the fool’s reproach! it is a kingly title!
The eyes of fire, the nostrils of air, the mouth of water, the beard of earth.
The weak in courage is strong in cunning.

The apple tree never asks the beech how he shall grow; nor the lion, the
horse, how he shall take his prey.

The thankful receiver bears a plentiful harvest.

If others had not been foolish, we should be so.

The soul of sweet delight can never be defil'd.

When thou seest an eagle, thou seest a portion of Genius; lift up thy {zead!

As the caterpillar chooses the fairest leaves to lay her eggs on, so-the priest
lays his curse on the fairest Joys.

To create a little flower is the labour of ages.

Damn braces. Bless relaxes.

The best wine is the oldest, the best water the newest.

Prayers plough not! Praises reap not!

Joys laugh not! Sorrows weep not!

The head Sublime, the heart Pathos, the genitals Beauty, the hands and
feet Proportion.

As the air to a bird or the sea to a fish, so is contempt to the contemptible.
The crow wish'd everything was black, the owl that everything was white.
Exuberance is Beauty.

If the lion was advised by the fox, he would be cunning.

Improvement makes straight roads; but the crooked roads without
improvement are roads of Genius.

Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted desires.
Where man is not, nature is barren.

Truth can never be told so as to be understood, and not be believ’d.
Enough! or Too much.



The ancient Poets animated all sensible objects with Gods or Geniuses,
calling them by the names and adorning them with the properties of woods,
rivers, mountains, lakes, cities, nations, and whatever their enlarged and
numerous senses could perceive.

And particularly they studied the Genius of each city and country, placing
it under its Mental Deity;

Till a System was formed, which some took advantage of, and enslav'd the
vulgar by attempting to realise or abstract the Mental Deities from their
objects-thus began Priesthood;

Choosing forms of worship from poetic tales.
And at length they pronounc’d that the Gods had order’d such things.

Thus men forgot that All Deities reside in the Human breast.
A Memorable Fancy

The Prophets Isaiah and Ezekiel dined with me, and I asked them how
they dared so roundly to assert that God spoke to them; and whether they did
not think at the time that they would be misunderstood, and so be the cause of
imposition. )

Isaiah answerd : ‘I saw no God, nor heard any, in a finite organical
perception; but my senses discover'd the infinite in everything, and as I was
then persuaded, and remain confirm’d, that the voice of honest indignation 1s
the voice of God, I cared not for consequences, but wrote.’

Then I asked : ‘Does a firm persuasion that a thing is so, make it so?’

He replied : ‘All Poets believe that it does, and in ages of imagination this
firm persuasion removed mountains; but many are not capable of a firm
- persuasion of anything.’

‘Then Ezekiel said : “The philosophy of the East taught the first principles
of human perception. Some nations held one principle for the origin, and some
another : we of Israel taught that the Poetic Genius (as you now call it} was the
first principle and all the others merely derivative, which was the cause of our
despising the Priests and Philosophers of other countries, and prophesying
that all Gods would at last be proved to originate in ours and to be the
tributaries of the Poetic Genius. It was this that our great poet, King David,
Jesired so fervently and invokes so pathetically, saying by this he conquers
enemies and governs kingdoms; and we so loved our God, that we cursed in his
name all the Deities of surrounding nations, and asserted that they had
rebelled. From these opinions the vulgar came to think that all nations would
at last be subject to the Jews.’

“This,” said he, like all firm persuasions, is come to pass; for all nations
believe the Jews’ code and worship the Jews’ god, and what greater subjection
can be?

I heard this with some wonder, and must confess my own conviction. After
dinner T ask’d Isaiah to favour the world with his lost works; he said none of
equal value was lost. Ezekiel said the same of his.

I also asked Isaiah what made him go naked and barefoot three years. He
answer'd : ‘The same that made our friend Diogenes, the Grecian)’

William Blake
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I'then asked Ezekiel why he ate dung, and lay so long on his right and left
side. He answer'd, “The desire of raising other men into a perception of the
infinite : this the North American tribes practise, and is he honest who resists
his genius or conscience only for the sake of present ease or gratification?

The ancient tradition that the world will be consumed in fire at the end of
six thousand years is true, as I have heard from Hell.

For the cherub with his flaming sword is hereby commanded to leave his
guard at tree of life; and when he does, the whale creation will be consumed and
appear infinite and holy, whereas it now appears finite and corrupt.

This will come to pass by an improvement of sensual enjoyment.

But first the notion that man has a body distinet from his soul is to be
expunged; this I shall do by printing in the infernal method, by corrosives,
which in Hell are salutary and medicinal, melting apparent surfaces away, and
displaying the infinite which was hid.

If the doors of perception were cleansed everything would appear to man
as it is, infinite.

For man has closed himself up till he sees all things thro’ narrow chinks of
his cavern. '

A Memorable Fancy

I'wasin a Printing-house in Hell, and saw the method in which knowledge

is transmitted from generation to generation. '

In the first chamber was a Dragon-Man, clearing away the rubbish from a
cave’s mouth; within, a number of Dragons were hollowing the cave.

In the second chamber was a Viper folding round the rock and the cave,
and others adorning it with gold, silver, and precious stones. o

In the third chamber was an Eagle with wings and feathers of air : he
caused the inside of the cave to be infinite. Around were numbers of Eagle-like
men who built palaces in the immense cliffs.

In the fourth chamber were Lions of flaming fire, raging around and
melting the metals into living fluids,

In the fifth chamber were Unnamed forms, which cast the metals into the
expanse.

There they were received by Men who occupied the sixth chamber, and
took the forms of books and were arranged in libraries.

The Giants who formed this world into its sensual existence, and now
seem to live in it in chains, are in truth the causes of its life and the sources of
all activity; but the chains are the cunning of weak and tame minds which have
power to resist energy. According to the proverb, the weak in courage is strong
in cunning.

Thus one portion of being is the Prolific, the other the Devouring. To the
Devourer it seems as if the producer was in his chains; but it is not so, he only
takes portions of existence and fancies that the whole.

But the Prolific would cease to be Prolific unless the Devourer, as a sea,
received the excess of his delights.

Some will say : ‘Is not God alone the Prolific? I answer : ‘God only Acts and
Is, in existing beings or Men.’
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These two classes of men are always upon earth, and they should be
enemies : whoever tries to reconcile them seeks to destroy existence.

Religion is an endeavour to reconcile the two.

. Note. Jesus Christ did not wish to unite, but to separate them, as in the
Parable of sheep and goats! And He says : I came not to send Peace, but a
Sword.

Messiah or Satan or Tempter was formerly thought to be one of the
Antediluvians who are our Energies. :
A Memorable Fancy
An Angel came to me and said : ‘O pitiable, foolish young man! O horrible!
O dreadful state! Consider the hot, burning dungeon thou art preparing for
thyself to all Eternity, to which thou art going in such career.’

1 said : ‘Perhaps you will be willing to show me my eternal lot, and we will
contemplate together upon it, and see whether your lot or mine 1s most
desirable.’ '

Qo he took me thro’ a stable, and thro’ a church, and down into the church
vault, at the end of which was a mill. Thro’ the mill we went, and came fo a cave.
Down the winding cavern we groped our tedious way, till a void boundless as a
nether sky appear'd beneath us, and we held by the roots of trees, and hung
over this immensity. But I said : ‘If you please, we will commit ourselves to this
void, and see whether Providence is here also. If you will not, I will.” But he
answer'd : ‘Do not presume, O young man, but as we here remain, behold thy lot
which will soon appear when the darkness passes away.’

So I remain’d with him, sitting in the twisted root of an oak. He was
suspended in a fungus, which hung with the head downward into the deep.

By degrees we beheld the infinite Abyss, fiery as the smoke of a burning
city; beneath us, at animmense distance, was the sun, black but shining; round
it were fiery tracks on which revolv'd vast spiders, crawling after their prey,
which flew, or rather swum, in the infinite deep, in the most terrific shapes of
animals sprung from corruption; and the air was full of them, and seem’d
composed of them-these are Devils, and are called Powers of the Air. I now
asked my companion which was my eternal lot? He said : ‘Between the black
and white spiders.’

But now, from between the black and white spiders, 2 cloud and fire burst
and rolled thro’ the deep, blackening all beneath; so that the nether deep grew
black as a sea, and rolled with a terrible noise. Beneath us was nothing now to
be seen but a black tempest, till looking Bast between the clouds and the waves
we saw a cataract of blood mixed with fire, and not many stones’ throw from us
appear'd and sunk again the scaly fold of a monstrous serpent. At last, to the
East, distant about three degrees, appear'd a fiery crest above the waves.
Slowly it reared like a ridge of golden rocks, till we discover'd two globes of
crimson fire, from which the sea fled away in clouds of smoke; and now we saw
it was the head of Leviathan, His forehead was divided into streaks of green
and purple like those on a tiger’s forehead. Soon we saw his mouth and red gills
hang just above the raging foam, tinging the black deep with beams of blood,
advancing toward us with all the fury of a Spiritual Existence.

My friend the Angel climb’d up from his station into the mill : I remain’d
alone, and then this appearance was no more; but I found myself sitting on a
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Romantic Poetry pleasant bank beside a river, by moonlight, hearing a harper, who sung to the
harp; and his theme was : ‘The man who never alters his opinion is like
standing water, and breeds reptiles of the mind.’

But I arose and sought for the mill, and there I found my Angel, who,
surprised, asked me how I escaped.

Tanswer'd : ‘All that we saw was owing to your metaphysics; for when you -
ran away, I found myself on a bank by moonlight hearing a harper. But now we
have seen my eternal lot, shall I show you yours? He laugh’d at my proposal;
but I, by force, suddenly caught him in my arms, and flew westerly thro’ the
night, till we were elevated above the earth’s shadow; then I flung myself with
him directly into the body of the sun. Here clothed myself in white, and taking
in my hand Swedenborg’s volumes, sunk from the glorious clime, and passed all
the planets till we came to Saturn. Here I stay’d to rest, and then leap’d into the
void between Saturn and the fixed stars.

‘Here,’ said I, ‘is your lot, in this space-if space it may be call’d.’ Soon we
saw the stable and the church, and I took him to the altar and open’d the Bible,
and lo! it was a deep pit, into which I descended, driving the Angel before me.
Soon we saw seven houses of brick. One we enter'd; in it were a number of
monkeys, baboons, and all of that species,chain’d by the middle, grinning and
snatching at one another, but withheld by the shortness of their chains.
However, I saw that they sometimes grew numerous, and then the weak were
caught by the strong, and with a grinning aspect, first coupled with, and then
devour’d, by plucking off first one limb and then another, till the body was left a
helpless trunk. This, after grinning and kissing it with seeming fondness, they
devour’d too; and here and there I saw one savourily picking the flesh off of his
own tail. As the stench terribly annoy’d us both, we went into the mill, and I in
my hand brought the skeleton of a body, which in the mill was Aristotle’s
Analytics.

So the Angel said : ‘Thy phantasy has imposed upon me, and thou
oughtest to be ashamed.’

I answer'd : ‘We impose on one another, and it is but lost time to converse
with you whose works are only Analytics.’

I have always found that Angels have the vanity to speak of themselves as
the Only Wise. This they do with a confident insolence sprouting from
systematic reasoning.

Thus Swedenborg boasts that what he writes is new; tho’ it is only the
Contents or Index of already publish’d books.

A man carried a monkey about for a show, and because he was a little
wiser than the monkey, grew vain, and conceiv'd himself as much wiser than:
seven men. It is so with Swedenborg : he shows the folly of churches, and
exposes hypocrites, till he imagines that all are religious, and himself the
single one on earth that ever broke a net.

Now hear a plain fact : Swedenborg has not written one new truth. Now
hear another : he has written all the old falsehoods.

And now hear the reason. He conversed with Angels who are all religious,
and conversed not with Devils who all hate religion, for he was incapable thrq’
his conceited notions.
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Thus Swedenborg’s writings are a recapitulation of all superficial
opinions, and an analysis of the more sublime-but no further.

Have now another plain fact. Any man of mechaniecal talents may, from
the writings of Paracelsus or Jacob Behmen, produce ten thousand volumes of
equal value with Swedenborg’s, and from those of Dante or Shakespear an
infinite number.

But when he has done this, let him not say that he knows better than his
master, for he only holds a candle in sunshine.

A Memorable Fancy

Once [ saw a Devil in a flame of fire, who arose before an Angel that sat on

a cloud, and the Devil utter'd these words : ‘

“The worship of God is : Honouring his gifts in other men, each according
to his genius, and loving the greatest men best : those who envy or calumniate
great men hate God; for there is no other God.’

The Angel hearing this became almost blue; but mastering himself he
grew yellow, and at last white, pink, and smiling, and then replied :

“Thou Idolater! is not God One? and is not he visible in Jesus Christ? and
has not Jesus Christ given his sanction to the law of ten commandments? and
are not all other men fools, sinners, and nothings?

The Devil answer’d : ‘Bray a fool in a mortar with wheat, yet shall not his
folly be beaten out of him. If Jesus Christ is the greatest man, you ought to love
Him in the greatest degree. Now hear how He has given His sanction to the law
of ten commandments. Did He not mock at the sabbath, and so mock the
sabbath’s God; murder those who were murder’d because of Him; turn away the
law from the woman taken in adultery; steal the labour of others to support
Him; bear false witness when He omitted making a defence before Pilate; covet
when He pray'd for His disciples, and when He bid them shake off the dust of
their feet against such as refused to lodge them? I tell you, no virtue can exist
without breaking these ten commandments. Jesus was all virtue, and acted
from impulse, not from rules.’

When he had so spoken, I beheld the Angel, who stretched out his arms,
embracing the flame of fire, and he was consumed, and arose as Elijah.

Note. This Angel, who is now become a Devil, is my particular friend. We
often read the Bible together in its infernal or diabolical sense, which the world
shall have if they behave well. ‘

I have also The Bible of Hell, which the world shall have whether they will
Oor no.

One Law for the Lion and Ox is Oppression.

QUESTIONNARIES

© Muitiple Choice Questions
1. Why does William Blake describe a visit to Hell in The Marriage of Heaven
and Hell?
(a) To correct common misconceptions about good and evil.
(b) To show how he has reformed his life.
(¢) To offer religious guidance. -
(d) To list the horrors of Hell that await sinners.

William Blake
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Romantic Poetry 2. Which of the following imagery does William Blake not use in The

Marriage of Heaven and Hell?

(a) Apocalyptic visions (b) Angels
{(¢) Demons ' (d) The Good Samaritan
3. William Blake got his start as a .
(a) preacher (b) hosiery maker
(¢) printer’s apprentice ' (d) legal clerk
4. While in Hell, the speaker sees a Devil who writes with
(a) looping seripts (b) inspiring flames
) (c) disturbing penmanship (d) corroding fires
5. With which two biblical prophets does the speaker dine?
(a) Isaiah and Ezekiel (b) Rintrah and Swedenborg
{(¢) Satan and Jesus (d) Laurel and Hardy
6. What kind of business does the speaker visit in Hell?
(a) a bank (b) a printing-house
(c) a news stand (d) an ice cream parlor

7. The angel shows the speaker his fate: being tortured by .

(a) frogs (b) spiders
(c) eagles (d) American Idol re-runs
8. Who is the angel that converts into a devil?
{(a) Isaiah (b) Ezekiel
(c) Elijah (d) The Angel of the Morning
9. The cut worm forgives the __ . :
(a) Plow . (b) Stone
(¢) Bird (d) Debt
10. No bird soars too high if he soars with _____
(a) his own wings (b) a blessed wind
(c) the clouds of goodness (d) a first class ticket
11. The cistern contains, the fountain ____
(a) leaks (b) overflows
(c) forgives (d) energizes
12. Expect from standing water. ,
(a) puddles (b) to drink
{c) to get wet (d) poison
13. Exuberance is _
(a) Protuberance (b) Strife
(c) Beauty (d) An SAT Word
14. What kind of animals does the speaker encounter in chains?
(a) horses (b) fleas
(¢) elephants (d) monkeys

10 Self-Instructional Material



15. Good is passive while evil is William Blake

(a) Bad (b) Good

(¢) Energy (d) Live Spelled Backwards
16. Which two senses do women lack?

(a) hearing and sight (b) sight and touch

(¢) touch and hearing (d) smell and seeing dead peoples
17. ____is the first principle of religion.

(a) Poetic Genius (b) Intelligent Restraint

(¢) Dutiful Worship - (d) Free Food

18. According to the speaker, what did Jesus break?
(a) the Ten Commandments (b) the Doors of Sin

. (¢) the Chains of Oppression (d) the Land Speed Record
Short Answers Type Questions

Who is Rintrah?
What does Blake mean when he says “Energy is Eternal Delight”?

ol Al !

What arguments does the speaker put forward to explain his identifying
with devils and Hell? Does this make him more or less credible in your
eyes?

What are the speaker’s ideas about reading and poetry?

5. Which parts of this book might be intentionally funny or ridiculous? Why
do you think so?

Long Answers Type Questions

To what extent, if at all, does Blake privilege the Voice of the Devil and
other characters or statements from Hell throughout MHH? To what
extent does the prophetic narrator identify with or ally himself with the
Dewvil?

9. What will result in the marriage of heaven and hell? What are the
implications of calling the desired result a “marriage”?

= N

3. Trace the progression of events / ideas in MHH.
How might MHH fit within the long tradition of satire?
Explain one of Blake’s “Proverbs of Hell” from The Marriage of Heaven and
Hell. Relate your explanation to larger themes in Blake’s poetry.
6. What is the effect of all the “Memorable Fancy” sections? Why do you think
the speaker includes them? '
7. How does the strange form of this book affect the way you read it?

ANSWERS

2 Multiple Choice Questions

1.2 2.(d) 3.(c) 4(d) 5 6® 7.0 8 9. 10 (@)
1. (o) 12. ) 13.(¢) 14.(d) 15.(c) 16.(a) 17.(a) 18.(a)
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Romantic Poetry | CHAPTER

2

THE PRELUDE
(Books I, VI, IX, XIT and XIV)

(William Wordsworth)

The Prelude : Book [ : Childhood and School-time
—Was it for this
That one, the fairest of all Rivers, lov'd
To blend his murmurs with my Nurse’s song,
And from his alder shades and rocky falls,
And from his fords and shallows, sent a voice
That flow'd along my dreams? For this, didst Thou,
O Derwent! travelling over the green Plains
Near my ‘sweet Birthplace’, didst thou, beauteous Stream
Make ceaseless music through the night and day
Which with its steady cadence, tempering
Our human waywardness, compos'd my thoughts
To more than infant softness, giving me,
Among the fretful dwellings of mankind,
A knowledge, a dim earnest, of the calm
That Nature breathes among the hills and groves.
When, having left his Mountains, to the Towers
Of Cockermouth that beauteous River came,
Behind my Father's House he pass'd, close by,
Along the margin of our Terrace Walk.
He was a Playmate whom we dearly lov’d.
Oh! many a time have I, a five years’ Child,
A naked Boy, in one delightful Rill,
A little Mill-race sever'd from his stream,
Made one long bathing of a summer’s day,
Bask'd in the sun, and plunged, and bask’d again
Alternate all a summer’s day, or cours’d
Over the sandy fields, leaping through groves
Of yellow grunsel, or when crag and hill,
The woods, and distant Skiddaw’s lofty height,
Were bronz'd with a deep radiance, stood alone
Beneath the sky, as if I had been born

12 Self-Instructional Material



On Indian Plains, and from my -Mother’s hut
Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport,
A naked Savage, in the thunder shower.

Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up
Foster'd alike by beauty and by fear;
Much favour'd in my birthplace, and. no less
In that beloved Vale to which, erelong, _
I was transplanted. Well I call to mind . .
("Twas at an early age, ere:l had seen *
Nine'summers) when upon the mountain slope--
The frost and breath of frosty wind had snapp’d
The last autumnal crocus, ‘twas my joy

To wander half the night among the Cliffs

And the smooth Hollows, where the woodcocks ran
Along the open turf. In thought and wish

That time, my shoulder all with springes hung,
T was a fell destroyer. On.the heighls

Scudding away from snare to snare, I plied

My anxious visitation, hurrying on,

Still hurrying, hurrying onward; moon and stars
Were shining o’'er my head; I was alone,

And seem’d to be a trouble to the peace

That was among them. Sometimes it befel

In these night-wanderings, that a strong desire
O’erpower’d my betier reason, and the bird
Which was the captive of another’s toils

Became my prey; and, when the deed was done
I heard among the solitary hills ,
Low breathings coming after me, and sounds -
Of undistinguishable motion, steps

Almost as silent as the turf they trod.

Nor less in springtime when on southern banks
The shining sun had from his knot of leaves
Decoy’d the primrose flower, and when the Vales
And woods were warm, was I a plunderer then
In the high places, on the lonesome peaks
Where'er, among the mountains and the winds,
The Mother Bird had built her lodge. Though mean
My object, and inglorious, yet the end

Was not ignoble. Oh! when I have hung

Above the raven’s nest, by knots of grass

And half-inch fissures in the slippery rock

But ill sustain’d, and almost, as it seemd,

William Wordsworth
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Suspended by the blast which blew amain,
Shouldering the naked crag; Oh! at that time,
While on the perilous ridge I hung alone,

With what strange utterance did the loud dry wind
Blow through my ears! the sky seem’d not a sky

Of earth, and with what motion movd the clouds!

The mind of Man is fram’d even like the breath
And harmony of music. There is a dark
Invisible workmanship that reconciles
Discordant elements, and makes them move

In one society. Ah me! that all A

The terrors, all the early miseries

Regrets, vexations, lassitudes, that all

The thoughts and feelings which have been infus'd
Into my mind, should ever have made up

The calm existence that is mine when I

Am worthy of myself! Praise to the end!
Thanks likewise for the means! But I believe
That Nature, oftentimes, when she would frame
A favor'd Being, from his earliest dawn

Of infancy doth open out the clouds,

As at the touch of lightning, seeking him

With gentlest visitation, not the less,

Though haply aiming at the self-same end,
Does it delight her sometimes to employ
Severer interventions, ministry

More palpable, and so she dealt with, me.

One evening (surely I was led by her)
Twent alone into a Shepherd’s Boat,

A SEiff that to a Willow tree was tied
Within a rocky Cave, its usuql home.
Twas by the shores of FPatterdale, a Vale

. Wherein I was a Stranger, thither come

A School-boy Traveller, at the Holidays.

Forth rambled from the Village Inn alone

No sooner had I sight of this small Skiff,
Discover'd thus by unexpected chance,

Than I unloos’d her tether and embark'd.

The moon was up, the Lake was shining clear
Among the hoary mountains; from the Shore
I push’d, and struck the oars and struck again
In cadence, and my little Boat mov'd on

Even like a Man who walks with stately step



Though bent on speed. It was an act of stealth
And troubled pleasure; not without the voice
Of mountain-echoes did my Boat move on,
Leaving behind her still on either side

Small circles glittering idly in the moon,

Until they melted all into one track

Of sparkling light. A rocky Steep uprose

Above the Cavern of the Willow tree

And now, as suited one who proudly row’d
With his best skill, I fix'd a steady view

Upon the top of that same craggy ridge,

The bound of the horizon, for behind

Was nothing but the stars and the grey sky.
She was an elfin Pinnace; lustily

I dipp’d my oars into the silent Lake,

And, as I rose upon the stroke, my Boat

. Went heaving through the water, liké a Swan;
When from behind that craggy Steep, till then
The bound of the horizon, a huge CIiff,

As if with voluntary power instinct,

Uprear'd its head. I struck, and struck again
And, growing still in stature, the huge CLff
Rose up between me and the stars, and still,
With measur’d motion, like a living thing,
Strode after me. With trembling hands I turn'd,
And through the silent water stole my way
Back to the Cavern of the Willow tree.

There, in her mooring-place, I left my Bark,
And, through the meadows homeward went, with grave
And serious thoughts; and after I had seen
That spectacle, for many days, my brain
Work'd with a dim and undetermin’d sense

Of unknown modes of being; in my thoughts
There was a darkness, call it solitude,

Or blank desertion, no familiar shapes

Of hourly objects, images of trees,

Of sea or sky, no colours of green fields;

But huge and mighty Forms that do not live
Like living men mov’d slowly through the mind
By day and were the trouble of my dreams.

Wisdom and Spirit of the universe/
Thouw Soul that art the eternity of thought!
That giv’st to forms and images a breath

William Wordsworth
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And everlasting motion! not in vain,

By day or star-light thus from my first dawn
Of Childhood didst Thou intertwine for me
The passions that build up our human Soul,
Not with the mean and vulgar works of Man,
But with high objects, with enduring things,
With life and nature, purifying thus

The elements of feeling and of thought,

And sanctifying, by such discipline,

Both pain and fear, until we recognize

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.

Nor was this fellowship vouchsaf'd to me

With stinted kindness. In November days,

When vapours, rolling down the valleys, made
A lonely scene more lonesome; among woods

At noon, and ‘mid the calm of summer nights,
When, by the margin of the trembling Lake,
Beneath the gloomy hills I homeward went

In solitude, such intercourse was mine;

Twas mine among the fields both day and night,
And by the waters all the summer long.

And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and visible for many a mile

The cottage windows through the twilight blaz'd,
I heeded not the summons:—happy time

It was, indeed, for all of us; to me

It was a time of rapture : clear and loud

The village clock toll'd six; I wheel'd about,
Proud and exulting, like an untired horse,

That cares not for its home.—All shod with steel,
We hiss'd along the polish'd ice, in games
Confederate, imitative of the chace

And woodland pleasures, the resounding horn,
The Pack loud bellowing, and the hunted hare.
So through the darkness and the cold we flew,
And not a voice was idle; with the din,
Meanwhile, the precipices rang aloud,

The leafless trees, and every icy crag

Tinkled like iron, while the distant hills

Into the tumult sent an alien sound

Of melancholy, not unnoticed, while the stars,
Eastward, were sparkling clear, and in the west
The orange sky of evening died away.



Not séldom from the uproar I retired

Into a silent bay, or sportively

Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,
To cut across the image of a star

That gleam’d upon the ice : and oftentimes

When we had given our bodies to the wind,

And all the shadowy banks, on either side,

Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still

The rapid line of motion, then at once
Hauve I, reclining back upon my heels,
Stopp’d short, yet still the solitary Cliffs
Wheeled by me, even as if the earth had roll’d
With visible motion her diurnal round;
Behind me did they stretch in solemn train -
Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watch'd
- Till all was tranquil as a dreamless sleep.

Ye Presences of Nature, in the sky

And on the earth! Ye Visions of the hills!
And Souls of lonely places! can I think

A vulgar hope was yours when Ye employd
Such ministry, when Ye through many a year
Haunting me thus among my boyish sports,
On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills,
Impress'd upon all forms the characters

Of danger or desire, and thus did make

The surface of the universal earth

With triumph, and delight, and hope, and fear,
Work like a sea?

Not uselessly employd,

I might pursue this theme through every change
Of exercise and play, to which the year

Did summon us in its delightful round.

We were a noisy crew, the sun in heaven
Beheld not vales more beautiful than ours,
Nor saw a race in happiness and joy

More worthy of the ground where they were sown.

I would record with no reluctant voice

The woods of autumn and their hazel bowers
With milk-white clusters hung; the rod and line,
True symbol of the foolishness of hope,

Which with its strong enchantment led us on
By rocks and pools, shut out from every star

William Wordsworth
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All the green summer, to forlorn cascades
Among the windings of the mountain brooks.
—Unfading recollections! at this hour

The heart is almost mine with which [ felt
From some hill-top, on sunny afternoons
The Kite high up among the fleecy clouds
Pull at its rein, like an impatient Courser,
Or, from the meadows sent on gusty days,
Beheld her breast the wind, then suddenly
Dash’d headlong; and rejected by the storm.

Ye lowly Cottages in which we dwelt,

A ministration of your own was yours,

A sanctity, a safeguard, and a love!

Can I forget you, being as ye were

So beautiful among the pleasant fields

In which ye stood? Or can I here forget

The plain and seemly countenance with which
Ye dealt out your plain comforts? Yet had ye
Delights and exultations of your own.

Eager and never weary we pursued

Our home amusements by the warm peat-fire
At evening; when with pencil and with slate,

In square divisions parcell'd out, and all

With crosses and with cyphers scribbled o'er,

We schemed and puzzled, head opposed to head
In strife too humble to be named in Verse.

Or round the naked table, snow-white deal,
Cherry or maple, sate in close array,

And to the combat, Lu or Whist, led on
thick-ribbed Army; not as in the world
Neglected and ungratefully thrown by

Even for the very service they had wrought,

But husbanded through many a long campaign.
Uncouth assemblage was it, where no few

Had changed their functions, some, plebeian cards,
Which Fate beyond the promise of their birth '
Had glorified, and call’d to represent

The persons of departed Potentates.

Oh! with what echoes on the Board they fell!
Ironic Diamonds, Clubs, Hearts, Diamonds, Spades,
A congregation piteously akin.

Cheap matter did they give to boyish wit,

Those sooty knaves, precipitated down



With scoffs and taunts, like Vulcan out of Heaven,
The paramount Ace, @ moon in her eclipse,

Queens, gleaming through their splendour’s last decay,
And Monarchs, surly at the wrongs sustain’d

By royal visages. Meanwhile, abroad

The heavy rain was falling, or the frost

Raged bitterly, with keen and silent tooth,

And, interrupting oft the impassion’'d game,

From Esthwaite’s neighbouring Lake the splitting ice,
While it sank down towards the water, sent,

Among the meadows and the hills, its long

And dismal yellings, like the noise of wolves

When they are howling round the Bothnic Main.

Nor, sedulous as I have been to trace

How Nature by extrinsic passion first

Peopled my mind with beauteous forms or grand,
And made me love them, may I well forget
How other pleasures have been mine, and joys
Of subtler origin; how I have felt,

Not seldom, even in that tempestuous time,
Those hallow’d and pure motions of the sense
Which seem, in their simplicity, to own

An intellectual charm, that calm delight
Which, if I err not, surely must belong

To those first-born affinities that fit

Our new existence to existing things,

And, in our dawn of being, constitute

The bond of union betwixt life and joy.

Yes, I remember, when the changeful earth,
And twice five seasons on my mind had stamp d
The faces of the moving year, even then,

A Child, I held unconscious intercourse

With the eternal Beauty, drinking in

A pure organic pleasure from the lines

Of curling mist, or from the level plain

Of waters colour'd by the steady clouds.

The Sands of Westmoreland, the Creeks and Bays
Of Cumbria’s rocky limits, they can tell

How when the Sea threw off his evening shade
And to the Shepherd’s huts beneath the crags

Did send sweet notice of the rising moon,

How I have stood, to fancies such as these,

William Wordsworth
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Engrafted in the tenderness of thought,

A stranger, linking with the spectacle

No conscious memory of a kindred sight,

And bringing with me no peculiar sense

Of quietness or peace, yet I have stood,

Even while mine eye has mov’d o'er three long leagues
Of shining water, gathering, as it seem’d,

Through every hair-breadth of that field of light,

New pleasure, like q bee among the flowers.

Thus, often in those fits of vulgar joy

Which, through all seasons, on a child’s pursuits
Are prompt attendants, ‘mid that giddy bliss
Which, like a tempest, works along the blood
And is forgotten; even then I felt

Gleams like the flashing of a shield; the earth
And common face of Nature spake to me
Rememberable things; sometimes, ‘tis true,
By chance collisions and quaint accidents
Like those ill-sorted unions, work suppos’d
Of evil-minded fairies, vet not vain

Nor profitless, if haply they impress’d
Collateral objects and appearances,

Albeit lifeless then, and doom’d to sleep

Until maturer seasons call’d them forth

To impregnate and to elevate the mind.
—And if the vulgar joy by its own weight
Wearied itself out of the memaory,

The scenes which were a witness of that joy
Remained, in their substantial lineaments
Depicted on the brain, and to the eye

Were visible, a daily sight; and thus

By the impressive discipline of fear,

By pleasure and repeated happiness,

So frequently repeated, and by force

Of obscure feelings representative

Of joys that were forgotten, these same scenes,
So beauteous and majestic in themselves,
Though yet the day was distant, did at length
Become habitually dear, and all

Their hues and forms were by invisible links
Allied to the affections.

I began ‘
My story early, feeling as I fear,



The weakness of a human love, for days
Disown’d by memory, ere the birth of spring
Planting my snowdrops among winter Snows.
Nor will it-seem to thee, my Friend! so prompt
In sympathy, that I have lengthen'd out,

With, fond and feeble tongue, a tedious tale.
Meanwhile, my hope has been that I might feich
Invigorating thoughits from former years,
Might fix the wavering balance of my mind,
And haply meet reproaches, too, whose power
May spur me on, in manhood now mature,

To honorable toil, Yet should these hopes

Be vain, and thus should neither I be taught
To understand myself, nor thou to know

With beiter. knowledge how the heart was fram'd
Of him thou lovest, need I dread from thee
Harsh judgments, if I am so loth to éuit
Those recollected hours that have the charm
Of visionary things, and lovely forms

And sweet sensations that throw back our life
And almost make our Infancy itself

A visible scene, on which the sun is shining?

One end hereby at least hath been attain'd,
My mind hath been revived, and if this mood
Desert me not, I will forthwith bring down,
Through later years, the story of my life.

The road lies plain before me; tis a theme
Single and of determined bounds; and hence
I chuse it rather at this time, than work

Of ampler or more varied argument.

Book VI : Cambridge and The Alps

The leaves were fading when to Esthwaite’s banks
And the simplicities of cottage life
I bade farewell; and, one among the youth
Who, summoned by that season, reunite

. As scattered birds troop to the fowler’s lure,
Went back to Granta’s cloisters, not so prompt
Or eager, though as gay and undepressed
In mind, as when I thence had taken flight
A few short months before. I turned my face
Without repining from the coves and heights
Clothed in the sunshine of the withering fern;
Quitted, not loth, the mild magnificence

William Wordsworth
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Of calmer lakes and louder streams; and you,
Frank-hearted maids of rocky Cumberland,

You and your not unwelcome days of mirth, |
Relinquished, and your nights of revelry,

And in my own unlovely cell sate down

In lightsome mood—such privilege has youth

That cannot take long leave of pleasant thoughts.

The bonds of indolent society

Relaxing in their hold, henceforth I lived

More to myself. Two winters may be passed
Without a separate notice: many books

Were skimmed, devoured, or studiously perused,
But with no settled plan. I was detached
Internally from academic cares;

Yet independent study seemed a course

Of hardy disobedience toward friends

And kindred, proud rebellion and unkind.

This spurious virtue, rather let it bear

A name it now deserves, this cowardice,

Gave treacherous sanction to that over-love

Of freedom which encouraged me to turn

From regulations even of my own

As from restraints and bonds. Yet who can tell—
Who knows what thus may have been gained, both then
And at a later season, or preserved;

What love of nature, what original strength

Of contemplation, what intuitive truths,

The deepest and the best, what keen research,
Unbiassed, unbewildered, and unawed?

The Poet’s soul was with me at that time;
Sweet meditations, the still overflow

Of present happiness, while future years
Lacked not anticipations, tender dreams,

No few of which have since been realised;
And some remain, hopes for my future life.
Four years and thirty, told this very week,
Have I been now a sojourner on earth,

By sorrow not unsmitten; yet for me

Life’s morning radiance hath not left the hills,
Her dew is on the flowers. Those were the days
Which also first emboldened me to trust

With firmness, hitherto but lightly touched
By such a daring thought, that I might leave




Some monument behind me which pure hearts
Should reverence. The instinctive humbleness,
Maintained even by the very name and thought
Of printed books and authorship, began

To melt away; and further, the dread awe

Of mighty names was softened down and seemed
Approachable, admitting fellowship

Of modest sympathy. Such aspect now,

Though not familiarly, my mind put on,

Content to observe, to achieve, and to enjoy.

All winter long, whenever free to choose,

Did I by night frequent the College groves

And tributary walks; the last, and oft

The only one, who had been lingering there
Through hours of silence, till the porter’s bell,
A punctual follower on the stroke of nine,
Rang with its blunt unceremonious voice,
Inexorable summons! Lofty elms,

Inviting shades of opportune recess,

Bestowed composure on a neighbourhood
Unpeaceful in itself. A single tree

With sinuous trunk, boughs exquisitely wreathed,
Grew there; an ash which Winter for himself
Decked as in pride, and with outlandish grace:
Up from the ground, and almost to the top,
The trunk and every master branch were green
With clustering ivy, and the lightsome twigs
And outer spray profusely tipped with seeds
That hung in yellow tassels, while the air
Stirred them, not voiceless. Often have I stood
Foot-bound uplooking at this lovely tree
Beneath a frosty moon. The hemisphere

Of magic fiction, verse of mine perchance

May never tread; but scarcely Spenser’s self
Could have more tranquil visions in his youth,
Or could more bright appearances create

Of human forms with superhuman powers,
Than I beheld loitering on calm clear nights
Alone, beneath this fairy work of earth.

On the vague reading of a truant youth
Twere idle to descant. My inner judgment
Not seldom differed from my taste in books,
As if it appertained to another mind,

William Wordsworth
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And yet the books which then I valued most
Are dearest to me now; for, having scanned,
Not heedlessly, the laws, and watched the forms
Of Nature, in that knowledge I possessed

A standard, often usefully applied,

Even when unconsciously, to things removed
From a familiar sympathy.—In fine,

I'was a better judge of thoughts than words,
Misled in estimating words, not only

By common inexperience of youth,

But by the trade in classic niceties,

The dangerous.craft of culling term and phrase
From languages that want the living voice

To carry meaning to the natural heart;

To tell us what is passion, what is truth,

What reason, what simplicity and sense.

Yet may we not entirely overlook

The pleasure gathered from the rudiments

Of geometric science. Though advanced

In these inquiries, with regret I speak,

No farther than the threshold, there I found
Both elevation and composed delight:

With Indian awe and wonder, ignorance pleased
With its own struggles, did I meditate

On the relation those abstractions bear

To Nature’s laws, and by what process led,
Those immaterial agents bowed their heads
Duly to serve the mind of earth-born man,;

From star to star, from kindred sphere to sphere,
From system on to system without end.

More frequently from the same source I drew
A pleasure quiet and profound, a sense

Of permanent and universal sway,

And paramount belief: there, recognised

A type, for finite natures, of the one
Supreme Existence, the surpassing life
Which—to the boundaries of space and time,
Of melancholy space and doleful time,
Superior, and incapable of change,

Nor touched by welterings of passion—is,
And hath the name of, God. Transcendent peace
And silence did await upon these thoughts
That were a frequent comfort to my youth.



"Tis told by one whom stormy waters threw,
With fellow-sufferers by the shipwreck spared,
Upon a desert coast, that having brought

To land a single volume, saved by chance,

A treatise of Geometry, he wont,

_ Although of food and clothing destitute,

And beyond common wreichedness depressed,
To part from company and take this book
(Then first a self-taught pupil in its truths)
To spots remote, and draw his diagrams
With a long staff upon the sand, and thus
Did oft beguile his sorrow, and almost

Forget his feeling: so (if like effect

From the same cause produced, 'mid outward things
So different, may rightly be compared),

So was it then with me, and so will be

With Poets ever. Mighty is the charm

Of those abstractions to a mind beset

With images, and haunted by herself,

And specially delightful unio me

Was that clear synthesis built up aloft

So gracefully; even then when it appeared
Not more than a mere plaything, or a toy

To sense embodied: not the thing it is

In verity, an independent world,

Created out of pure intelligence.

Such dispositions then were mine unearned

By aught, I fear, of genuine desert—

Mine, through heaven’s grace and inborn aptitudes.
And not to leave the story of that time

Imperfect, with these habits must be joined,

Moods melancholy, fits of spleen, that loved

A pensive sky, sad days, and piping winds,

The twilight more than dawn, autumn than spring;
A treasured and luxurious gloom of choice

. And inclination mainly, and the mere

Redundancy of youth's contentedness.

—To time thus spent, add multitudes of hours
Pilfered away, by what the Bard who sang

Of the Enchanter Indolence hath called
“Good-natured lounging,” and behold a map

Of my collegiate life—far less intense

Than duty called for, or, without regard

William Wordsworth
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To duty, might have sprung up of itself

By change of accidents, or even, to speak
Without unkindness, in another place.

Yet why take refuge in that plea?—the fault,
This I repeat, was mine; mine be the blame.

In summer, making quest for works of art,

Or scenes renowned for beauty, I explored

That streamlet whose blue current works its way
Between romantic Dovedale’s spiry rocks;

Pried into Yorkshire dales, or hidden tracts

Of my own native region, and was blest

Between these sundry wanderings with a joy
Above all joys, that seemed another morn

Risen on mid noon, blest with the presence, Friend!
Of that sole Sister, her who hath been long

Dear to thee also, thy true friend and mine,
Now, after separation desolate,

Restored to me—such absence that she seemed
A gift then first bestowed. The varied banks

Of Emont, hitherto unnamed in song,

And that monastic castle, ‘mid tall trees,
Low-standing by the margin of the stream,

A mansion visited (as fame reports)

By Sidney, where, in sight of our Helvellyn,

Or stormy Cross-fell, snatches he might pen

Of his Arcadia, by fraternal love

Inspired;,—that river and those mouldering towers

Have seen us side by side, when, having clomb
The darksome windings of a broken stair,

And crept along a ridge of fractured wall,

Not without trembling, we in safety looked

Forth, through some Gothic window’s open space,
And gathered with one mind a rich reward

From the far-stretching landscape, by the light
Of morning beautified, or purple eve;

Or, not less pleased, lay on some turret’s head,
Catching from tufts of grass and hare-bell flowers
Their faintest whisper to the passing breeze,
Given out while mid-day heat oppressed the plains.

Another maid there was, who also shed

A gladness o'er that season, then to me,

By her exulting outside look of youth

And placid under-countenance, first endeared;



That other spirit, Coleridge! who is now

So near to us, that meek confiding heart,

So reverenced by us both. O’er paths and fields
In all that neighbourhood, through narrow lanes
Of eglantine, and through the shady woods,
And o’er the Border Beacon, and the waste

Of naked pools, and common crags that lay
Exposed on the bare fell, were scattered love,
The spirit of pleasure, and youth’s golden gleam.
O Friend! we had not seen thee at that time,
And yet a power is on me, and a strong
Confusion, and I seem to plant thee there.

Far art thou wandered now in search of health
And milder breezes,—melancholy lot!

But thou art with us, with us in the past,

The present, with us in the times to come.
There is no grief, no sorrow, no despair,

No languor, no dejection, no dismay,

No absence scarcely can there be, for those
Who love as we do. Speed thee well! divide
With us thy pleasure; thy returning strength,
Receive it daily as a joy of ours;

Share with us thy fresh spiriis, whether gift
Of gales Etesian or of tender thoughis.

I too, have been a wanderer; but, alas!

How different the fate of different men.

Though mutually unknown, yea nursed and reared
As if in several elements, we were framed

To bend at last to the same discipline,

Predestined, if two beings ever were,

To seck the same delights, and have one health,
One happiness. Throughout this narrative,

Else sooner ended, I have borne in mind

For whom it registers the birth, and marks the growth,
Of gentleness, stimplicity, and truth,

And joyous loves, that hallow innocent days

Of peace and self-command. Of rivers, fields,

And groves I speak to thee, my Friend! to thee,

Who, yet a liveried schoolboy, in the depths

Of the huge city, on the leaded roof

Of that wide edifice, thy school and home,

Wert used to lie and gaze upon the clouds

Moving in heaven; or, of that pleasure tired,
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To shut thine eyes, and by internal light

See trees, and meadows, and thy native stream,
Far distant, thus beheld from year to year

Of a long exile. Nor could I forget,

In this late portion of my argument,

That scarcely, as my term of pupilage

Ceased, had I left those academic bowers

When thou wert thither guided. From the heart.
Of London, and from cloisters there, thou camest,
And didst sit down in temperance and peace,

A rigorous student. What a stormy course

Then followed. Oh! it is a pang that calls

For utterance, to think what easy change

Of circumstances might to thee have spared

A world of pain, ripened a thousand hopes,

For ever withered. Through this retrospect

Of my collegiate life I still have had

Thy after-sojourn in the self-same place
Present before my eyes, have played with times
And accidents as children do with cards,

Or as a man, who, when his house is built,

A frame locked up in wood and stone, doth still,
As impotent fancy prompts, by his fireside,
Rebuild it to his liking. I have thought

Of thee, thy learning, gorgeous elogquence,

And all the strength and plumage of thy youth,
Thy subtle speculations, toils abstruse

Among the schoolmen, and Platonic forms

Of wild ideal pageantry, shaped out

From things well-matched or ill, and words for things,
The self-created sustenance of a mind
Debarred from Nature’s living images,
Compelled to be a life unto herself,

And unrelentingly possessed by thirst

Of greatness, love, and beauty. Not alone,

Ah! surely not in singleness of heart

Should I have seer, the light of evening fade
From smooth Cam'’s silent waters: had we met,
Even at that early' time, needs must I trust

In the belief, that my maturer age,

My calmer habits, and more steady voice,
Would with an influence benign have soothed,
Or chased away, the airy wretchedness

That battened on thy youth. But thou hast trod



A march of glory, which doth put to shame
These vain regrets; health suffers in thee, else
Such grief for thee would be the weakest thought
That ever harboured in the breast of man.

A passing word erewhile did lightly touch
On wanderings of my own, that now embraced
With livelier hope a region wider far.

When the third summer freed us from restraint,
A youthful friend, he too a mouniaineer,

Not slow to share my wishes, took his staff,
And sallying forth, we journeyed side by side,
Bound to the distant Alps. A hardy slight

Did this unprecedented course imply

Of college studies and their set rewards;

Nor had, in truth, the scheme been formed by me
Without uneasy forethought of the pain,

The censures, and ill-omening of those

To whom my worldly interests were dear.

But Nature then was sovereign in my mind,
And mighty forms, seizing a youthful fancy,
Had given a charter to irregular hopes.

In any age of uneventful calm

Among the nations, surely would my heart
Have been possessed by similar desire;

But Europe at that time was thrilled with joy,
France standing on the top of golden hours,
And human nature seeming born again.

Lightly equipped, and but a few brief looks

Cast on the white cliffs of our native shore

From the receding vessel’s deck, we chanced

To land at Colais on the very eve

Of that great federal day; and there we saw,

In a mean city, and among a few,

How bright a face is worn when joy of one

Is joy for tens of millions. Southward thence

We held our way, direct through hamlets, towns,
Gaudy with reliques of that festival,

Flowers left to wither on triumphal arcs,

And window-garlands. On the public roads,
And, once, three days successively, through paths
By which our toilsome journey was abridged,
Among sequestered villages we walked
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And found benevolence and blessedness

Spread like a fragrance everywhere, when spring
Hath left no corner of the land untouched:

Where elms for many and many a league in files
With their thin umbrage, on the stately roads

Of that great kingdom, rustled o'er our heads,
For ever near us as we paced along:

How sweet at such a time, with such delight .
On every side, in prime of youthful strength,

To feed a Poet’s tender melancholy

And fond conceit of sadness, with the sound

Of undulations varying as might please

The wind that swayed them; once, and more than once,
Unhoused beneath the evening star we saw
Dances of liberty, and, in late hours

Of darkness, dances in the open air

Deftly prolonged, though grey-haired lookers on
Might waste their breath in chiding.

Under hills—

The vine-clad hills and slopes of Burgundy,
Upon the bosom of the gentle Saone

We glided forward with the flowing stream.
Swift Rhone! thou wert the wings on which we cut
A winding passage with majestic ease

Between thy lofty rocks. Enchanting show
Those woods and farms and orchards did present,
And single cottages and lurking towns,

Reach after reach, succession without end

Of deep and stately vales! A lonely pair

Of strangers, till day closed, we sailed along,
Clustered together with a merry crowd

Of those emancipated, a blithe host

Of travellers, chiefly delegates returning

From the great spousals newly solemnised

At their chief city, in the sight of Heaven.

Like bees they swarmed, gaudy and gay as bees;
Some vapoured in the unruliness of joy,

And with their swords flourished as if to fight
The saucy air. In this proud company .

We landed—took with them our evening meal,
Guests welcome almost as the angels were

To Abraham of old. The supper done,

With flowing cups elate and happy thoughts




We rose at signal given, and formed a ring

And, hand in hand, danced round and round the board'

All hearts were open, every tongue was loud
With amity and glee; we bore a name

Honoured in France, the name of Englishmen,
And hospitably did they give us hail,

As their forerunners in a glorious course;

And round and round the board we danced again.
With these blithe friends our voyage we renewed
At early dawn. The monastery bells

Made a sweet jingling in our youthful ears;

The rapid river flowing without noise,

And each uprising or receding spire

Spake with a sense of peace, at intervals
Touching the heart amid the boisterous crew

By whom we were encompassed. Taking leave
Of this glad throng, foot-travellers side by side,
Measuring our steps in quiet, we pursued

Our journey, and ere twice the sun had set
Beheld the Convent of Chartreuse, and there
Rested within an awful solitude :

Yes, for even then no other than a place

Of soul-affecting solitude appeared '

That far-famed region, though our eyes had seen,
As toward the sacred mansion we advanced,
Arms flashing, and a military glare

Of riotous men commissioned to expel

The blameless inmates, and belike subvert

That frame of social being, which so long

Had bodied forth the ghostliness of things

In silence visible and perpetual calm.

—_“Stay, stay your sacrilegious hands!"—The voice
Was Nature’s, uttered from her Alpine throne;

I heard it then and seem to hear it now—

“Your impious work forbear, perish what may,
Let this one temple last, be this one spot

Of earth devoted to eternity!”

She ceased to speak, but while St. Bruno’s pines
Waved their dark tops, not silent as they waved,
And while below, along their several beds,
Murmured the sister streams of Life and Death,
Thus by conflicting passions pressed, my heart
Responded; “Honour to the patriot’s zeal!

Glory and hope to new-born Liberty!
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Hail to the mighty projects of the time!
Discerning sword that Justice wields, do thou
Go forth and prosper; and, ye purging fires,

Up to the loftiest towers of Pride ascend,
Fanned by the breath of angry Providence.

But oh! if Past and Future be the wings

On whose support harmoniously conjoined
Moves the great spirit of human knowledge, spare
These courts of mystery, where a step advanced
Between the portals of the shadowy rocks
Leaves far behind life’s treacherous vanities,
For penitential tears and trembling hopes
Exchanged—to equalise in God’s pure sight
Monarch and peasant : be the house redeemed
With its unworldly votaries, for the sake

Of conquest ouer-sense, hourly achieved
Through faith and meditative reason, resting
Upon the word of heaven-imparted truth,
Calmly triumphant; and for humbler claim

Of that imaginative impulse sent

From these majestic floods, yon shining cliffs,
The untransmuted shapes of many worlds,
Cerulean ether’s pure inhabitants,

These forests unapproachable by death,

That shall endure as long as man endures,

To think, to hope, to worship, and to feel,

To struggle, to be lost within himself

In trepidation, from the blank abyss

To look with bodily eyes, and be consoled.”
Not seldom since that moment have I wished
That thou, O Friend! the trouble or the calm
Hadst shared, when, from profane regards apari,
In sympathetic reverence we trod

The floors of those dim cloisters, till that hour,
From their foundation, strangers to the presence
Of unrestricted and unthinking man.

Abroad, how cheeringly the sunshine lay

Upon the open lawns! Vallombre’s groves
Entering, we fed the soul with darkness; thence
Issued, and with uplifted eyes beheld,

In different quarters of the bending sky,

The cross of Jesus stand erect, as if

Hands of angelic powers had fixed it there,
Memorial reverenced by a thousand storms;



Yet then, from the undiscriminating sweep
And rage of one State-whirlwind, insecure.

"Tis not my present purpose to retrace

That variegated journey step by step.

A march it was of military speed,

And Earth did change her images and forms
Before us, fast as clouds are changed in heaven.
Day after day, up early and down late,

From hill to vale we dropped, from vale to hill
Mounted—from province on to province swept,
Keen hunters in a chase of fourteen weeks,
Eager as birds of prey, or as a ship

Upon the stretch, when winds are blowing fair:
Sweet coverts did we cross of pastoral life,
Enticing valleys, greeted them and left

Too soon, while yet the very flash and gleam
Of salutation were not passed away.

Oh! sorrow for the youth who could have seen
Unchastened, unsubdued, unawed, unraised
To patriarchal dignity of mind,

And pure simplicity of wish and will,

_ Those sanclified abodes of peaceful man,

Pleased (though to hardship born, and compassed round

With danger, varying as the seasons change),
Pleased with his daily task, or, if not pleased,
Contented, from the moment that the dawn
(Ah! surely not without attendant gleams

Of soul-illumination) calls him forth

To industry, by glistenings flung on rocks,
Whose evening shadows lead him to repose.

Well might a stranger look with bounding heart
Down on a green recess, the first I saw

Of those deep haunts, an aboriginal vale,

Quiet and lorded over and possessed

By naked huts, wood-built, and sown like tents
Or Indian cabins over the fresh lawns

And by the river side.

That very day,

From a bare ridge we also first beheld

Unveiled the summit of Mont Blanc, and grieved

To have a soulless image on the eye
That had usurped upon a living thought
That never more could be. The wondrous Vale
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Of Chamouny stretched far below, and soon
With its dumb cataracts and streams of ice,
A motionless array of mighty waves, ,

Five rivers broad and vast, made rich amends,
And reconciled us to realities,

There small birds warble from the leafy trees,
The eagle soars high in the element,

There doth the reaper bind the yellow sheaf,
The maiden spread the haycock in the sun,
While Winter like a well-tamed lion walks,
Descending from the mountain to make sport
Among the cottages by beds of flowers.

Whate'er in this wide circuit we beheld,

Or heard, was fitted to our unripe state

Of intellect and heart. With such a book
Before our eyes, we could not choose but read
Lessons of genuine brotherhood, the plain
And universal reason of mankind,

The truths of young and old. Nor, side by side
Pacing, two social pilgrims, or alone

Each with his humour, could we fail to abound
In dreams and fictions, pensively composed:
Dejection taken up for pleasure’s sake,

And gilded sympathies, the willow wreath,
And sober posies of funereal flowers,
Gathered among those solitudes sublime
From formal gardens of the lady Sorrow,

Did sweeten many a meditative hour.

Yet still in me with those soft luxuries

Mixed something of stern mood, an under-thirst
Of vigour seldom utterly allayed.

And from that source how different a sadness
Would issue, let one incident make known. _
When from the Vallais we had turned, and clomb
Along the Simplon’s steep and rugged road,

Following a band of muleteers, we reached

A halting-place, where all together took

Their noon-tide meal. Hastily rose our guide,
Leaving us at the board, awhile we lingered,

Then paced the beaten downward way that led
Right to a rough stream’s edge, and there broke off:
The only track now visible was one

That from the torrent’s further brink held forth



Conspicuous invitation to ascend

A lofty mountain. After brief delay

Crossing the unbridged stream, that road we took,
And clomb with eagerness, till anxious fears
Intruded, for we failed to overtake

Our comrades gone before. By fortunate chance,
While every moment added doubt to doubt, .
A peasant met us, from whose mouth we learned
That to the spot which had perplexed us first

We must descend, and there should fin& the road,
Which in the stony channel of the stream

Lay a few steps, and then along its banks;

And, that our future course, all plain to sight,
Was downwards, with the current of that stream.
Loth to believe what we so grieved to hear,

For still we had hopes that pointed to the clouds,
We questioned him again, and yet again;

But every word that from the peasant’s lips

Came in reply, translated by our feelings,

Ended in this,—that we had crossed the Alps.

Imagination—here the Power so called

Through sad incompetence of human speech,
' That awful Power rose from the mind’s abyss

Like an unfathered vapour that enwraps,

At once, some lonely traveller. I was lost;

Halted without an effort to break through;

But to my conscious soul I now can say—

“T recognise thy glory:” in such strength

Of usurpation, when the light of sense

Goes out, but with a flash that has revealed

The invisible world, doth greatness make abode,

There harbours; whether we be young or old,

Our destiny, our being’s heart qnd home,

Is with infinitude, and only there;

With hope it is, hope that can never die,

Effort, and expectation, and desire,

And something evermore about to be.

Under such banners militant, the soul

Seeks for no trophies, struggles for no spoils

That may attest her prowess, blest in thoughts

That are their own perfection and reward,

Strong in herself and in beatitude

That hides her, like the mighty flood of Nile
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Poured from his fount of Abyssinian clouds
To fertilise the whole Egyptian plain.

The melancholy slackening that ensued

Upon those tidings by the peasant given

Was soon dislodged. Downwards we hurried fast,
And, with the half-shaped road which we had missed,
Entered a narrow chasm. The brook and road
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy strait,

And with them did we Jjourney several hours

At a slow pace. The immeasurable height

Of woods decaying, never to be decayed,

The stationary blasts of waterfalls,

And in the narrow rent at every turn

Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlorn,
The torrents shooting from the clear blye sky,
The rocks that muttered close Upon our-ears,
Black drizzling crags that spake by the way-side
As if a voice were in them, the sick sight

And giddy prospect of the raving siream,

The unfettered clouds and region of the Heavens,
Tumult and peace, the darkness and the light—
Were all like workings of one mind, the features
Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree;
Characters of the great Apocalypse,

The types and symbols of Eternity,

Of first, and last, and midst, and without end.

That night our lodging was a house that stood

Alone within the valley, at a point

Where, tumbling from aloft, a torrent swelled

The rapid stream whose margin we had trod;

A dreary mansion, large beyond all need,

With high and spacious rooms, deafened and stunned
By noise of waters, making innocent sleep

Lie melancholy among weary bones.

Uprisen betimes, our Journey we renewed,

Led by the stream, ere noon-day magnified
Into a lordly river, broad and deep,

Dimpling along in silent majesty,

With mountains for its neighbours, and in view
Of distant mountains and their snowy tops,
And thus proceeding to Locarno’s Lake,

Fit resting-place for such a visitant.



Locarno! spreading out in width like Heaven,
Houw dost thou cleave to the poetic heart,

Bask in the sunshine of the memory;

And Como! thou, a treasure whom the earth
Keeps to herself, confined as in a depth

Of Abyssinian privacy. I spake

Of thee, thy chestnut woods, and garden plots
Of Indian corn tended by dark-eyed maids;
Thy lofty steeps, and pathways roofed with vines,
Winding from house to house, from town to town,
Sole link that binds them to each other; walks,
League after league, and cloistral avenues,
Where silence dwells if music be not there:
While yet a youth undisciplined in verse,
Through fond ambition of that hour, I strove
To chant your praise; nor can approach you now
Ungreeted by a more melodious Song,

‘Where tones of Nature smoothed by learned Art
May flow in lasting current. Like a breeze

Or sunbeam over your domain I passed

In motion without pduse; but ye have left

Your beauty with me, a serene accord _

Of forms and colours, passive, yet endowed

In their submissiveness with power as sweet
And gracious, almost might I dare to say,

As virtue is, or goodness; sweet as love,

Or the remembrance of a generous deed,

Or mildest visitations of pure thought,

When God, the giver of all joy, is thanked
Religiously, in silent blessedness;

Sweet as this last herself, for such it is.

With those delightful pathways we advanced,
For two days’ space, in presence of the Lake,-
That, stretching far among the Alps, assumed
A character more stern. The second night,
From sleep awakened, and misled by sound

Of the church clock telling the hours with strokes
Whose import then we had not learned, we rose
By moonlight, doubting not that day was nigh,
- And that meanwhile, by no uncertain path,
Along the winding margin of the lake,

Led, as before, we should behold the scene
Hushed in profound repose. We left the town
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Were lost, bewildered among woods immense,
And on a rock sate down, to wait for day.

An open place it was, and overlooked, .
From high, the sullen water far beneath,

On which a dull red image of the moon

Lay bedded, changing oftentimes its form

Like an uneasy snake. From hour to hour

We sate and sate, wondering, as if the night
Had been ensnared by witcheraft. On the rock
At last we stretched our weary limbs for sleep,
But could not sleep, tormented by the stings
Of insects, which, with noise like that of noon,
Filled all the woods; the cry of unknown birds;
The mountains more by blackness visible

And their own size, than any outward light;
The breathless wilderness of clouds; the clock )
That told, with unintelligible voice,

The widely parted hours; the noise of streams,
And sometimes rustling motions nigh at hand,
That did not leave us free from personal fear;
And, lastly, the withdrawing moon, that set
Before us, while she still was high in heqven,—
These were our food; and such a summer’s night
Followed that pair of golden days that shed
On Como’s Lake, and all that round it lay,
Their fairest, softest, happiest influence.

But here I must break off, and bid farewell
To days, each offering some new sight, or fraught
With some untried adventure, in a course
Prolonged till sprinklings of autumnal snow
Checked our unwearied steps. Let this alone
Be mentioned as a parting word, that not

In hollow exultation, dealing out

Hyperboles of praise comparative;

Not rich one moment to be poor for ever;

Not prostrate, overborne, as if the mind
Herself were nothing, a mere pensioner

On outward forms—did we in presence stand
Of that magnificent region. On the front

Of this whole Song is ‘written that my heart
Must, in such Temple, needs have offered up
A different worship. Finally, whate’er
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I saw, or heard, or felt, was but a stream
That flowed into a kindred stream; a gale,
Confederate with the current of the soul,
To speed my voyage; every sound or sight,
In its degree of power, administered

To grandeur or to tenderness,—to the one
Directly, but to tender thoughts by means
Less often instantaneous in effect;

Led me to these by paths that, in the main,
Were more circuitous, but not less sure
Duly to reach the point marked out by Heaven.

Oh, most belovéd Friend! a glorious time,

A happy time that was; triumphant looks
Were then the common language of all eyes;
As if awaked from sleep, the Nations hailed
Their great expectancy: the fife of war

Was then a spirit-stirring sound indeed,

A black-bird’s whistle in a budding grove.
We left the Swiss exulting in the fate

Of their near neighbours; and, when shortening fast
Our pilgrimage, nor distant far from home,
We crossed the Brabant armies on the fret
For battle in the cause of Liberty.

A stripling, scarcely of the household then
Of social life, I looked upon these things

As from a distance; heard, and saw, and felt,
Was touched, but with no intimate concern;
I seemed to move along them, as a bird
Moves through the air, or as a fish pursues
Its sport, or feeds in its proper element;

I wanted not that joy, I did not need

Such help; the ever-living universe,

Turn where I might, was opening out its glories,
And the independent spirit of pure youth
Called forth, at every season, new delights

Spread round my steps like sunshine o'er green fields.

Book IX : Residence in France

Even as a river,—partly (it might seem)

Yielding to old remembrances, and swayed

In part by fear to shape a way direct,

That would engulph him soon in the ravenous sea—
Turns, and will measure back his course, far back,
Seeking the very regions which he crossed
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In his first outset; so have we, my Friend!
Turned and returned with intricate delay.

Or as a traveller, who has gained the brow
Of some aerial Down, while there he halts
For breathing-time, is tempted to review

The region left behind him, and, if aught
Deserving notice have escaped regard,

Or been regarded with too careless eye,
Strives, from that height, with one and yet one more
Last look, to make the best amends he may !
So have we lingered. Now we start afresh
With courage, and new hope risen on our toil.
Fair greetings to this shapeless eagerness,
Whene'er it comes! needful in work so long,
Thrice needful to the argument which now
Awaits us! Oh, how much unlike the past!

Free as a colt at pasture on the hill,

I'ranged at large, through London’s wide domain,
Month after month. Obscurely did I live,

Not seeking frequent intercourse with men,
By literature, or elegance, or rank,
Distinguished. Scarcely was a year thus spent
Ere I forsook the crowded solitude,

With less regret for its luxurious pomp,

And all the nicely-guarded shows of art,

Than for the humble book-stalls in the streets,
Exposed to eye and hand where'er I turned.

France lured me forth; the realm. that I had crossed
So lately, journeying toward the snow-clad Alps.
But now, relinquishing the scrip and staff,

And all enjoyment which the summer sun

Sheds round the steps of those who meet the day
With motion constant as his own, I went

Prepared to sojourn in a pleasant town,

Washed by the current of the stately Loire.

Through Paris lay my readiest course, and there
Sojourning a few days, I visited,

In haste, each spot of old or recent fame,

The latter chiefly; from the field of Mars

Down to the suburbs of St. Antony,

And from Mont Martyr southward to the Dome
Of Geneviéve. In both her clamorous Halls,



The National Synod and the Jacobins,

I saw the Revolutionary Power

Toss like a ship at anchor, rocked by storms;
The Arcades I traversed, in the Palace huge
Of Orleans; coasted round and round the line
Of Tavern, Brothel, Gaming-house, and Shop,
Great rendezvous of worst and best, the walk
Of all who had a purpose, or had not;

I stared and listened, with a stranger’s ears,
To Hawkers and Haranguers, hubbub wild!
And hissing Factionists with ardent eyes,

In knots, or pairs, or single. Not a look

Hope takes, or Doubt or Fear is forced to wear,
But seemed there present; and I scanned them all,
Watched every gesture uncontrollable,

Of anger, and vexation, and despite,

All side by side, and struggling face to face,
With gaiety and dissolute idleness.

Where silent zephyrs sported with the dust
Of the Bastille, I sate in the open sun,

And from the rubbish gathered up a stone,
And pocketed the relic, in the guise

Of an enthusiast; yet, in honest truth,

I looked for something that I could not find,
Affecting more emotion than I felt;

For tis most certain, that these various sights,
However potent their first shock, with me
Appeared to recompense the traveller’s pains
Less than the painted Magdalene of Le Brun,
A beauty exquisitely wrought, with hair
Dishevelled, gleaming eyes, and rueful cheek
Pale and bedropped with overflowing tears.

But hence to my more permanent abode

I hasten; there, by novelties in speech,
Domestic manners, customs, gestures, looks,
And all the attire of ordinary life,

Attention was engrossed; and, thus amused,
I stood, ‘mid those concussions, unconcerned,
Tranquil almost, and careless as a flower
Glassed in a green-house, or a parlour shrub
That spreads its leaves in unmolested peace,
While every bush and tree, the country through,
Is shaking to the roots : indifference this
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Which may seem strange : but I was unprepared
With needful knowledge, had abruptly passed
Into a theatre, whose stage was filled

And busy with an action far advanced.

Like others, T had skimmeéd, and sometimes read
With care, the master pamphlets of the day;

Nor wanted such half-insight as grew wild
Ubpon that meagre soil, helped out by talk

And public news; but having never seen

A chronicle that might suffice to show

Whence the main organs of the public power
Had sprung, their transmigrations, when and how
Accomplished, giving thus unto events

A form and body; all things were to me

Loose and disjointed, and the affections left
Without a vital interest. At that time,

Moreover, the first storm was overblown,

And the strong hand of outward violence
Locked up in quiet. For myself, I fear

Now in connection with so great a theme

To speak (as I must be compelled to do)

Of one so unimportant; night by night

Did I frequent the formal haunts of men,

Whom, in the city, privilege of birth

Sequestered from the rest, societies

Polished in arts, and in punctilio versed;
Whence, and from deeper causes, all discourse
Of good and evil of the time was shunned

With scrupulous care; but these restrictions soon
Proved tedious, and I gradually withdrew

Into a noisier world, and thus ere long

Became a patriot; and my heart was all

Given to the people, and my love was theirs.

A band of military Officers,

Then stationed in the city, were the chief

Of my associates : some of these wore swords
That had been seasoned in the wars, and all
Were men well-born, the chivalry of France.
In age and temper differing, they had yet _
One spirit ruling in each heart; alike

(Save only one, hereafter to be named)

Were bent upon undoing what was done :
This was their rest and only hope; therewith



No fear had they of bad becoming worse,

For worst to them was come; nor would have stirred,

Or deemed it worth a moment’s thought to stir,
In any thing, save only as the act

Looked thitherward. One, reckoning by years,
Was in the prime of manhood, and erewhile
He had sate lord in many tender hearts;

Though heedless of such honours now, and changed :

His temper was quite mastered by the times,
And they had blighted him, had eaten away
The beauty of his person, doing wrong

Alike to body and to mind : his port,

Which once had been erect and open, now

Was stooping and contracted, and a face,
Endowed by Nature with her fairest gifts

Of symmetry and light and bloom, expressed,
As much as any that was ever seen,

A ravage out of season, made by thoughts
Unhealthy and vexatious. With the hour,

That from the press of Paris duly brought

Its freight of public news, the fever came,

A punctual visitant, to shake this man,
Disarmed his voice and fanned his yellow cheek
Into a thousand colours; while he read,

Or mused, his sword was haunted by his touch
Continually, like an uneasy place

In his own body. 'Twas in truth an hour

Of universal ferment; mildest men

Were agitated,; and commotions, strife

Of passion and opinion, filled the walls

Of peaceful houses with unquiet sounds.

The soil of common life, was, at that time,

Too hot to tread upon. Oft said I then,

And not then only, “What a mockery this

Of history, the past and that to come!

Now do I feel how all men are deceived,
Reading of nations and their works, in faith,
Fuaith given to vanity and emptiness;

Oh! laughter for the page that would reflect
To future times the face of what now is!”

The land all swarmed with passion, like a plain
Devoured by locusts,—Carra, Gorcas,—add

A hundred other names, forgotten now,

Nor to be heard of more; yet, they were powers,
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Like earthquakes, shocks repeated day by day,
And felt through every nook of town and field.

Such was the state of things. Meanwhile the chief
Of my associates stood prepared for flight

To augment the band of emigrants in arms
Upon the borders of the Rhine, and leagued
With foreign foes mustered for instant war.
This was their undisguised intent, and they
Were waiting with the whole of their desires
The moment to depart,

An Englishman,

Born in a land whose very name appeared

To license some unruliness of mind;

A stranger, with youth’s further privilege,
And the indulgence that a half-learnt speech
Wins from the courteous; I, who had been else
Shunned and not tolerated, freely lived

With these defenders of the Crown, and talked,
And heard their notions; nor did they disdain
The wish to bring me over to their cause.

But though untaught by thinking or by books
To reason well of polity or law,

And nice distinctions, then on every tongue,
Of natural rights and civil; and to acts

Of nations and their passing interests,

(If with unworldly ends and aims compared)
Almost indifferent, even the historian’s tale
Prizing but little otherwise than I prized

Tales of the poets, as it made the heart

Beat high, and filled the fancy with fair forms,
Old heroes and their sufferings and their deeds;
Yet in the regal sceptre, and the pomp

Of orders and degrees, I nothing found

Then, or had ever, even in crudest youth,

That dazzled me, but rather what I mourned
And ill could brook, beholding that the best
Ruled not, and feeling that they ought to rule.

For, born in a poor district, and which yet

Retaineth more of ancient homeliness,

Than any other nook of English ground,
It was my fortune scarcely to have seen,
Through the whole tenor of my school-day time,



The face of one, who, whether boy or man,

Was vested. with attention or respect

Through claims of wealth or blood; nor was it least
Of many benefits, in later years

Derived from academic institutes

And rules, that they held something up to view
Of a Republic, where all stood thus far

Upon equal ground; that we were brothers all
In honour, as in one community,

Scholars and gentlemen; where, furthermore,
Distinction open lay to all that came,

And wealth and titles were in less esteem
Than talents, worth, and prosperous industry.
Add unto this, subservience from the first

To presences of God'’s mysterious power

Made manifest in Nature’s sovereignty,

And fellowship with venerable books,

To sanction the proud workings of the soul,
And mountain liberty. It could not be

But that one tutored thus should look with awe
Upon the faculties of man, receive

Gladly the highest promises, and hail,

As best, the government of equal rights

And individual worth. And hence, O Friend!
If at the first great outbreak I rejoiced

Less than might well befit my youth, the cause
In part lay here, that unto me the events
Seemed nothing out of nature’s certain course,
A gift that was come rather late than soon.

No wonder, then, if advocates like these,
Inflamed by passion, blind with prejudice,
And stung with injury, at this riper day,

Were impotent to make my hopes put on

The shape of theirs, my understanding bend
In honour to their honour : zeal, which yet
Huad slumbered, now in opposition burst
Forth like a Polar summer : every word

They uttered was a dart, by counter-winds
Blown back upon themselves; their reason seemed
Confusion-stricken by a higher power

Than human understanding,. their discourse

Maimed, spiritless; and, in their weakness strong,

I triumphed.
Meantime, day by day, the roads
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Were crowded with the bravest youth of France,
And all the promptest of her spirits, linked

In gallant soldiership, and posting on

To meet the war upon her frontier bounds.

Yet at this very moment do tears start

Into mine eyes : I do not say I weep—

I wept not then,—but tears have dimmed my sight,
In memory of the farewells of that time,
Domestic severings, female fortitude

At dearest separation, patriot love

And self-devotion, and terrestrial haope,
Encouraged with a martyr’s confidence;

Even files of strangers merely seen but once,
And for a moment, men from far with sound
Of music, martial tunes, and banners spread,
Entering the city, here and there a face,

Or person singled out among the rest,

Yet still a stranger and beloved as such;

Even by these passing spectacles my heart

Was oftentimes uplifted, and they seemed
Arguments sent from Heaven to prove the cause
Good, pure, which no one could stand up against,
Who was not lost, abandoned, selfish, proud,
Mean, miserable, wilfully depraved,

Hater perverse of equity and truth.

Among that band of Officers was one,

Already hinted at of other mould—

A patriot, thence rejected by the rest,

And with an oriental loathing spurned,

As of a different caste. A meeker man

Than this lived never, nor a more benign,
Meek though enthusiastic. Injuries

Made him more gracious, and his nature then
Did breathe its sweetness out most sensibly,

As aromatic flowers on Alpine turf,

When foot hath crushed them. He through the events
Of that great change wandered in perfect faith,
As through a book, an old romance, or tale

Of Fairy, or some dream of actions wrought
Behind the summer clouds. By birth he ranked
With the most noble, but unto the poor

Among mankind he was in service bound,

As by some tie invisible, oaths professed



To a religious order. Man he loved

As man; and, to the mean and the obscure,
And all the homely in their homely works,
Transferred a courtesy which had no air

Of condescension; but did rather seem

A passion and a gallantry, like that

Which he, a soldier, in his idler day

Had paid to woman : somewhat vain he was,
Or seemed so, yet it was not vanity,

But fondness, and a kind of radiant joy
Diffused around him, while he was intent
On works of love or freedom, or revolved
Complacently the progress of a cause,
Whereof he was a part : yet this was meek
And placid, and took nothing from the man
That was delightful. Oft in solitude

With him did I discourse about the end

Of civil government, and its wisest forms;
Of ancient loyalty, and chartered rights,
Custom and habit, novelty and change;

Of self-respect, and virtue in the few

For patrimonial honour set apart,

And ignorance in the labouring multitude.
For he, to all intolerance indisposed,
Balanced these contemplations in his mind;
And I, who at that time was scarcely dipped
Into the turmoil, bore a sounder judgment
Than later days allowed; carried about rﬁe,_
With less alloy to its integrity,

The experience of past ages, as, through help
Of books and common life, it makes sure way
To youthful minds, by objects over near

Not pressed upon, nor dazzled or misled

By struggling with the crowd for present ends.

But though not deaf, nor obstinate to find
Error without excuse upon the side

Of them who strove against us, more delight
We took, and let this freely be confessed,

In painting to ourselves the miseries

Of royal courts, and that voluptuous life
Unfeeling, where the man who is of soul

The meanest thrives the most, where dignity,
True personal dignity, abideth not;
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A light, a cruel, and vain world cut off

From the natural inlets of just sentiment,

From lowly sympathy and chastening truth,
Where good and evil interchange their names,
And thirst for bloody spoils abroad is paired
With vice at home. “We added dearest themes—
Man and his noble nature, as it is

The gift which God has placed within his power,
His blind desires and steady faculties

Capable of clear truth, the one to break.
Bondage, the other to build liberty

On firm foundations, making social life,
Through knowledge spreading and imperishable,
As just in regulation, and as pure

As individual in the wise and good.

We summoned up the honourable deeds

Of ancient Story, thought of each bright spot,
That would be found in all recorded time,

Of truth preserved and error passed away;

Of single spirits that catch the flame from Heaven,
And how the multitudes of men will feed

And fan each other; thought of sects, how keen
They are-to put the appropriate nature on,
Triumphant over every obstacle

Of custom, language, country, love, or hate,
And what they do and suffer for their creed;
How far they travel, and how long endure;
How quickly mighty Nations have been formed,
From least beginnings; how, together locked
By new opinions, scattered tribes hauve made
One body, spreading wide as clouds in heaven.
To aspirations then of our own minds

Did we appeal; and, finally, beheld

* A living confirmation of the whole

Before us, in a people from the depth

Of shameful imbecility uprisen,

Fresh as the morning star. Elate we looked
Upon their virtues; saw, in rudest men,
Self-sacrifice the firmest; generous love,
And continence of mind, and sense of right,
Uppermost in the midst of fiercest strife.

Oh, sweet it is, in academic groves,
Or such retirement, Friend! as we have known




In the green dales beside our Rotha’s stream,
Greta, or Derwent, or some nameless rill,
To ruminate, with interchange of talk,
On rational liberty, and hope in man,
Justice and peace. But far more sweet such toil—
Toil, say I, for it leads to thoughts abstruse—
If nature then be standing on the brink
Of some great trial, and we hear the voice

. Of one devoted,—one whom circumstance
Hath called upon to embody his deep sense
In action, give it outwardly a shape,
And that of benediction, to the world.
Then doubt is not, and truth is more than truth,—
A hope it is, and a desire; a creed
Of zeal, by an authority Divine
Sanctioned, of danger, difficulty, or death.
Such conversation, under Attic shades, '
Did Dion hold with Plato; ripened thus
For a Deliverer’s glorious task,—and such
He, on that ministry already bound,
Held with Eudemus and Timonides,
Surrounded by adventurers in arms,
When those two vessels with their daring freight,
For the Sicilian Tyrant’s overthrow,
Sailed from Zacynthus,—philosophic war,
Led by Philosophers. With harder fate,
Though like ambition, such was he, O Friend!
Of whom I speak. So Beaupuis (let the name
Stand near the worthiest of Antiguity)
Fashioned his life; and many a long discourse,
With like persuasion honoured, we maintained :
He, on his part, accoutred for the worst.
He perished fighting, in supreme command,
Upon the borders of the unhappy Loire,
For liberty, against deluded men,
His fellow country-men; and yet most blessed
In this, that he the fate of later times
Lived not to see, nor what we now behold,
Who have as ardent hearts as he had then.

Along that very Loire, with festal mirth
Resounding at all hours, and innocent yet
OFf civil slaughter, was our frequent walk;
Or in wide forests of continuous shade,
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Lofty and over-arched, with open space
Beneath the trees, clear footing many a mile—
A solemn region. Oft amid those haunts,

From earnest dialogues I slipped in thought,
And let remembrance steal to other times,
When, o’er those interwoven roots, moss-clad,
And smooth as marble or a waveless seq,
Some Hermit, from his cell forth-strayed, might pace
In sylvan meditation undisturbed;

As on the pavement of a Gothic church

Walks a lone Monk, when service hath expired,
In peace and silence. But if ¢'er was heard,—
Heard, though unseen,—a devious traveller,
Retiring or approaching from afar

With speed and echoes loud of trampling hoofs
From the hard floor reverberated, then

It was Angelica thundering through the woods
Upon her palfrey, or that gentle maid
Erminia, fugitive as fair as she.

Sometimes methought I saw a pair of knights
Joust underneath the trees, that as in storm
Rocked high above their heads; anon, the din
Of boisterous merriment, and music’s roar,

In sudden proclamation, burst from haunt

Of Satyrs in some viewless glade, with dance
Rejoicing o'er a female in the midst,

A mortal beauty, their unhappy thrall.

The width of those huge forests, unto me

A novel scene, did often in this way

Master my fancy while I wandered on

With that revered companion. And sometimes—
When to a convent in a meadow green,

By a brook-side, we came, a roofless pile,

And not by reverential touch of Time
Dismantled, but by violence abrupi—

. 'In spite of those heart-bracing colloquies,

In spite of real fervour, and of that

Less genuine and wrought up within myself—
I could not but bewail a wrong so harsh,

And for the Matin-bell to sound no more
Grieved, and the twilight taper, and the cross
High on the topmost pinnacle, a sign

(How welcome to the weary traveller’s eyes!)
Of hospitality and peaceful rest.



And when the partner of those varied walks
Pointed upon occasion to the site

Of Romoreritin, home of ancient kings,

To the imperial edifice of Blois,

Or to that rural castle, name now slipped
From my remembrance, where a lady lodged,
By the first Francis wooed, and bound to him
In chains of mutual passion, from the tower,
As a tradition of the country tells,

Practised to commune with her royal knight
By cressets and love-beacons, intercoursel
Twixt her high-seated residence and his

Far off at Chambord on the plain beneath;
Even hére, though less than with the peaceful house
Religious, ‘mid those frequent monuments

Of Kings, their vices and their better deeds,
- Imagination, potent to inflame

At times with virtuous wrath and noble scorn,
Did also often mitigate the force

Of civic prejudice, the bigotry,

So call it, of a youthful patriot’s mind;

And on these spots with many gleams I looked
Of chivalrous delight. Yet not the less,

Hatred of absolute rule, where will of one

Is law for all, and of that barren pride

In them who, by immunities unjust,

Between the sovereign and the people stand,
His helper and not theirs, laid stronger hold
Duaily upon me, mixed with pity too

And love; for where hope is, there love will be
For the abject multitude. And when we chanced
One day to meet a hunger-bitten girl,

Who crept along fitting her languid gait

Unto a heifer’s motion, by a cord

Tied to her arm, and picking thus from the lane
Its sustenance, while the girl with pallid hands
Was busy knitting in a heartless mood

Of solitude, and at the sight my friend

In agitation said, “Tis against that

That we are fighting,” I with him believed
That a benignant spirit was abroad

Which might not be withstood, that poverty
Abject as this would in a little time

Be found no more, that we should see the earth
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Unthwarted in her wish to recompense

The meek, the lowly, patient child of toil,
All institutes for ever blotted out

That legalised exclusion, empty pomp
Abolished, sensual state and cruel power,
Whether by edict of the one or few;

And finally, as sum and crown of all,
Should see the people having a strong hand

AIn framing their own laws; whence better days

To all mankind. But, these things set:apart,
Was not this single confidence enough

To animate the mind that ever turned

A thought to human welfare? That henceforth
Captivity by mandate without law

Should cease; and open accusation lead

To sentence in the hearing of the world,

And open punishment, if not the air

Be free to breathe in, and the heart of man
Dread nothing. From this height I shall not stoop

To humbler matter that detained us oft

In thought or conversation, public acts,
And public persons,.and emotions wrought
Within the breast, as ever-varying winds
Of record-or report swept over us;

.But I might here, instead, repeat a tale,
Told by my Patriot friend, of sad events,
.That prove to what low depth had struck the roots,

How widely spread the boughs, of that old tree
Which, as a deadly mischief, and a foul
And black dishonour, France was weary of.

Oh, happy time of youthful lovers, (thus
The story might begin). Oh, balmy time,
In which a love-knot, on a lady’s brow,

s fairer than the fairest star in Heaven!

So might—and with that prelude did begin
The record; and, in faithful verse, was given
The doleful sequel.

But our little bark

On a strong river boldly hath been launched; -
And from the driving current should we turn
To loiter wilfully within o creek,

Howe'er attractive, Fellow voyager!

Would’ st thou not chide? Yet deem not my pains lost ;




:For Vaudracour and Julia (so were named
‘Theill-fated pair) in that plain tale will draw
‘Tears from the-hearts of others, when their own
-Shall beat no more. Thou, also, there mayst read,
-At.Jeisure, how the enamoured youth.was driven,
-By public power abased, to fatal crime,
Nature’s rebellion.against monstrous law;
How, between heart.and heart, oppression thrust
Her mandates, severing whom true love had joined,
- Harassing both; until he sank and pressed
The couch his fate had made for him; supine,
-Save when the stings of viperous remorse,
“Trying their strength, enforced him to start up,
Aghast and prayerless. Into o deep wood
He fled, to shun the haunts of human kind;
There dwelt, weakened in spirit more and more;
Nor could the voice of Freedom, which through France
Full speedily resounded, public hope,
Or personal memory of his own worst wrongs, .
“Rouse him; but, hidden in those gloomy shades,
His days he wasted,—an imbecile mind.

~Book Xil : Imagination and Taste, How Impaired and Restored

Long time have human ignorance and guilt
‘Detained us, on what spectacles of woe
Compelled to look, and inwardly oppressed

With sorrow, disappointment, vexing thoughts,
Confusion of the judgment, zeal decayed,

And, lastly, utter loss of hope itself

And things to hope for! Not with these began
Our song, and not with these our song must end.—
Ye motions of delight, that haunt the sides

Of the green hills; ye breezes and soft airs,

Whose subtle intercourse with breathing flowers,
Feelingly watched, might teach Man’s haughty race
How without injury to take, to give
“‘Without offence; ye who, as if to show
“The wondrous influence of power gently used,
*Bend the complying heads of lordly pines,

And, with a touch, shift the stupendous clouds
“Through the whole compass of the sky; ye brooks,
Muttering along the stones, a busy noise

By day, a quiet sound in silent night;

Ye waves, that out of the great deep steal forth

William-Wordsworth

-Self-Instructional Material 53



Romantic Poetry

54 Self-Instructional Material

In a calm hour to kiss the pebbly shore,

Not mute, and then retire, fearing no storm;
And you, ve groves, whose ministry it is

To interpose the covert of your shades,

Even as a sleep, between the heart of man

And outward troubles, between man himself,
Not seldom, and his own uneasy heart :

Oh/ that I had a music and a voice
Harmonious as your own, that I might tell
What ye have done for me. The morning shines,
Nor heedeth Man’s perverseness; Spring returns,—
I saw the Spring return, and could rejoice,

In common with the children of her love,
Piping on boughs, or sporting on fresh fields,
Or boldly seeking pleasure nearer heaven

On wings that navigate cerulean skies.

So neither were complacency, nor peace,

Nor tender yearnings, wanting for my good
Through these distracted times; in Nature still
Glorying, I found a counterpoise in her,

Which, when the spirit of evil reached its height,
Maintained for me a secret happiness.

This narrative, my Friend! hath chiefly told
Of intellectual power, fostering love,
Dispensing truth, and, over men and things,
Where reason yet might hesitate, diffusing
Prophetic sympathies of genial faith :

So was I favoured—such my happy lot—
Until that natural graciousness of mind
Gave way to overpressure from the times
And their disastrous issues, What availed,
When spells forbade the voyager to land,
That fragrant notice of a pleasant shore
Wafted, at intervals, from many a bower

Of blissful gratitude and fearless love?

Dare I avow that wish was mine to see,

And hope that future times would surely see,
The man to come, parted, as by a gulph,
From him who had been, that I could no more
Trust the elevation which had made me one
With the great family that still survives

To illuminate the abyss of ages past,

Sage, warrior, patriot, hero; for it seemed



That their best virtues were not free from taint

Of something false and weak, that could not stand
The open eye of Reason. Then I said,

“Go to the Poets, they will speak to thee

More perfectly of purer creatures;,—yet

If reason be nobility in man,

Can aught be more ignoble than the man

Whom they delight in, blinded as he is

By prejudice, the miserable slave

Of low ambition or distempered love?”

In such strange passion, if I may once more
Review the past, I warred against myself—
A bigot to a new idolatry—

Like a cowled monk who hath forsworn the world,
Zealously laboured to cut off my heart
From all the sources of her former strength;
And as, by simple waving of a wand,

The wizard instantaneously dissolves
Palace or grove, even so could I unsoul

As readily by syllogistic words

Those mysteries of being which have made,
And shall continue evermore to make,

Of the whole human race one brotherhood.

What wonder, then, if, to a mind so far
Perverted, even the visible Universe

Fell under the dominion of a taste

Less spiritual, with microscopic view

Was scanned, as I had scanned the moral world?

O Soul of Nature! excellent and fair!

That didst rejoice with me, with whom I, too,
Rejoiced through early youth, before the winds
And roaring waters, and in lights and shades
That marched and countermarched about the hills
In glorious apparition, Powers on whom

I daily waited, now all eye and now

All ear; but never long without the heart
Employed, and man’s unfolding intellect :

O Soul of Nature! that, by laws divine
Sustained and governed, still dost overflow
With an impassioned life, what feeble ones
Walk on this earth! how feeble have I been

When thou wert in thy strength! Nor this through stroke
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Of human suffering, such as Jjustifies
Remissness and inaptitude of mind,

But through presumption, even in pleasure pleased
Unworthily, disliking here, and there
Liking; by rules of mimic art transferred
To things above all art; but.more,—for this,
Although a strong infection of the age,

Was never much my habit—giving way

To a comparison of scene with scene,

Bent overmuch on superficial things,
Pampering myself with meagre novelties

Of colour and proportion; to the moods

Of time and season, to the moral power,
The affections and the spirit of the place,
Insensible. Nor only did the love

Of sitting thus in judgment interrupt

My deeper feelings, but another cause,

More subtle and less easily explained,

That almost seems inherent in the creature,
A twofold frame of body and of mind.

I speak in recollection of a time

When the bodily eve, in every stage of life
The most despotic of our senses, gained
Such strength in me as often held my mind
In absolute dominion. Gladly here,
Entering upon abstruser argument,

Could I endeavour to unfold the means
Which Nature studiously employs to thwart
This tyranny, summons all the senses each
To counteract the other, and themselves,
And makes them all, and the objects with which all
Are conversant, subservient in their turn -
To the great ends of Liberty and Power.

But leave we this : enough that my delights
(Such as they were) were sought insatiably.
Vivid the transport, vivid though not profound;
I roamed from hill to hill, from roek to rock,
Still craving combinations of new forms,
New pleasure, wider empire for the sight,
Proud of her own endowments, and rejoiced .
To lay the inner faculties asleep.

Amid the turns and counterturns, the strife
And various trials of our complex being,

As we grow up, such thraldom of that sense



Seems hard to shun. And yet I knew a maid,

A young enthusiast, who escaped these bonds;
Her eye was not the mistress of her heart;

Far less did rules prescribed by passive taste,

Or barren intermeddling subtleties,

Perplex her mind; but, wise as women are

When genial circumstance hath favoured them,
She welcomed what was given, and craved no more;
Whate'er the scene presented to her view,

That was the best, to that she was attuned

By her benign simplicity of life,

And through a perfect happiness of soul,

Whose variegated feelings were in this

Sisters, that they were each some new delight.
Birds in the bower, and lambs in the green field,
Could they have known her, would have loved; methought
Her very presence such a sweetness breathed,
That flowers, and trees, and even the silent hills,
And every thing she looked on, should have had
An intimation how she bore herself

Towards them and to all creatures. God delights
In such a being; for her common thoughts

Are piety, her life is gratitude.

Even like this maid, before I was called forth
From the retirement of my native hills,

I loved whate'er I saw : nor lightly loved,

But most intensely; never dreamt of aught
More grand, more fair, more exquisitely framed
Than those few nooks to which my happy feet
Were limited. I had not at that time

Lived long enough, nor in the least survived
The first diviner influence of this world,

As it appears to unaccustomed eyes.
Worshipping.then among the depth of things,
As piety ordained, could I submit

To measured admiration, or to aught

That should preciude humility and love?

I felt, observed, and pondered; did not judge,
Yea, never thought of judging, with the gift

Of all this glory filled and salisfied.

And afterwards, when through the gorgeous Alps
Roaming, I carried with me the same heart :

In truth, the degradation—howsoe'er
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' Of custom that prepares a partial scale

In which the little oft outweighs the great;
Or any other cause that hath been named;
Or lastly, aggravated by the times

And their impassioned sounds, which well might make
The milder minstrelsies of rural scenes
Inaudible—was transient; I had known
Too forcibly, too early in my life,

Visitings of imaginative power

For this to last : I shook the habit off
Entirely and for ever, and again

In Nature’s presence stood, as now I stand,
A sensitive being, a creative soul.

There are in our existence spots of time,

That with distinct pre-eminence retain

A renovating virtue, whence, depressed

By false opinion and contentious thought,

Or aught of heavier or more deadly weight,

In trivial occupations, and the round

Of ordinary intercourse, our minds

Are nourished and invisibly repaired;

A virtue, by which pleasure is enhanced,

That penetrates, enables us fo mount, _
When high, more high, and lifts us up when fallen.
This efficacious spirit chiefly lurks

Among those passages of life that give
Profoundest knowledge to what point, and how,
The mind is lord and master—outward sense

The obedient servant of her will. Such moments
Are scattered everywhere, taking their date

From our first childhood. I remember well,

That once, while yet my inexperienced hand
Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud hopes

I mounted, and we journeyed towards the hills :
An ancient servant of my father’s house

Was with me, my encourager and guide :

We had not travelled long, ere some mischance
Disjoined me from my comrade; and, through fear
Dismounting, down the rough and stony moor
Iled my horse, and, stumbling on, at length
Came to a bottom, where in former times

A murderer had been hung in iron chains.
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The gibbet-mast had mouldered down, the bones
And iron case were gone; but on the turf,

Hard by, soon after that fell deed was wrought,
Some unknown hand had carved the murderer’s name.
The monumental letters were inscribed

In times long past; but still, from year to year,
By superstition of the neighbourhood,

The grass is cleared away, and to this hour
The characters are fresh and visible :

A casual glance had shown them, and I fled,
Faltering and faint, and ignorant of the road :
Then, reascending the bare common, saw

A naked pool that lay beneath the hills,

The beacon on the summit, and, more near,

A girl, who bore a pitcher on her head,

And seemed with difficult steps to force her way
Against the blowing wind. It was, in truth,

An ordinary sight; but I should need

Colours and words that are unknown to man,
To paint the visionary dreariness

Which, while I looked all round for my lost guide,
Invested moorland waste, and naked pool,

The beacon crowning the lone eminence,

The female and her garments vexed and tossed
By the strong wind. When, in the blessed hours
Of early love, the loved one at my side,
I'roamed, in daily presence of this scene,

Upon the naked pool and dreary crags,

And on the melancholy beacon, fell

A spirit of pleasure and youth's golden gleam;
And think ye not with radiance more sublime
For these remembrances, and for the power
They had left behind? So feeling comes in aid
Of feeling, and diversity of strength

Attends us, if but once we have been strong.
Oh! mystery of man, from what a depth
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see

In simple childhood something of the base

On which thy greatness stands; but this I feel,
That from thyself it comes, that thou must give,
Else never canst receive. The days gone by
Return upon me almost from the dawn

Of life : the hiding-places of man’s power
Open; I would approach them, but they close.

William Wordsworth
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I see by glimpses now; when age comes on,
May scarcely see at all; and I would give,
While yet we may, as far as words can give,
Substance and life to what I feel, enshrining,
Such is my hope, the spirit of the Past

For future restoration.—Yet another

Of these memorials : —

One Christmas-time,

On the glad eve of its dear holidays,

Feverish, and tired, and restless, I went forth
Into the fields, impatient for the sight :
Of those led palfreys that should bear us home;
My brothers and myself. There rose a crag,
That, from the meeting-point of two highways
Ascending, overlooked them both, far stretched;
Thither, uncertain on which road to fix

My expectation, thither I repaired, |

Scout-like, and gained the summit; twas a day
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the grass
I sate half-sheltered by a naked wall;

Upon my right hand couched a single sheep,
Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood;

With those companions at my side, I watched,
Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist

Gave intermitting prospect of the copse

And plain beneath. Ere we to school returned,—
That dreary time,~—ere we had been ten days
Sojourners in my father’s house, he died,

And I and my three brothers, orphans then,
Followed his body to the grave. The event,

With all the sorrow that it brought, appeared
A chastisement; and when I called to mind
That day so lately past, when from the crag

I looked in such anxiety of hope;

With trite reflections of morality,

Yet in the deepest passion, I bowed low

To God, Who thus corrected my desires;

And, afterwards, the wind and sleety rain,
And all the business of the elements,

The single sheep, and the one blasted tree,

And the bleak music from that old stone wall,
The noise of wood and water, and the mist
That on the line of each of those two roads
Advanced in such indisputable shapes;



AJl these were kindred spectacles and sounds
To which I oft repaired, and thence woilld drink,
As at a fountain; ahd on winter nights,
Doivn to this véry time, ivhen storm and rain
Beat on my roof, or, haply, at hoon-day,
While in a grove I walk, whose lofty trées,
Laden with summer’s thickest foliage, rock
In a strong wind, some working of the spirit,
Some inward agitations thence are brought,
Whate'er their office, whether to beguile
Thoughts over busy in the course they took,
Or animate an hour of vacant ease.

Book XiV : Conclusion

In one of those excursions (may they ne'er

Fade from remembrance!) through the Northern tracts

Of Cambria ranging with a youthful friend,

I left Bethgelert’s huts at couching-time,

And westward took my way, {0 see the sun

Rise from the top of Snowdon. To the door

Of a rude cottage at the mountain’s base

We came, and roused the shepherd who attends

The adventurous stranger’s steps, a trusty guide;
Then, cheered by short refreshment, sallied forth.

It was a close, warm, breezeléss summer night,
Wan, dull, and glaring, with a dripping fog
Low-hung and thick that covered all the sky;
But, undiscouraged, we began to climb

The mountain-side. The mist soon girt us round,
And, after ordinary travellers’ talk

With our conductor, pensively we sank

FEach into commerce with his private thoughts :
Thus did we breast the ascent, and by myself
Was nothing either seen or heard that checked
Those musings or diverted, save that once

The shepherd’s lurcher, who, among the crags,
Had to his joy unearthed a hedgehog, teased
His coiled-up prey with barkings turbulent.
This small adventure, for even such it seemed
In that wild place and at the dead of night,
Being over and forgotten, on we wound

In silence as before. With forehead beni
Earthward, as if in opposition set

Against an enemy, I panted up
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With eager pace, and no less eager thoughts.
Thus might we wear a midnight hour away,
Ascending at loose distance each from each,
And I, as chanced, the foremost of the band;
When at my feet the ground appeared to brighten,
And with a step or two seemed brighter still;
Nor was time given to ask or learn the cause,
For instantly a light upon the turf ‘
Fell like a flash, and lo! as I looked up,

The Moon hung naked in a firmament

Of azure without cloud, and at my feet
Rested a silent seq of hoary mist.

A hundred hills their dusky backs upheaved
All over this still ocean; and beyond,

Far, far beyond, the solid vapours stretched,
In headlands, tongues, and promontory shapes,
Into the main Atlantic, that appeared

To dwindle, and glve up his majesty,

Usurped upon far as the sight could reach.
Not so the ethereal vault; encroachment none
Was there, nor loss; only the inferior stars
Had disappeared, or shed a fainter light

In the clear presence of the full-orbed Moon,

‘ " Who, from her sovereign elevation, gazed

‘ Upon the billowy ocean, as it lay

All meek and silent, save that through a rift—
Not distant from the shore whereon we stood,
A fixed, abysmal, gloomy, breathing-place—
Mounted the roar of waters, torrents, streams
Innumerable, roaring with one voice!

Heard over earth and sea, and, in that hour,
For so it seemed, felt by the starry hequens.

When into air had partially dissolved

That vision, given to spirits of the night
And three chance human wanderers, in calm thought
Reflected, it appeared to me the lype

Of a majestic intellect, its acts

And its possessions, what it has and craves,
What in itself it is, and would become.
There I beheld the emblem of a mind

That feeds upon infinity, that broods

Over the dark abyss, intent to hear

Its voices issuing forth to silent light
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In one continuous stream; a mind sustained‘

By recognitions of transcendent power,

In sense conducting to ideal form,

In soul of more than mortal privilege.

One function, above all, of such a mind

Had Nature shadowed there, by putting forth,
"Mid circumstances awful and sublime,.

That mutual domination which she loves

To exert upon the face of outward things,

So moulded, joined, abstracted, so endowed.

With interchangeable supremacy,

That men, least sensitive, see, hear, perceive,
And cannot choose but feel. The power, which all
Acknowledge when thus moved, which Nature thus

To bodily sense exhibits, is the express
. Resemblance of that glorious faculty

That higher minds bear with them as their own.
This is the very spirit in which they deal

With the whole compass of the universe :

They from their native selves can send abroad
Kindred mutations; for themselves create

A like existence; and, whene’er it dawns

Created for them, catch it, or are caught

By its inevitable mastery,

Like angels stopped upon the wing by sound

Of harmony from Heaven’s remotest spheres.
Them the enduring and the transient both

Serve to exalt; they build up greatest things
From least suggestions; ever on the watch,
Willing to work and to be wrought upon,

They need not extraordinary calls

To rouse them; in a world of life they live,

By sensible impressions not enthralled,

But by their quickening impulse made more prompi
To hold fit converse with the spiriiual world, '
And with the generations of mankind

Spread over time, past, present, and to come,
Age after age, till Time shall be no more.

Such minds are truly from the Deity,

For they are Powers; and hence the highest bliss
That flesh can know is theirs—the consciousness
Of Whom they are, habitually infused

Through every image and through every thbughi,
And all affections by communion raised

William Wordsworth
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From earth to heaven, from human to divine;
Hence endless occupation for the Soul,

Whether discursive or intuitive;

Hence cheerfulness for acts of daily life,
Emotions which best foresight need not fear,
Most worthy then of trust when most intense.
Hence, amid ills that vex and wrongs that crush
Our hearts—if here the words of Holy Writ

May with fit reverence be applied—that peace
Which passeth understanding, that repose

In moral judgments which from this pure source
Must come, or will by man be sought in vain.

Oh! who is he that hath his whole life long
Preserved, enlarged, this freedom in himself?
For this alone is genuine liberty :

Where is the favoured being who hath held
That course unchecked, unerring, and untired,
In one perpetual progress smooth and bright?—
A humbler destiny have we retraced,

And told of lapse and hesitating choice,

And backward wanderings along thorny ways :
Yet—compassed round by mountain solitudes,
Within whose solemn temple I received

My earliest visitations, careless then

Of what was given me; and which now I range,
A meditative, oft a suffering man—

Do I declare—in accents which, from truth
Deriving cheerful confidence, shall blend
Their modulation with these vocal streams—
That, whatsoever falls my better mind,
Revolving with the accidents of life,

May have sustained, that, howsoe’er misled,
Never did I, in quest of right and wrong,
Tamper with conscience from a private aim;
Nor was in any public hope the dupe

OFf selfish passions; nor did ever yield

Wilfully to mean cares or low pursuits,

But shrunk with apprehensive Jealousy

From every combination which might aid

The tendency, too potent in itself,

Of use and custom to bow down the soul
Under a growing weight of vulgar sense,

And substitute a universe of death



For that which moves with light and life informed,
Actual, divine, and true. To fear and love,

To love as prime and chief, for there fear ends,

Be this ascribed; to early intercourse,

In presence of sublime or beautiful forms,

With the adverse principles of pain and joy—

Evil as one is rashly named by men

Who know not what they speak. By love subsists
All lasting grandeur, by pervading love;

That gone, we are as dust.—Behold the fields

In balmy spring-time full of rising flowers

And joyous creatures; see that pair, the lamb

And the lamb’s mother, and their tender ways
Shall touch thee to the heart; thou callest this love,
And not inaptly so, for love it is,

Far as it carries thee. In some green bower

Rest, and be not alone, but have thou there

The One who is thy choice of all the world :

There linger, listeniﬁg, gazing, with delight
Impassioned, but delight how pitiable!

Unless this love by a still higher love

Be hallowed, love that breathes not without awe;
Love that adores, but on the knees of prayer,

By heaven inspired; that frees from chains the soul,
Lifted, in union with the puresf, best,

Of earth-born passions, on the wings of praise
Bearing a tribute to the Almighty’s Throne.

This spiritual Love acts not nor can exist
Without Imagination, which, in truth,

Is but another name for absolute power

And clearest insight, amplitude of mind,

And Reason in her most exalted mood.

This faculty hath been the feeding source

Of our long labour : we have traced the stream
From the blind cavern whence is faintly heard
Its natal murmur; followed it to light

And open day; accompanied its course

Among the ways of Nature, for a time

Lost sight of it bewildered and engulphed :
Then given it greeting as it rose once more

In strength, reflecting from its placid breast
The works of man and face of human life;
And lastly, from its progress have we drawn

s
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Faith in life endless, the sustaining thought
Of human Being, Eternity, and God.

Imagination having been our theme,

So also hath that intellectual Love,

For they are each in each, and cannot stand
Dividually.—Here must thou be, O Man/!
Power to thyself: no Helper hast thou here;
Here keepest thou in s:z:ngleness thy state :
No other can divide with thee this work :

No secondary hand can intervene

To fashion this ability; ‘tis thine,

The prime and vital principle is thine

In the recesses of thy nature, far

From any reach of outward fellowship,

Else is not thine at all. But joy to him,

Oh, joy to him who here hath sown, hath la;’d
Here, the foundation of his future years!

For all that friendship, all that love can do,
All that a darling countenance can look

Or dear voice utter, to complete the man,
Perfect him, made imperfect in himself,

All shall be his : and he whose soul hath risen
Up to the height of feeling intellect

Shall want no humbler tenderness, his heart
Be tender as a nursing mother’s heart;
Of female softness shall his life be full,

Of humble cares and delicate desires,

Mild interests and gentlest sympathies.

Child of my parents! Sister of my soul!

Thanks in sincerest verse have been elsewhere
Poured out for all the early tenderness

Which I from thee imbibed : and tis most true
That later seasons owed to thee no less;

For, spite of thy sweet influence and the touch
Of kindred hands that opened out the springs
Of genial thought in childhood, and in spite
Of all that unassisted I had marked

In life or nature of those charms minute

That win their way into the heart by stealth
(Still to the very going-out of youth),

I'too exclusively esteemed that love,

And sought that beauty, which, as Milton sings,
Hath terror in it. Thou didst soften down



This over-sternness; but for thee, dear Friend!
My soul, too reckless of mild grace, had stood
In her original self too confident,

Retained too long a countenance severe;

A rock with torrents roaring, with the clouds
Familiar, and a favourite of the stars :

But thou didst plant its crevices with flowers,
Hang it with shrubs that twinkle in the breeze,
And teach the little birds to build their nests
And warble in its chambers. At a time

When Nature, destined to remain so long
Foremost in my affections, had fallen back
Into a second place, pleased to become

A handmaid to a nobler than herself,

When every day brought with it some new sense
Of exquisite regard for common things,

And all the earth was budding with these gifts
Of more refined humanity, thy breath,

Dear Sister! was a kind of gentler spring

That went before my steps. Thereafter came
One whom with thee friendship had early paired;
She came, no more a phantom to adorn

A moment, but an inmate of the heart,

And yet a spirit, there for me enshrined

To penetrate the lofty and the low;

Even as one essence of pervading light

Shines, in the brightest of ten thousand stars,
And, the meek worm that feeds her lonely lamp
Couched in the dewy grass.

With such a theme,

Coleridge! with this my argument, of thee
Shall I be silent? O capacious Soul!

Placed on this earth to love and understand,
And from thy presence shed the light of love,
Shall I be mute, ere thou be spoken of?

Thy kindred influence to my heart of hearts
Did also find its way. Thus fear relaxed

Her overweening grasp; thus thoughts and things
In the self-haunting spirit learned to take
More rational proportions; mystery,

The incumbent mystery of sense and soul,
Of life and death, time and eternity,
Admitted more habitually a mild

William Wordsworth
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Interposition—a serene delight

In closelier gathering cares, such as become

A human creature, howsoe'er endowed,

Poet, or destined for a humbler name;

And so the deep enthusiastic Joy,

The rapture of the hallelujah sent

From all that breathes and is, was chastened, stemmed
And balanced by pathetic truth, by trust

In hopeful reason, leaning on the stay

Of Providence; and in reverence for duty,

Here, if need be, struggling with storms, and there
Strewing in peace life’s humblest ground with herbs,
At every season green, sweet at all hours.

And now, O Friend! this history is brought

To its appointed close : the discipline

And consummation of a Poet’s mind,

In everything that stood most prominent,

Have faithfully been pictured; we have reached
The time (our guiding object from the first)
When we may, not presumptuously, I hope,
Suppose my powers so far confirmed, and such
My knowledge, as to make me capable

Of building up a Work that shall endure.

Yet much hath been omitted, as need was;

Of books how much! and even of the other wealth
That is collected among woods and fields,

Far more ; for Nature’s secondary grace

Hath hitherto been barely touched upon,

The charm more superficial that attends

Her works, as they present to Fancy’s choice

Apt illustrations of the moral world,

Caught at a glance, or traced with curious pains.

Finally, and above all, O Friend! (I speak
With due regret) how much is overlooked

In human nature and her subtle ways,

As studied first in our own hearts, and then
In life among the passions of mankind,
Varying their composition and their hue,
Where'er we move, under the diverse shapes
That individual character presents -

To an attentive eye. For progress meet,
Along this intricate and difficult path,
Whate'er was wanting, something had I gained,



As one of many schoolfellows compelled,

In hardy independence, to stand up

Amid conflicting interests, and the shock

Of various tempers; to endure and note

What was not understood, though known to be;
Among the mysteries of love and hate,

Honour and shame, looking to right and left,
Unchecked by innocence too delicate,

And moral notions too intolerant,

Sympathies too contracted. Hence, when called
To take a station among men, the step

Was easier, the transition more secure,

More profitable also; for, the mind

Learns from such timely exercise to keep

In wholesome separation the two natures,

The one that feels, the other that observes.

Yet one word more of personal concern—
Since I withdrew unwillingly from France,

I led an undomestic wanderer’s life,

In London chiefly harboured, whence I roamed,
Tarrying at will in many a pleasant spot

Of rural England’s cultivated vales

Or Cambrian solitudes. A youth—(he bore
The name of Calvert—it shall live, if words
Of mine can give it life,) in firm belief

That by endowments not from me withheld
Good might be furthered—in his last decay
By a bequest sufficient for my needs

Enabled me to pause for choice, and walk

At large and unrestrained, nor damped too soon
By mortal cares. Himself no Poet, yet

Far less a common follower of the world,

He deemed that my pursuits and labours lay
Apart from all that leads to wealth, or even
A necessary maintenance insures,

Without some hazard to the finer sense;

He cleared a passage for me, and the stream
Flowed in the bent of Nature.

Having now

Told what best merits mention, further pains
Our present purpose seems not to require,
And I have other tasks. Recall to. mind

The mood in which this labour was begun,

William Wordsworth
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O Friend! The termination of my course

Is nearer now, much nearer; yet even then,

In that distraction and intense desire,

I said unto the life which I had lived,

Where art thou? Hear I not a voice from thee
Which ‘tis reproach to hear? Anon I rose

As if on wings, and saw beneath me stretched
Vast prospect of the world which I had been
And was,; and hence this Song, which like a lark
I have protracted, in the unwearied heavens
Singing, and often with more plaintive voice
To earth attempered and her deep-drawn sighs,
Yet centring all in love, and in the end

All gratulant, if rightly understood.

Whether to me shall be allotted life,

And, with life, power to accomplish aught of worth,
That will be deemed no insufficient plea

For having given the story of myself,

Is all uncertain : but, beloved Friend!

When, looking back, thou seest, in clearer view
Than any liveliest sight of yesterday,

That summer, under whose indulgent skies,
Upon smooth Quantock’s airy ridge we roved
Unchecked, or loitered ‘'mid her sylvan combs,
Thou in bewitching words, with happy heart,
Didst chaunt the vision of that Ancient Man,
The bright-eyed Mariner, and rueful woes
Didst utter of the Lady Christabel;

And I, associate with such labour, steeped

In soft forgetfulness the livelong hours,
Murmuring of him who, joyous hap, was found,
After the perils of his moonlight ride,

Near the loud waterfall; or her who sate

In misery near the miserable Thorn;

When thou dost to that summer turn thy thoughts,
And hast before thee all which then we were,

To thee, in memory of that happiness,

1t will be known, by thee at least, my Friend!
Felt, that the history of a Poet’s mind

Is labour not unworthy of regard :

To thee the work shall justify itself.

The last and later portions of this gift
Have been prepared, not with the buoyant spirits




That were our daily portion when we first William Wordsworth

Together wantoned in wild Poesy,

But, under pressure of a private grief,

Keen and enduring, which the mind and heart,
That in this meditative history

Have been laid open, needs must make me feel -
More deeply, yet enable me to bear

More firmly; and a comfort now hath risen .
From hope that thou art near, and wilt be soon
Restored to us in renovated health;

When, after the first mingling of our tears,

‘Mong other consolations, we may draw

Some pleasure from this offering of my love.

Oh! yet a few short years of useful life,

And all will be complete, thy race be run,

Thy monument of glory will be raised;

Then, though (too weak to tread the ways of truth)
This age fall back to old idolatry,

Though men return to servitude as fast

As the tide ebbs, to ignominy and shame

By nations sink together, we shall still

Find solace—knowing what we have learnt to know,
Rich in true happiness if allowed to be

Faithful alike in forwarding a day

Of firmer trust, joint labourers in the work
(Should Providence such grace to us vouchsafe)
Of their deliverance, surely yet to come.
Prophets of Nature, we to them will speak

A lasting inspiration, sanctified

By reason, blest by faith : what we have loved,
Others will love, and we will teach them how;
Instruct them how the mind of man becomes

A thousand times more beautiful than the earth
On which he dwells, above this frame of things
(Which, ‘mid all revolution in the hopes

And fears of men, doth still remain unchanged)
In beauty exalted, as it is itself

Of quality and fabric more divine.

QUESTIONNARIES
2 Muitiple Choice Questions
1. According to the Poem, when Wordsworth was a child, he always wanted tobe :
(a) asleep and dreaming (b) at church
(c in school ' (d) outside
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10.

During the winter of his second year of college, Wordsworth would take
every opportunity to “frequent the College groves/And tributary walks”
at what time of day?

(a) At lunchtime (b) At night

(c) First thing in the morning (d) Whenever the sun was brightest _
Finish this quotation: “Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive, / But to be
was very Heaven!” '

(a) French (b) loved

(¢) rich (d) young

How did most of the soldiers in OrlZans feel about the French
Revolution?

(a) There were no soldiers in OrlZans.
(b) They supported the revolution.

(c) They supported the monarchy.

(d) They were indifferent.

In book Wordsworth writes “Long time in search of knowledge did I range
/ The field of human life, in heart and mind / Benighted...” What does
benighted mean?

(a) Chivalrous (b) Enlightened

{c) Steadfast (d) Surrounded by darkness
The Prelude is written in :

(a) Blank verse (b) Free verse

(¢) Iambic tetrameter (d) Trochaic hexameter

On Wordsworth’s summer vacation, he is extremely glad to see whom?
(a) Sweet Dorothy, his sister.  (b) The fine Master, his father.
(c) The old Dame, his mother. (d) The old Dame, his aged landlady.

Speaking of the shops in Cambridge, Wordsworth says that “I was the
Dreamer, they the ”?

(a) Cock’s Crow (b) Dream

(c) Nightmare (d) Sunset

What friend and fellow poet does Wordsworth directly address in the
final book of The Prelude?

(a) Lord Byron (b) Percy Bysshe Shelley

(¢) Samuel Taylor Coleridge (d) William Blake

Why are there multiple versions of The Prelude?

(a)The original version was thought to be lost, so Wordsworth rewrote
what he could from memory.

(b) Wordsworth continually revised the poem until his death.

(c) Wordsworth rewrote it after becoming disillusioned by the War of
1812,

(d) Wordsworth rewrote it after Napoleon declared himself Emperor




11.

12,

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

Why was Wordsworth exultant upon hearing of Robespierre’s execution?

(a) Because Catholicism would return to England.
(b) Because he would be allowed to return to France.

(¢) Because Napoleon would be allowed to rule the new French Republie.

(d) Because the Reign of Terror in France was ended.

Wordsworth doesn’t care much for “The surfaces of artificial life / And
manners finely wrought, the delicate race / Of colours, lurking, gleaming

up and downk,” preferring instead something less :
(a) brilliant (b) conceited

(c) elaborate (d) expensive

Who wrote The Prelude?

(a) William Wordsworth (b) Dorothy Wordsworth

{(c) Percy Shelley (d) Mary Shelley

Where is The Preludeset?

(a) Lake District (b) Peak District

(¢) Yorkshire Moors (d) Blackmore Vale
Which movement did the poet of The Prelude belong to?
(a) Romantics (b) Post-modernists

(c) Revivalists (d) Metaphysical poets
How would you best describe The Prelude?

(a) Autobiographical (b) Elegiac

(c) Biographical (d) Dramatic monologue
What does The Prelude show about the poet?

() His spiritual growth (b) His loss of innocence
(c) His hatred of nature (d) His love for his wife

What does the extract of The Prelude show about nature?
(a) It's powerful

(b) Man is more powerful than nature

(c) It’s idyllic and peaceful

(d) It’s boring

What is the rhyme scheme of The Prelude?

(a) Blank verse {b) Rhyming couplets
(c) Free verse (d) abeabe

What is the form of The Prelude?

(a) Epic (b) Lyric

(c) Ballad (d) Sonnet

In The Prelude, what season is being described?
(a) Winter (b) Summer

(¢) Autumn (d) Spring

William Wordsworth
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23.
24.
25.

26,

27.

28.

- Finish the quote from The Prelude: ‘It was a time of...’

(a) rapture (b) happiness

(c) fear (d) sadness

When was William Wordsworth born?

(a) 12 January 1862 (b) 7 April 1770

{c) 18 September 1868 (d) 22 November 1872
Where was William Wordsworth born?

(2) Bologna (b) Cockermouth

(c) Milan (d) Venice

Which poem of William Wordsworth is considered his greatest
autobiographical epic?

(a) Guilt and Sorrow - (b) The Prelude

(¢) The Excursion (d) Peter Bell

When was William Wordsworth appointed poet laureate?
(a) 1843 {b) 1836

{c) 1831 (d) 1815

When did William Wordsworth die?

(a) 5 May 1945 (b) 23 April 1850

(¢) 20 July 1937 (d) 14 December 1938
Where did William Wordsworth die?

(a) Hawkshead (b) Paris

{¢) Versailles (d) Rydal Mount

o Short Answers Type Questions

What is the main idea of Wordsworth poem “The Prelude”?
Discuss Wordsworth’s attitude towards nature in “The Prelude.”
Explain the title of the poem.

Why does the narrator describe his time spent in France as being
extremely important for him?

Discuss Wordsworth’s The Prelude Book I as an autobiographical poem.

What are some examples of the ways in which The Prelude by William
Wordsworth is a “Romantic” poem?

How is the the growth of a poet’s mind a part of “The Prelude”?

2 Long Answers Type Questions

What is Wordsworth’s attitude toward nature? Does it undergo a
significant change in the course of The Prelude? If so, how?

What was Wordsworth’s feeling for history in general? What was his
attitude toward the French Revolution? Does it undergo a change during
the course of The Prelude? How did he feel about England’s actions
toward France?

What is the role of a poet? How does a poet fulfill his role?




4. How does Wordsworth regard beauty? What is the function of beauty William Wordsworth

according to Wordsworth?

5. Discuss Wordsworth’s theory of poetry. How does this compare with
traditional views?

6. What does Wordsworth mean by imagination? Is it comparable to fancy?

7. What was the significance of the tale of Vaudracour and Julia in
connection with Wordsworth’s life? What was its significance politically?

8. How did The Prelude fit into Wordsworth’s scheme for his life’s work?
What became of the scheme?

9. What characteristics of The Prelude show that it is correctly classified in

" - the romantic period of English literature?

10. Whatis the literary form of The Prelude? Describe its texture. Give some of
its motivational ideas. Has it any unity? What are some of its stylistic
faults? '

11. Are Wordsworth’s ideas valid for contemporary society? What can we learn

' of value from his ideas? ' ‘ )

12. How is Wordsworth’s “The Prelude” an epic poem?

13. What is the setting of The Prelude by William Wordsworth?

ANSWERS

2 Muitiple Choice Questions B
1.(d 2.0b) 3.(d 4@ 5() 6.(&® 7.(d 8®B 9. 10.()
1M.(d) 12.(c) 13.(a) 14.(a) 15.(a) 16.(a) 17.(a) 18.(a) 19.{(a) 20.(a)

21. (a) 22.(a) 23.(b) 24. (b) 25. (b) 26.(a) 27.(b) 28.(d)
@
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CHAPTER
\ 3

DON JUAN
(Cantos I and II)

(Loard Byron)
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Cantos |

I want a hero : an uncommon want,

When every year and month sends forth a new one,
Till, after cloying the gazetles with cant,

The r'::ge discovers he is not the true one;

Of such as these I should not care to vaunt,

Il therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan—
We all have seen him, in the pantomime,

Seh‘:t to the devil somewhat ere his time.

Verﬁon, the butcher Cumberland, Wolfe, Hawke,
Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Burgoyne, Keppel, Howe,
Evil a,nrd good, have had their tithe of talk,

And fill'd their sign posts then, like Wellesley now,
Each in their turn like Banquo’s monarchs stalk,
Followers of fame, ‘nine farrow’ of that sow :

France, too, had Buonaparte and Dumourier
Recorded in the Moniteur and Courier.

Barnave, Brissot, Condorcet, Mirabeau,

Petion, Clootz, Danton, Marat, La Fayelte,

Were French, and famous people, as we know :
And there were othérs, scarce forgotten yet,
Joubert, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes, Desaix, Moreau,
With many of the military set,

Exceedingly remarkable at times,

But not at all adapted to my rhymes.

Nelson was once Britannia’s god of war, .
And still should be so, but the tide is turn'd;
There s no more to be said of Trofaigar,

T is with our hero quietly inu;n’d;

Because the army s grown more popular,
At which the naval people are concern’d;




Besides, the prince is all for the land-service,
Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jeruis.

Brauve men were living before Agamemanon
And since, exceeding valorous and sage,

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none; - . -

But then they shone not on the poet’s page,
And so have been forgotten :—I condemn none,
But can’t find any in the present age

Fit for my poem (that is, for my new one);

So, as I said, I 1l take my friend Don Juan.

Most epic poets plunge ‘in medias res’
(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road),
And then your hero tells, whene’er you please,
What went before—by way of episode,

While seated after dinner at his ease,

Beside his mistress in some soft abode,
Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern,
Which serves the happy couple for a tavern.

That is the usual method, but not mine—

My way is to begin with the beginning;

The regularity of my design

Forbids all wandering as the worst of sinning,
And therefore I shall open with a line
(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning)
Narrating somewhat of Don Juan’s father,
And also of his mother, if you'd rather.

In Seville was he born, a pleasant city,
Famous for oranges and women—he

Who has not seen it will be much to pity,

So says the proverb—and I quite agree;

Of all the Spanish towns is none more pretty,
Cadiz perhaps—but that you soon may see; -
Don Juan’s parents lived beside the river,

A noble stream, and call’d the Guadalquivir.

His father’s name was Jose—Don, of course,—
A true Hidalgo, free from every stain

Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source
Through the most Gothic gentlemen of Spain;
A better cavalier ne’er mounted horse,

Or, being mouﬁted, e’er got down again,

Than Jose, who begot our hero, who
Begot—but that ’s to come—Well, to renew :
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His mother was a learned lady, famed

For every branch of every science known

In every Christian language ever named,

With virtues equall’d by her wit alone,

She made the cleverest people quite ashamed,
And even the good with inward envy groan,
Finding themselves so very much exceeded

In their own way by all the things that she did.

Her memory was a mine : she knew by heart

All Calderon and greater part of Lope,

So that if any actor miss'd his part

She could have served him for the prompter’s copy;
For her Feinagle’s were an useless art,

And he himself obliged to shut up shop—he

Could never make a memory so fine as

That which adorn'd the brain of Donna Inez.

Her favourite science was the mathematical,

Her noblest virtue was her magnanimity,

Her wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all,
Her serious sayings darken’d to sublimity;

In short, in all things she was fairly what I call

A prodigy—her morning dress was dimity,

Her evening silk, or, in the summer, muslin,

And other stuffs, with which I won’t stay puzzling.

She knew the Latin—that is, the Lord’s prayer,’
And Greek—the alphabet—] 'm nearly sure;

She read some French romances here and there,
Although her mode of speaking was not pure;

For native Spanish she had no great care,

At least her conversation was obscure; .

Her thoughts were theorems, her words @ problem,
As if she deem’d that mystery would ennoble ‘em.

She liked the English and the Hebrew tongue,

And said there was analogy between ‘em,

She proved it somehow out of sacred song,

But I must leave the proofs to those who ‘ve seen ‘em;:
But this I heard her say, and can’t be wrong

And all may think which way their judgments lean ‘em,
“Tis strange—the Hebrew noun which means “I am,”
The English always use to govern d--n.’




Some women use their tongues—she look'd a lecture,
Each eye a sermon, and her brow a homily,

An all-in-all sufficient self-director,

Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Romilly,

The Law’s expounder, and the State’s corrector,
Whose suicide was almost an anomaly—

One sad example more, that ‘All is vanity’

(The jury brought their verdict in Tnsanity’).

In short, she was a walking calculation,

Miss Edgeworth’s novels stepping from their covers,
Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books on education,

Or ‘Coelebs’ Wife’ set out in quest of lovers,
Morality’s prim personification,

In which not Envy’s self a flaw discovers;

To others’ share let ‘female errors fall,’

For she had not even one—the worst of all.

O! she was perfect past all parallel—

Of any modern female saint’s comparison,

So far above the cunning powers of hell,

Her guardian angel had given up his garrison;

Even her minutest motions went as well

As those of the best time-piece made by Harrison: |
In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her,

Save thine incomparable oil,” Macassar!

Perfect she was, but as perfection is |
Insipid in this naughty world of ours,

Where our first parents never learn'd to kiss
Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers,
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss ;
(I wonder how they got through the twelve hours),
Don Jose, like a lineal son of Eve,

Went plucking various fruit without her leave. ,

He was a mortal of the careless kind,

With no great love for learning, or the learn’d,

Who chose to go where’er he had a mind,

And never dream’d his lady was concern’d;

The world, as usual, wickedly inclined ,
To see a kingdom or a house o’erturn’d, t
Whisper'd he had a mistress, some said two— |
But for domestic quarrels one will do.

Now Donna Inez had, with all her merit,
A great opinion of her own good qualities;
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Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it,
And such, indeed, she was in her moralities;
But then she had a devil of a spirit,

And sometimes mix'd up fancies with realities,
And let few opportunities escape

Of getting her liege lord into a scrape.

This was an easy matter with a man

Oft in the wrong, and never on his guard:

And even the wisest, do the best they can,

Have moments, hours, and days, so unprepared,
That you might ‘brain them with their lady’s fan;’
And sometimes ladies hit exceeding hard,

And fans turn into falchions in fair hands,

And why and wherefore no one understands.

T is pity learned virgins ever wed

With persons of no sort of education,

Or gentlemen, who, though well born and bred,
Grow tired of scientific conversation :

I don’t choose to say much upon this head,

I'm a plain man, and in a single station,
But—Oh! ye lords of ladies intellectual,

Inform us truly, have they not hen-peck'd you all?

Don Jose and his lady quarrell'd—uwhy,

Not any of the many could divine,

Though several thousand people chose to try,
T was surely no concern of theirs nor mine;
I loathe that low vice—curiosity;

But if there ’s anything in which I shine,
"T'is in arranging all my friends’ affairs,
Not having of my own domestic cares.

And so I interfered, and with the best
Intentions, but their treatment was not kind;
Ithink the foolish people were possess’d,

For neither of them could I ever find,
Although their porter afterwards confess’d—
But that ‘s no matter, and the worst ’s behind,
For little Juan o’er me threw, down stairs,

A pail of housemaid’s water unawares.

A little curly-headed, good-for-nothing,

And mischief-making monkey from his birth;
His parents ne‘er agreed except in doting
Upon the most unquiet imp on earth;



Instead of quarrelling, had they been but both in Loard Byron
Their senses, they ‘d have sent young master forth
To school, or had him soundly whipp’d at home,
To teach him manners for the time fo come.

Don Jose and the Donna Inez led

For some time an unhappy sort of life,

Wishing each other, not divorced, but dead; ‘
They lived respectably as man and wife,

Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred,

And gave no outward signs of inward strife,

Until at length the smother'd fire broke out,

And put the business past all kind of doubt.

For Inez call’d some druggists and physicians,
And tried to prove her loving lord was mad;
But as he had some lucid intermissions,

She next decided he was only bad;

Yet when they ask’d her for her depositions,

No sort of explanation could be had,

Save that her duty both to man and God
Required this conduct—which seem’d very odd.

She kept a journal, where his faults were noted,
And open’d certain trunks of books and letters,
All which might, if occasion served, be quoted;
And then she had all Seuville for abettors,
Besides her good old grandmother (who doted);
The hearers of her case became repeaters,

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges,

Some for amusement, others for old grudges.

And then this best and weakest woman bore

With such serenity her husband’s woes,

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore,

Who saw their spouses kill'd, and nobly chose
Never to say a word about them more—

Calmly she heard each calumny that rose,

And saw his agonies with such sublimity,

That all the world exclaim’d, What magnanimity!’

No doubt this patience, when the world is damning us,
Is philosophic in our former friends;

T is also pleasant to be deem’d magnanimous,

The more so in obtaining our own ends;

And what the lawyers call a ‘malus animus’

Conduct like this by no means comprehends;
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But then t is not my fault, if others hurt you.

And if your quarrels should rip up old stories,

And help them with a lie or two additional,

I’m not to blame, as you well know——no more is

Any one else—they were become traditional;
Besides, their resurrection aids our glories

By contrast, which is what we just were wishing all :
And science profits by this resurrection—

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection.

Their friends had tried at reconciliation,

Then their relations, who niade matiers worse.
(T were hard to tell upon a like occasion

To whom it may be best to have recourse—

I can’t say much for friend or yet relation) :
The lawyers did their utmost for divorce,

But scarce a fee was paid on either side
Before, unluckily, Don Jose died.

He died : and most unldckily, because,
According to all hints I could collect

From counsel learned in those kinds of laws
(Although their talk s obscure and circumspect),
His death contrived to spoil a charming cause;
A thousand pities also with respect

To public feeling, which on this occasion

Was manifested in a great sensation.

But, ah! he died; and buried with him lay
The public feeling and the lawyers’ fees :
His house was sold, his servants sent away,
A Jew took one of his two mistresses,

A priest the other—at least so they say :

I ask’d the doctors after his disease—

He died of the slow fever call'd the tertian,
And left his widow to her own aversion.

Yet Jose was an honourable man,

That I must say who knew him very well;
Therefore his frailties I 'l no further scan

Indeed there were not many more to tell;

And if his passions now and then outran
Discretion, and were not so peaceable

As Numa’s (who was also named Pompilius),

He had been ill brought up, and was born bilious.
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Whate'er might be his worthlessness or worth,

Poor fellow! he had many things to wound him.

Let ’s own—since it can do no good on earth—

It was a trying moment that which found him
Standing dlone beside his desolate hearth,

Where all his household gods lay shiver'd round him :
No choice was left his feelings or his pride,

Save death or Doctors’ Commons—so he died.

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir

To a chancery suit, and messuages, and lands,
Which, with a long minority and care,’
Promised to turn out well in proper hands :
Inez became sole guardian, which was fair,
And answer’d but to nature’s just demands;
An only son left with an only mother

Is brought up much more wisely than another.

Sagest of women, even of widows, she

Resolved that Juan should be quite a paragon,
And worthy of the noblest pedigree

(His sire was of Castile, his dam from Aragon) :
Then for accomplishments of chivalry,

In case our lord the king should go to war again,
He learn’d the arts of riding, fencing, gunnery,
And how to scale a fortress—or a nunnery.

But that which Donna Inez most desired,

And saw into herself each day before all

The learned tutors whom for him she hired,
Was, that his breeding should be strictly moral;
Much into all his studies she inquired,

And so they were submitied first to her, all,
Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery
To Juan’s eyes, excepting natural history.

The languages, especially the dead,

The sciences, and most of all the abstruse,
The arts, at least all such as could be said

To be the most remote from common use,

In all these he was much and deeply read;
But not a page of any thing that ’s loose,

Or hints continuation of the species, -

Was ever suffer’'d, lest he should grow vicious.
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Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses,
Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle,

But never put on pantaloons or bodices;

His reverend tutors had at times a tussle,
And for their AEneids, Iliads, and Odysseys,
Were forced to make an odd sort! of apology,
For Donna Inez dreaded the Mythology.

Ovid ’s a rake, as half his verses show him,
Anacreon’s morals are a still worse sample,

Catullus scarcely has a decent poem,

I'don’t think Sappho’s Ode a good example,
Although Longinus tells us there is no hymn

Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample :
But Virgil's songs are pure, except that horrid one
Beginning with Formosum Pastor Corydon.’

Lucretius’ irreligion is too strong,

For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food;
I can’t help thinking Juvenal was wrong,
Although no doubt his real intent was good,
For speaking out so plainly in his song,

So much indeed as to be downright rude;
And then what proper person can be partial
To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial?

Juan was taught from out the best edition,
Expurgated by learned men, who place
Judiciously, from out the schoolboy’s vision,
The grosser parts; but, fearful to deface

Too much their modest bard by this omission,
And pitying sore his mutilated case,

They only add them all in an appendix,
Which saves, in fact, the trouble of an index;

For there we have them all ‘at one fell swoop,’
Instead of being scatter'd through the Pages;
They stand forth marshall’d in a handsome troop,
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages,

Tull some less rigid editor shall stoop

To call them back into their separate cages,
Instead of standing staring all together,

Like garden gods—and not so decent either.

The Missal too (it was the family Missal)
Was ornamented in a sort of way
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Which ancient mass-books often are, and this all
Kinds of grotesques illumined; and how they,
Who saw those figures on the margin kiss all,
Could turn their optics to the text and pray,

Is more than I know—But Don Juan’s mother
Kept this herself, and gave her son another.

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured,
And homilies, and lives of all the saints;

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured,

He did not take such studies for restrainis;

But how faith is acquired, and then ensured,
So well not one of the aforesaid paints

As Saint Augustine in his fine Confessions,
Which make the reader envy his transgressions.

This, too, was a seal’d book to little Juan—

I can’t but say that his mamma was right,

If such an education was the true one.

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight;
Her maids were old, and if she took a new one,
You might be sure she was a perfect fright;
She did this during even her husband’s life—
I recommend as much to every wife.

Young Juan wax’'d in goodliness and grace;

At six a charming child, and at eleven

With all the promise of as fine a face

As e’er to man’s maturer growth was given :

He studied steadily, and grew apace, )
And seem’d, at least, in the right road to heaven,
For half his days were pass'd at church, the other
Between his tutors, confessor, and mother.

At six, I said, he was a charming child,

At twelve he was a fine, but quiet boy;

Although in infancy a little wild,

They tamed him down amongst them . to destroy
His natural spirit not in vain they toil'd,

At least it seem’d so; and his mother’s joy

Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady,
Her young philosopher was grown already.

I had my doubts, perhaps I have them still,
But what I say is neither here nor there :

I knew his father well, and have some skill
In character—but it would not be fair
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From sire to son to augur good or ill :
He and his wife were an ill-sorted pair—
But scandal 's my aversion—I protest
Against all evil speaking, even in Jjest.

For my part I say nothing—nothing—but

This I will say—my reasons are my own-

That if I had an only son to put

To school (as God be praised that I have none),
T is not with Donna Inez I would shut

Him up to learn his catechism alone,
No—no—1I d send him out betimes to college,
For there it was I pick'd up my own knowledge.

For there one learns—t is not for me to boast,
Though I acquired—but I pass over that,

As well as all the Greek I since have lost »
Isay that there ’s the place—but ‘Verbum sat.’
I'think I pick’d up too, as well as most,
Knowledge of matters—but no matter what—
I never married—but, I think, I know

That sons should not be educated so.

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age,

Tall, handsome, slender, but well knit : he seem’d
Active, though not so sprightly, as a page;

And everybody but his mother deem’d

Him almost man; but she flew in a rage

And bit her lips (for else she might have scream’d)
If any said so, for to be precocious

Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious.

Amongst her numerous acquaintance, all
Selected for discretion and devotion,
There was the Donng Julia, whom to call
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion

Of many charms in her as natural

As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean,
Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid
(But this last simile is trite and stupid).

The darkness of her Oriental eye

Accorded with her Moorish origin

(Her blood was not all Spanish, by the by;
In Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin);
When proud Granada fell, and, forced to fly,
Boabdil wept, of Donna Julia’s kin



Some went to Africa, some stay'd in Spain,
Her great-great-grandmamma chose to remain.

She married (I forget the pedigree)

With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down

His blood less noble than such blood should be;

At such alliances his sires would frown,

In that point so precise in each degree }

That they bred in and in, as might be shown,
Marrying their cousins—nay, their aunts, and nieces,
Which always spoils the breed, if it increases.

This heathenish cross restored the breed again,
Ruin’d its blood, but much improved its flesh;

For from a root the ugliest in Old Spain

Sprung up a branch as beautiful as fresh;

The sons no more were short, the daughters plain :
But there ’s a rumour which I fain would hush,

T is said that Donna Julia’s grandmamma
Produced her Don more heirs at love than law.

However this might be, the race went on
Improving still through every generation,

Until it centred in an only son,

Who left an only daughter; my narration

May have suggested that this single one

Could be but Julia (whom on this occasion

I shall have much to speak about), and she

Was married, charming, chaste, and twenty-three.

Her eye (I 'm very fond of handsome eyes)

Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire
Until she spoke, then through its soft disguise
Flash'd an expression more of pride than ire,
And love than either; and there would arise

A something in them which was not desire,
But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul

Which struggled through and chasten'd down the whole.

Her glossy hair was cluster’d o’er a brow

Bright with intelligence, and fair, and smooth;
Her eyebrow'’s shape was like th’ aerial bow,

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth,
Mounting at times to a transparent glow,

As if her veins ran lightning; she, in sooth,
Possess'd an air and grace by no means common :
Her stature tall—I hate a dumpy woman.
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Wedded she was some years, and to a man

Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty;
And yet, I think, instead of such a ONE

'T were better to have TWO of five-and-twenty,
Especially in countries near the sun :

And now I think on t, ‘mi vien in mente,’
Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue

Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty.

‘T'is a sad thing, I cannot choose but say,

And all the fault of that indecent sun,

Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay,

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on,

That howsoever people fast and pray,

The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone :

What men call gallantry, and gods adultery,

Is much more common where the climate s sultry.

Happy the nations of the moral North!

Where all is virtue, and the winter season

Sends sin, without a rag on, shivering forth

(‘T was snow that brought St. Anthony to reason);
Where juries cast up what a wife is worth,

By laying whate’er sum in mulct they please on
The lover, who must pay a handsome price,
Because it is a marketable vice.

Alfonso was the name of Julia’s lord,

A man well looking for his years, and who
Was neither much beloved nor yet abhorr'd :
They lived together, as most people do,
Suffering each other’s foibles by accord,

And not exactly either one or two;

Yet he was jealous, though he did not show it,
For jealousy dislikes the world to know it.

Julia was—yet I never could see why—

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend;
Between their tastes there was small sympathy,
For not a line had Julia ever penn'd ;

Some people whisper but no doubt they lie,

For malice still imputes some private end,
That Inez had, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage,
Forgot with him her very prudent carriage;
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And that still keeping up the old connection,
Which time had lately render’d much more chaste,
She took his lady also in affection,

And certainly this course was much the best :

She flatter'd Julia with her sage protection,

And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste;

And if she could not (who can?) silence scandal,
At least she left it a more slender handle.

I can’t tell whether Julia saw the affair
With other people’s eyes, or if her own
Discoveries made, but none could be aware
Of this, at least no symptom e'er was shown;
Perhaps she did not know, or did not care,
Indifferent from the first or callous grown :
I’m really puzzled what to think or say,

She kept her counsel in so close a way.

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child,

Caress’d him often—such a thing might be

Quite innocently done, and harmless styled,
When she had twenty years, and thirteen he;

But I am not so sure I should have smiled

When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-three;

These few short years make wondrous alterations,
Particularly amongst sun-burnt nations.

Whate'er the cause might be, they had become
Changed; for the dame grew distant, the youth shy,
Their looks cast down, their greetings almost dumb,
And much embarrassment in either eye;

There surely will be little doubt with some

That Donna Julic knew the reason why,

But as for Juan, he had no more notion

Than he who never saw the sea of ocean.

Yet Julia’s very coldness still was kind,

And tremulously gentle her small hand
Withdrew itself from his, but left behind

A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland

And slight, so very slight, that to the mind

T was but.a doubt; but ne’er magician’s wand
Wrought change with all Armida’s fairy art
Like what this light touch left on Juan’s heart.

And if she met him, though she smiled no more,
She look’d a sadness sweeter than her smile,
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As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store
She must not own, but cherish’d more the while
For that compression in its burning core;

Even innocence itself has many a wile,

And will not dare to trust itself with truth,
And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. .

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays
Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky
Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays

Its workings through the vainly guarded eye,
And in whatever aspect it arrays

Itself, 't is still the same hypocrisy;

Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate,

Are masks it often wears, and still too late.

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression,
And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft, -

And burning blushes, though for no transgression,
Tremblings when met, and restlessness when left;
All these are little preludes to possession,

Of which young passion cannot be bereft,

And merely tend to show how greatly love is
Embarrass'd at first starting with a novice.

Poor Julia’s heart was in an awkward state;
She felt it going, and resolved to make

The noblest efforts for herself and mate,

For honour’s, pride’s, religion’s, virtue’s sake;
Her resolutions were most truly great,

And almost might have made a Tarquin quake :
She pray'd the Virgin Mary for her grace,

As being the best judge of a lady’s case.

She vow'd she never would see Juan more,
And next day paid a visit to his mother,
And look’d extremely at the opening door,
Which, by the Virgin's grace, let in another;
Grateful she was, and yet a little sore—
Again it opens, it can be no other,

T is surely Juan now—No! I 'm afraid
That night the Virgin was no further pray'd.

She now determined that a virtuous woman
Should rather face and overcome temptation,
That flight was base and dastardly, and no man
Should ever give her heart the least sensation;



That is to say, a thought beyond the common
Preference, that we must feel upon occasion
For people who are pleasanter than others,
But then they only seem so many brothers.

And even if by chance—and who can tell?

The devil ’s so very sly—she should discover
That all within was not so very well,

And, if still free, that such or such a lover
Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell

Such thoughts, and be the better when they ‘re over;

And if the man should ask, t is but denial :
I recommend young ladies to make trial.

And then there are such things as love divine,
Bright and immaculate, unmix'd and pure,
Such as the angels think so very fine,

And matrons who would be no less secure,
Platonic, perfect, just such love as mine,’
Thus Julin said—and thought so, to be sure;
And so I'd have her think, were I the man
On whom her reveries celestial ran.

Such love is innocent, and may exist
Between young persons without any danger.
A hand may first, and then a lip be kist;
For my part, to such doings I 'm a stranger,
But hear these freedoms form the utmost list
Of all o'er which such love may be a ranger :
If people go beyond, 't is quite a crime,

But not my fault—I tell them all in time.

Love, then, but love within its proper limits,
Was Julia’s innocent determination

In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him its
Exertion might be useful on occasion;

And, lighted at too pure a shrine to dim its
Ethereal lustre, with what sweet persuasion
He might be taught, by love and her together—
I really don’t know what, nor Julia either.

Fraught with this fine intention, and well fenced
In mail of proof—her purity of soul— i
She, for the future of her strength convinced.
And that her honour was a rock, or mole,
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed

With any kind of troublesome control;

Loard Byron

Self-Instructional Material 91

o J



Romantic Poetry

92 Self-Instructional Material

But whether Julia to the task was equal
Is that which must be mention’d in the sequel,

Her plan she deem’d both innocent and feasible,

And, surely, with a stripling of sixteen

Not scandal’s fangs could fix on much that ’s seizable,
Or if they did so, satisfied to mean

Nothing but what was good, her breast was peaceable—
A quiet conscience makes one so serene!

Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded

That all the Apostles would have done as they did.

And if in the mean time her husband died,

But Heaven forbid that such a thought should cross
Her brain, though in a dream! (and then she sigh'd)
Never could she survive that common loss;

But just suppose that moment should betide,

I only say suppose it—inter nos.

(This should be entre nous, for Julia thought

In French, but then the rhyme would go for naught.)

I only say suppose this supposition :

Juan being then grown up to man’s estate
Would fully suit a widow of condition,

Even seven years hence it would not be too late;
And in the interim (to pursue this vision)

The mischief, after all, could not be great,

For he would learn the rudiments of love,

I mean the seraph way of those above.

So much for Julia. Now.we Il turn to Juan.

Poor little fellow! he had no idea

Of his own case, and never hit the true one; -

In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medea,

He puzzled over what he found a new one,

But not as yet imagined it could be

Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming,
Which, with a little patience, might grow charming.

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow,

His home deserted for the lonely wood,
Tormented with ¢ wound he could not know,
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude :
I’m fond myself of solitude or so,

But then, I beg it may be understood,

By solitude I mean a sultan’s, not

A hermit’s, with a haram for a grot.



‘Oh Love! in such a wilderness as this,

Where transport and security entwine,

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss,

And here thou art a god indeed divine.’

The bard I quote from does not sing amiss,
With the exception of the second line,

For that same twining transport and security’
Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity.

The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals
To the good sense and senses of mankind,
The very thing which every body feels,

As all have found on trial, or may find,
That no one likes to be disturb’d at meals
Or love—I won’t say more about ‘entwined’
Or transport,” as we knew all that before,
But beg ‘Security’ will bolt the door.

Young Juan wander'd by the glassy brooks,
Thinking unutterable things; he threw

Himself at length within the leafy nooks

Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew;
There poets find materials for their books,

And every now and then we read them through,
So that their plan and prosody are eligible,

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible.

He, Juan (and not Wordsworth), so pursued-
His self-communion with his own high soul,
Until his mighty heart, in its great mood,
Had mitigated part, though not the whole
Of its disease; he did the best he could

With things not very subject to control,

And turn’d, without perceiving his condition,
Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician.

He thought about himself, and the whole earth
Of man the wonderful, and of the stars,

And how the deuce they ever could have birth;
And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars,
How many miles the moon might have in girth,
Of air-balloons, and of the many bars

To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies;—
And then he thought of Donna Julia’s eyes.
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| Longings sublime, and aspirations high,

Which some are born with, but the most part learn
To plague themselves withal, they know not why :

T was strange that one so young should thus concern
His brain about the action of the sky;

If you think t was philosophy that this did,

Ican’t help thinking puberty assisted.

He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers,

And heard a voice in all the winds; and then

He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers,
And how the goddesses came down to men :

He miss'd the pathway, he forgot the hours,

And when he look'd upon kis watch again,

He found how much old Time had been q winner—
He also found that he had lost his dinner.

Sometimes he turn’d to gaze upon his book,
Boscan, or Garcilasso;—by the wind

Even as the page is rustled while we look,

So by the poesy of his own mind

Over the mystic leaf his soul was shook,

As if t were one whereon magicians bind
Their spells, and give them to the passing gale,
According to some good old woman’s tale.

Thus would he while his lonely hours away
Dissatisfied, nor kﬁbwing what he wanted;

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet’s lay,

Could yield his spirit that for which it panted,
A bosom whereon he his head might lay,

And hear the heart beat with the love it granted,
With—several other things, which I forget,

Or which, at least, I need not mention. vet.

Those lonely walks, and lengthening reveries,
Could not escape the gentle Julia’s eyes,

She saw that Juan was not at his ease;

But that which chiefly may, and must surprise,
Is, that the Donna Inez did not tease

Her only son with question or surmise :
Whether it was she did not see, or would not,
Or, like all very clever people, could not.

This may seem strange, but yet 1 is very common,;
For instance—gentlemen, whose ladies take
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Leave to o’erstep the written rights of woman, Loard Byron
And break the—Which commandment is-t they break?
(I have forgot the number, and think no man

Should rashly quote, for fear of a mistake.)

I say, when these same gentlemen are jealous,

They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us.

A real husband always is suspicious,

But still no less suspects in the wrong place,
Jealous of some one who had no such wishes,

Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace,

By harbouring some dear friend extremely vicious;
The last indeed ’s infallibly the case :

And when the spouse and friend are gone off wholly,
He wonders at their vice, and not his folly.

Thus parents also are at times short-sighted;
Though watchful as the lynx, they ne'er discover,
The while the wicked world beholds delighted,
Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Fanny's lover,
Till some confounded escapade has blighted
The plan of twenty years, and all is over;

And then the mother cries, the father swears,
And wonders why the devil he got heirs.

But Inez was so anxious, and so clear

Of sight, that I must think, on this occasion,
She had some other motive much more near
For leaving Juan to this new temptation;
But what that motive was, I sha’n’t say here;
Perhaps to finish Juan’s education,

Perhaps to epen Don Alfonso’s eyes,

In case he thought his wife too great a prize.

It was upon a day, a summer’s day.—

Summer’s indeed a very dangerous season,

And so is spring about the end of May;

The sun, no doubt, is the prevailing reason;

But whatsoe'er the cause is, one may sy,

And stand convicted of more truth than treason,

That there are months which nature grows more merry in,—
March has its hares, and May must have its heroine.

T was on a summer’s day—the sixth of June : —
I like to be particular in dates, |
Not only of the age, and year, but moon; ‘

They are a sort of post-house, where the Fates )
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Change horses, making history change its tune,
Then spur away o'er empires and o'er states,
Leaving at last not much besides chronology,
Excepting the post-obits of theology.

T was on the sixth of June, about the hour

Of half-past six—perhaps still nearer seven—
When Julia sate within as pretty a bower

As e‘er held houri in that heathenish heaven
Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore,
To whom the lyre and laurels have been given,
With all the trophies of tr:iumphant song—

He won them well, and may hq wear them long/

She sate, but not alone; I know ;zot well

How this same interview had taken place,
And even if I knew, I should not tell—
People should hold their tongues in any case;
No matter how or why the thing befell,

But there were she and Juan, face to face—
When two such faces are so, t would be wise,
But very difficult, to shut their eyes.

How beautiful she look’d! her conscious heart

Glow'd in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong.

O Love! how perfect is thy mystic art,

Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the strong,
Houw self-deceitful is the sagest part

Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along—

The precipice she stood on was immense,

So was her creed in her own innocence.

She thought of her own strength, and Juan’s youth,
And of the folly of all prudish fears,

Victorious virtue, and domestic truth,

And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years :

I wish these last had not occurr’d, in sooth,
Because that number rarely much endears,

And through all climes, the snowy and the sunny,
Sounds ill in love, whate'er it may in money.

When people say, Tve told you fifty times,’

They mean to scold, and very often do;

When poets say, Tve written fifty rhymes,’

They make you dread that they Il recite them too;
In gangs of fifty, thieves commit their crimes;

At fifty love for love is rare, * is true,



But then, no doubt, it equally as true is,
A good deal may be bought for fifty Louis.

Julia had honour, virtue, truth, and love,

For Don Alfonso; and she inly swore,

By all the vows belé'w to powers above,

She never would .dngrace the ring she wore,

Nor leave a wish which wisdom might reprove;
And while she ponder'd this, besides much more,
One hand on Juan’s carelessly was thrown,
Quite by mistake—she thought it was her own;

Unconsciously she lean'd upon the other,

Which play’d within the tangles of her hair:

And to contend with thoughts she could not smother
She seem’d by the distraction of her air. .

T was surely very wrong in Juan’s mother

To leave together this imprudent pair,

She who for many years had watch’d her son so—
I’m very certain mine would not have done so.

The hand which still held Juan’s, by degrees
Gently, but palpably confirm'd its grasp,

As if it said, Detain me, if you please;’

Yet there ’s no doubt she only meant to clasp
His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze :

She would have shrunk as from a toad, or asp,
Had she imagined such a thing could rouse

A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse.

I cannot know what Juan thought of this,

But what he did, is much what you would do;

His young lip thank'd it with a grateful kiss,

And then, abash’d at its own joy, withdrew

In deep despair, lest he had done amiss,—

Love is so very timid when 't is new :

She blush’d, and frown’d not, but she strove to speak,
And held her tongue, her voice was grown so weak.

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon :

The devil ’s in the moon for mischief; they

Who call’d her CHASTE, methinké, began too soon
Their nomenclature; there is not a day,

The longest, not the twenty-first of June,

Sees half the business in a wicked way

On which three single hours of moonshine smile—
And then she looks so modest all the while.
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There is a dangerous silence in that hour,

A stillness, which leaves room for the full soul
To open all itself, without the power

Of calling wholly back its self-control;

The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower,
Sheds beauty and deep softness o’er the whole,
Breathes also to the heart, and o’er it throws

A loving languor, which is not repose.

And Julia sate with Juan, half embraced

And half retiring from the glowing arm,

Which trembled Ilike the bosom where  was placed;
Yet still she must have thought there was no harm,
Or else 't were easy to withdraw her waist;

But then the situation had its charm,

And then—God knows what next—I can’t go on;
I'm almost sorry that I e’er begun.

O Plato! Plato! you have paved the way,
With your confounded fantasies, to more
Immoral conduct by the fancied sway

Your system feigns o'er thé controulless core
Of human hearts, than all the long array
Of poets and romancers —You re a bore,
A charlatan, a coxcomb—and have been,
At best, no better than a go-between.

And Julia’s voice was lost, except in sighs,

Until too late for useful conversation;

The tears were gushing from her gentle eyes,

I wish indeed they had not had occasion,

But who, alas! can love, and then be wise?

Not that remorse did not oppose temptation;

A little still she strove, and much repented

And whispering T will ne’er consent'—consented.

T is said that Xerxes offer’d a reward

To those who could invent him a new Dpleasure :
Methinks the requisition ’s rather hard,

And must have cost his majesty a treasure
For my part, I 'm a moderate-minded bard,
Fond of a little love (which I call leisure);

I care not for new pleasures, as the old

Are quite enough for me, so they but hold.



O Pleasure! you are indeed a pleasant thing,
Although one must be damn’d for you, no doubt :
I make a resolution every spring

Of reformation, ere the year run out,

But somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing,

Yet still, I trust it may be kept throughout :

I°’m very sorry, very much ashamed,

And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim’d.

Here my chaste Muse a liberty must take—

Start not! still chaster reader—she Il be nice hence—
Forward, and there is no great cause to quake;

This liberty is a poetic licence,

Which some irregularity may make

In the design, and as I have a high sense -

Of Aristotle and the Rules, 't is fit.

To beg his pardon when I err a bit.

This licence is to hope the reader will

Suppose from June the sixth (the fatal day,
Without whose epoch my poetic skill

For want of facts would all be thrown away),

But keeping Julia and Don Juan still

In sight, that several months have pass'd; we ‘Il say
T was in November, but I ’'m not so sure

About the day—the era ’s more obscure.

We Il talk of that anon.—'T is sweet to hear
At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep
The song and oar of Adria’s gondolier,

By distance mellow’d, o'er the waters sweep;
T is sweet lo see the evening star appear;

T is sweet to listen as the night-winds creep
From leaf to leaf; t is sweet to view on high
The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky.

T is sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark
Bay deep-mouth’d welcome as we draw near home;
"T'is sweet to know there is an eye will mark

Our coming, and look brighter when we come;

T is sweet to be awaken’'d by the lark,

Or lull’'d by falling waters; sweet the hum

Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds,

The lisp of children, and their earliest words.

Sweet is the vintage, when the showering grapes
In Bacchanal profusion reel to earth,
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Purple and gushing : sweet are our escapes
FErom civic revelry to rural mirth;

Sweet to the miser are his glittering heaps,
Sweet to the father is his first-born’s birth,
Sweet is revenge—especially to women,
Pillage to soldiers, prize-money to seamen.

Sweet is a legacy, and passing sweet

The unexpected-death of some old lady

Or gentleman of seventy Yyears complete,

Who ve made ‘us youth’ wait too—too long already
For an estate, or cash, or country seat,

Still breaking, but with stamina so steady

That all the Israelites are fit to mob its

Next owner for their double-damn’d post-obits.

T is sweet to win, no matter how, one’s laurels,

By blood or ink; *t is sweet to put an end

To strife; 't is sometimes sweet to have our quarrels,
Particularly with a tiresome friend :

Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels;

Dear is the helpless creature we defend

Against the world; and dear the schoolboy spot

We ne'er forget, though there we are forgot.

But sweeter still than this, than these, than all,

Is first and passionate love—it stands alone,

Like Adam’s recollection of his fall;

The tree of knowledge has been pluck'd—all ’s known—
And life yields nothing further to recall

Worthy of this ambrosial sin, so shown,

No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven

Fire which Prometheus filch’d for us from heaven.

Man ’s a strange animal, and makes strange use

Of his own nature, and the various arts,

And likes particularly to produce

Some new experiment to show his parts;

This is the age of oddities let loose,

Where different talents find their different marts;

You 'd best begin with truth, and when you ‘ve lost your
Labour, there s a sure market for imposture.

What opposite discoveries we have seen!

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets.)

One makes new noses, one a guillotine,

One breaks your bones, one sets them in their sockets;



But vaccination certainly has been

A kind antithesis to Congreve’s rockets,
With which the Doctor paid off an old pox,
By borrowing a new one from an ox.

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes;
And galvanism has set some corpses grinning,
But has not answer’d like the apparatus

Of the Humane Society’s beginning

By which men are unsuffocated gratis :

What wondrous new machines have late been spinning!

I said the small-pox has gone out of late;
Perhaps it may be follow’d by the great.

T is said the great came from America;

Perhaps it may set out on its return,—

The population there so spreads, they say

"T'is grown high time to thin it in its turn,

With war, or plague, or famine, any way,

So that civilisation they may learn;

And which in ravage the more loathsome evil is—
Their real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis?

This is the patent-age of new inventions

For killing bodies, and for saving souls,

All propagated with the best intentions;

Sir Humphry Davy’s lantern, by which coals
Are safely mined for in the mode he mentions,
Tombuctoo travels, voyages to the Poles,

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true,
Perhaps, as shooting them at Waterloo.

Man’s a phenomenon, one knows not what,

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure;

T is pity though, in this sublime world, that
Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure;
Few mortals know what end they would be af]
But whether glory, power, or love, or lreasure,
The path is through perplexing ways, and when
The goal is gain'd, we die, you know—and then—

What then?—I do not know, no more do you—
And so good night—Return we to our story :
T was in November, when fine days are few,
And the far mountains wax a little hoary,
And clap a white cape on their mantles blue;
And the sea dashes round the promontory,
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And the loud breaker boils against the rock,
And sober suns must set at five o'clock.

T was, as the watchmen say, a cloudy night;

No moon, no stars, the wind was low or loud

By gusts, and many a sparkling hearth was bright
With the piled wood, round which the family crowd;
There s something cheerful in that sort of light,
Even as a summer sky s without a cloud :

I'm fond of fire, and crickets, and all that,

A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat.

T was midnight—Donna Julia was in bed,

Sleeping, most probably,—when at her door

Arose a clatter might awake the dead,

If they had never been awoke before,

And that they have been so we all have read, --

And are to be so, at the least, once more.--

The door was fasten'd, but with voice and fist

First knocks were heard, then "Madam—Madam—hist!

For God’s sake, Madam—Madam—here s my master,
With more than half the city at his back-

Was ever heard of such a curst disaster!

"T'is not my fault—I kept good watch—Alack!

Do pray undo the bolt a little faster—

They re on the stair just now, and in a crack

Will all be here; perhaps he yet may fly—

Surely the window ‘s not so very highl’

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived,

With torches, friends, and servants in great number;
The major part of them had long been wived,

And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber

Of any wicked woman, who contrived

By stealth her husband’s temples to encumber :
Examples of this kind are so contagious,

Were one not punish’d, all would be outrageous.

I can'’t tell how, or why, or what suspicion

Could enter into Don Alfonso’s head;

But for a cavalier of his condition

It surely was exceedingly ill-bred,

Without a word of previous admonition,

To hold a levee round his lady’s bed,

And summon lackeys, arm’d with fire and sword,
To prove himself the thing he most abhorr'd.
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Poor Donna Julia, starting as from sleep
(Mind—that I do not say—she had not slept),

Began at once to scream, and yawn, and weep;

Her maid Antonia, who was an adept,

Contrived to fling the bed-clothes in a heap,

As if she had just now from out them crept :

I can’t tell why she should take all this trouble

To prove her mistress had been sleeping double. - )

But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid,
Appear’d like two poor harmless women, who _
Of goblins, but still more of men afraid,

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by two,
And therefore side by side were gently laid,
Until the hours of absence should run through,
And truant husband should return, and say,
‘My dear, I was the first who came away.’

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried,

‘In heaven’s name, Don Alfonso, what d’ ye mean?
Has madness seized you? would that I had died
Ere such a monster’s victim I had been/! '
What may this midnight violence betide,

A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen?

Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill?
Search, then, the room!—Alfonso said, T will.’

He search’d, they search’d, and rummaged everywhere,
Closet and clothes’ press, chest and window-seat,

And found much linen, lace, and several pair '

Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete,

With other articles of ladies fair,

To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat :

Arras they prick’d and curtains with their swords,
And wounded several shutters, and some boards.

Under the bed they search’d, and there they found—
No matter what—it was not that they sought; -
They open’d windows, gazing if the ground

Had signs or footmarks, but the earth said nought,
And then they stared each other’s faces round : - ' : |
T is odd, not one of all these seekers thought,
And seems to me almost a sort of blunder,

Of looking in the bed as well as under. |
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During this inquisition, Julia’s tongue
Was not asleep—Yes, search and search,’ she cried,
Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong!
It was for this that I became a bride!

For this in silence I have suffer'd long

A husband like Alfonso at my side;

But now I'°ll bear no more, nor here remain,
If there be law or lawyers in all Spain.

"Yes, Don Alfonso! husband now no more,

If ever you indeed deserved the name,

Is ‘t worthy of your years?—you have threescore—
Fifty, or sixty, it is all the same—

Is t wise or fitting, causeless to explore

For facts against a virtuous woman’s fame?
Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso,
How dare you think your lady would go on so?

Is it for this I have disdain’d to hold

The common privileges of my sex?

That I have chosen a confessor so old

And deaf, that any other it would vex,

And never once he has had cause to scold,
But found my very innocence perplex

So much, he always doubted I was married—
How sorry you will be when I ‘ve miscarried!

"Was it for this that no Cortejo e’er

I yet have chosen from out the youth of Seville?
Is it for this I scarce went anywhere,

Except to bull-fights, mass, play, rout, and revel?
Is it for this, whate’er my suitors were,

I favor'd none—nay, was almost uncivil?

Is it for this that General Count O'Reilly,

Who took Algiers, declares I used him vilely?

‘Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani

Sing at my heart six months at least in vain?
Did not his countryman, Count Corniani,

Call me the only virtuous wife in Spain?

Were there not also Russians, English, many?
The Count Strongstroganoff I put in pain,

And Lord Mount Coffechouse, the Irish peer,
Who Eill'd himself for love (with wine) last year.

‘Have I not had two bishops at my feet,
The Duke of Ichar, and Don Fernan Nunez?



And is it thus a faithful wife you treat?

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is :

I praise your vast forbearance not to beat

Me also, since the time so opportune is—

0, valiant man! with sword drawn and cock’d trigger,
Now, tell me, don’t you cut a pretty figure?

'Was it for this you took your sudden journey.
Under pretence of business indispensable

With that sublime of rascals your attorney,

Whom I see standing there, and looking sensible
Of having play’d the fool? though both I spurn, he
Deseruves the worst, his conduct s less defensible,
Because, no doubt, ’t was for his dirty fee,

And not from any love to you nor me.

If he comes here to take a deposition,

By all means let the gentleman proceed;

You ‘ve made the apartment in a fit condition :

There ’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you need—
Let every thing be noted with precision,

I would not you for nothing should be fee'd—

But, as my maid ’s undrest, pray turn your spies out.’
‘Oh!’ sobb’d Antonia, I could tear their eyes out.’

"There is the closel, there the toilet, there

The antechamber—search them under, over;

There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair,

The chimney—which would really hold a lover.

I wish to sleep, and beg you will take care

And make no further noise, till you discover

The secret cavern of this lurking treasure—

And when't is found, let me, too, have that pleasure.

*And now, Hidalgo! now that you have thrown
Doubt upon me, confusion over all,

Pray have the courtesy to make it known

Who is the man you search for? how d’ye cal
Him? what s his lineage? let him but be shown—
I hope he ’s young and handsome-is he tall?

Tell me—and be assured, that since you stain
My honour thus, it shall not be in vain.

‘At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years,

At that age he would be too old for slaughter,
Or for so young a husband’s jealous fears
(Antonia! let me have a glass of water).
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I'am ashamed of having shed these tears,
They are unworthy of my father’s daughter;
My mother dream’d not in my natal hour
That I should fall into a monster’s power.

‘Perhaps 't is of Antonia you are jealous,

You saw that she was sleeping by my side

When you broke in upon us with your fellows :
Look where you please—we ‘ve nothing, sir, to hide;
Only another time, I trust, you Il tell us,

Or for the sake of decency abide

A moment at the door, that we may be

Drest to receive so much good company.

‘And now, sir, I have done, and say no more;
The little I have said may serve to show

The guileless heart in silence may grieve o'er
The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow :

I leave you to your conscience as before,

T will one day ask you why you used me so?
God grant you feel not then the bitterest grief!-
Antonia! where 's my pocket-handkerchief?’

She ceased, and turn’d upon her pillow; pale

She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears,
Like skies that rain and lighten; as a veil,

Waved and o’ershading her wan cheek, appears
Her streaming hair; the black curls strive, but fail,
To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears

Its snow through all;—her soft lips lie apart,

And louder than her breathing beats her heart.

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused;
Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room,
And, turning up her nose, with looks abused
Her master and his myrmidons, of whom

Not one, except the attorney, was amused;

He, like Achates, faithful to the tomb,

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause,
Knowing they must be settled by the laws.

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood,
Following Antonia’s motions here and there,
With much suspicion in his attitude;

For reputations he had little care;

So that a suit or action were made good,

Small pity had he for the young and fair,
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And ne’er believed in negatives, till these Loard Byron
Were proved by competent false witnesses.

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks,
And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure;
When, after searching in five hundred nooks,
And treating a young wife with so much rigour,
He gain’d no point, except some self-rebukes,
Added to those his lady with such vigour

Had pour’d upon him for the last half-hour,
Quick, thick, and heavy—as a thunder-shower.

At first he tried to hammer an excuse,

To which the sole reply was tears and sobs,
And indications of hysterics, whose

Prologue is always certain throes, and throbs,
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose :
Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job’s;
He saw too, in perspective, her relations,

And then he tried to muster all his patience.

He stood in act to speak, or rather stammer,

But sage Antonia cut him short before

The anuvil of his speech received the hammer,
With ‘Pray, sir, leave the room, and say no more,
Or madam dies."—Alfonso mutter'd, 'D—n her,”
But nothing else, the time of words was o'er;

He cast a rueful look or two, and did,

He knew not wherefore, that which he was bid.

With him retired his posse comitatus,’-

The attorney last, who linger'd near the door
Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late as
Antonia let him—not a little sore

At this most strange and unexplain’'d ‘hiatus’
In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now wore
An awkward look, as he revolved the case,
The door was fasten'd in his legal face.

No sconer was it bolted, than—Oh shame!

O sin! Oh sorrow! and oh womankind!

How can you do such things and keep your fame,
Unless this world, and t’ other too, be blind?
Nothing so dear as an unfilch’d good name!

But to proceed—for there is more behind :

With much heartfelt reluctance be it said,

Young Juan slipp’d half-smother'd, from the bed.
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He had been hid—I don’t pretend to say
How, nor can I indeed describe the where—
Young, slender, and pack’d easily, he lay,
No doubt, in little compass, round or square;
But pity him I neither must nor may

His suffocation by that pretty pair;

T were better, sure, to die so, than be shut
With maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt.

And, secondly, I pity not, because

He had no business to commit a sin,

Forbid by heavenly, fined by human laws,
At least 't was rather early to begin;

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws
So much as when we call our old debts in

At sixty years, and draw the accompts of evil,
And find a deuced balance with the devil.

Of his position I can give no notion :

T is written in the Hebrew Chronicle,

How the physicians, leaving pill and potion,
Prescribed, by way of blister, a young belle,

When old King David’s blood grew dull in motion,
And that the medicine answer’d very well;
Perhaps 't was in a different way applied,

For David lived, but Juan nearly died.

What s to be done? Alfonso will be back

The moment he has sent his fools away.
Antonia’s skill was put upon the rack,

But no device could be brought into play—
And how to parry the renew’d attack?
Bestdes, it wanted but few hours of day :
Antonia puzzled; Julia did not speak,

But press’d her bloodless lip to Juan’s cheek.

He turn’d his lip to hers, and with his hand
Call'd back the tangles of her wandering hair;
Even then their love they could not all command,
And half forgot their danger and despair : -
Antonia’s patience now was at a stand—

‘Come, come, t is no time now for fooling there,’
She whisper'd, in great wrath—'T must deposit

' This pretty gentleman within the closet :

Pray, keep your nonsense for some luckier night—




Who can have put my master in this mood?
What will become on ‘i—I 'm in such a fright,
The devil ’s in the urchin, and no good—

Is this a time for gigeling? this a plight?

Why, don’t you know that it may end in blood?
You 'l lose your life, and I shall lose my place,
My mistress all, for that half-girlish face.

‘Had it but been for a stout cavalier

Of twenty-five or thirty (come, make haste)—
But for a child, what piece of work is here!

I really, madam, wonder at your laste

(Come, sir, get in)—my master must be near:
There, for the present, at the least, he’s fast,

And if we can but till the morning keep

Our counsel—(Juan, mind, you must not sleep).’

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone,

Closed the oration of the trusty maid :

She loiter’d, and he told her to be gone,

An order somewhat sullenly obey'd;

However, present remedy was none,

And no great good seem’d answer'd if she stay'd :
Regarding both with slow and sidelong view,
She snuff'd the candle, curtsied, and withdrew.

Alfonso paused a minute—then begun

Some strange excuses for his late proceeding;.
He would not justify what he had done,

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding;
But there were ample reasons for it, none

Of which he specified in this his pleading :
His speech was a fine sample, on the whole,
Of rhetoric, which the learn’d call rigmarole.’

Julia said nought; though all the while there rose
A ready answer, which at once enables

A matron, who her husband’s foible knows,

By a few timely words to turn the tables,

Which, if it does not silence, still must pose,—
Even if it should comprise a pack of fables;

"' is to retort with firmness, and when he

Suspects with one, do you reproach with three.

Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds,—
Alfonso’s loves with Inez were well known,
But whether 't was that one’s own guilt confounds—
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But that can’t be, as has been often shown,

A lady with apologies abounds;—

It might be that her silence sprang alone

From delicacy to Don Juan’s ear,

To whom she knew his mother’s fame was dear.

There might be one more motive, which makes two,
Alfonso neer to Juan had alluded,—

Mention'd his jealousy but never who

Had been the happy lover, he concluded,

Conceal’d amongst his bremises, t is true,

His mind the more o'er this its mystery brooded;
To speak of Inez now were, one may say,

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way.

A hint, in tender cases, is enough;

Silence is best, besides there is a tact

(That modern phrase appears to me sad stuff,

But it will serve to keep my verse compact)—

Which keeps, when push’d by questions rather rough,
A lady always distant from the fact :

The charming creatures lie with such a grace,

There ’s nothing so becoming to the face.

They blush, and we believe them, at least T

Have always done so; 't is of no great use,

In any case, atlempting a reply,

For then their eloguence grows quite profuse;

And when at length they re out of breath, they sigh,
And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose

A tear or two, and then we make it up, -

And then—and then—and then—sit down and sup.

Alfonso closed his speech, and begg'd her pardon,
Which Julia half withheld, and then half granted,
And laid conditions he thought very hard on,
Denying several little things he wanted :

He stood like Adam lingering near his garden,
With useless penitence perplex’d and haunted,
Beseeching she no further would refuse,

When, lo! he stumbled o’er a pair of shoes.

A pair of shoes!—what then? not much, if they
Are such as fit with ladies’ feet, but these

(No one can tell how much I grieve to say)
Were masculine; to see them, and to seize,
Was but a moment’s act.—Ah! well-a-day!




My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze—
Alfonso first examined well their fashion,
And then flew out into another passion.

He left the room for his relinquish'd sword,
And Julia instant to the closet flew.

‘Fly, Juan, fly! for heaven’s sake—not a word—
The door is open—you may yet slip through
The passage you so often have explored—

Here is the garden-key—Fly—fly—Adieu! -
Haste-haste! I hear Alfonso’s hurrying feet—
Day has not broke-there ’s no one in the street :

None can say that this was not good advice,
The only mischief was, it came too late;

Of all experience t is the usual price,

A sort of income-tax laid on by fate :

Juan had-reach’d the room-door in o trice,
And might have done so by the garden-gate,
But met Alfonso in his dressing-gown,

Who threaten’d death—so Juan knock’d him dowﬁ.

Dire was the scuﬁ‘le, and out went the light;
Antonia cried out ‘Rape!’ and Julia Fire!l’

But not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight.

Alfonso, pommell'd to his heart’s desire,

Swore lustily he'd be revenged this night;

And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave higher;

His blood was up : though young, he was a Tartar,
And not at all disposed to prove a martyr.

Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw it,
And they continued battling hand to hand,

For Juan very luckily ne‘er saw it;

His temper not being under great command,

If at that moment he had chanced to claw it,
Alfonso’s days had not been in the land

Much longer—Think of husbands’, lovers’ lives!
And how ye may be doubly widows—wives!

Alfonso grappled to detain the foe,

And Juan throitled him to get away,

And blood (t was from the nose) began to flow;
At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay,
Juan contrived to give an awkward blow,

And then his only garment quile gave way;

He fled, like Joseph, leaving it; but there,

- Loard Byron
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I doubt, all likeness ends between the pair.

Lights came at length, and men, and maids, who found
An awkward spectacle their eyes before;

Antonia in hysterics, Julia swoon’d,

Alfonso leaning, breathless, by the door;

Some half-torn drapery scatter’d on the ground,

Some blood, and several footsteps, but no more :

Juan the gate gain’d, turn’d the key about,

And liking not the inside, lock’d the out.

Here ends this canto.—Need T sing, or say,

How Juan naked, favour'd by the night,

Who favours what she should not, found his way,
And reach’'d his home in an unseemly plight?

The pleasant scandal which arose next day,

The nine days’ wonder which was brought to light,
And how Alfonso sued for a divorce,

Were in the English newspapers, of course.

If you would like to see the whole proceedings,
The depositions, and the cause at full,

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings

Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul,

There 's more than one edition, and the readings
Are various, but they none of them are dull;

The best is that in short-hand ta'en by Gurney,
Who to Madrid on purpose made a Jjourney.

But Donna Inez, to divert the train

Of one of the most circulating scandals

That had for centuries been known in Spain,
At least since the retirement of the Vandals,
First vow’d (and never had she vow'd in vain)
To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles;
And then, by the advice of some old ladies,
She sent her son to be shipp’d off from Cadiz.

She had resolved that he should travel through
All European climes, by land or sea,

To mend his former morals, and get new,
Especially in France and Italy

(At least this is the thing most people do).

Julia was sent into a convent : she

Grieved, but, perhaps, her feelings may be better
Shown in the following copy of her Letter - —



"They tell me t is decided; you depart :

" is wise—t is well, but not the less a pain;

I have no further claim on your young heart,
Mine is the victim, and would be again;

To love too much has been the only art

I used;—I write in haste, and if a stain

Be on this sheet, t is not what it appears;

My eyeballs burn and throb, but have no tears.

T loved, I love you, for this love have lost _
State, station, heaven, maonkind’s, my own esteem,
And yet can not regret what it hath cost,

So dear is still the memory of that dream;

Yet, if I name my guilt, 't is not to boast,

None can deem harshlier of me than I deem :

I trace this scraw! because I cannot rest—

I ‘ve nothing to reproach, or to request.

*Man’s love is of man'’s life a thing apart,
T is woman’s whole existence; man may range

The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart;

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange
Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart,

And few there are whom these cannot estrange;
Men have all these resources, we but one,

To love again, and be again undone.

"You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride,
Beloved and loving many; all is o'er

For me on earth, except some years to hide

My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’s core;
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside

The passion which still rages as before—

And so farewell—forgive me, love me—No,
That word is idle now—but let it go.

‘My breast has been all weakness, is 0 yet;
But still I think I can collect my mind;

My blood still rushes where my spirit s set,
As roll the waves before the settled wind;
My heart is feminine, nor can forget—

To all, except one image, madly blind;

So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole,
As vibrates my fond heart to my fix'd soul.

’T have no more to say, but linger still,
And dare not set my seal upon this sheet,
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And yet I may as well the task fulfil,

My misery can scarce be more complete :

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill;

Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet,
And I must even survive this last adieu,

And bear with life, to love and pray for you!

This note was written upon gilt-edged paper

With a neat litile crow-quill, slight and new :

Her small white hand could hardly reach the taper,
It trembled as magnetic needles do,

And yet she did not let one tear escape her;

The seal a sun-flower; ‘Elle vous suit partout,’

The motto cut upon a white cornelian;

The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion.

This was Don Juan’s earliest scrape; but whether

I shall proceed with his adventures is

Dependent on the public altogether;

We Il see, however, what they say to this :

Their favour in an author’s cap ’s a feather,

And no great mischief ‘s done by their caprice;

And if their approbation we experience,

Perhaps they ‘Il have some more about a year hence.

My poem ’s epic, and is meant to be

Divided in twelve books; each book containing,
With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea,

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning,
New characters; the episodes are three :

A panoramic view of hell ’s in training,

After the style of Virgil and of Homer,

So that my name of Epic ‘s no misnomer.

All these things will be specified in time,

With strict regard to Aristotle’s rules,

The Vade Mecum of the true sublime,

Which makes so many poets, and some fools :
Prose poets like blank-verse, I 'm fond of rhyme,
Good workmen never quarrel with their tools;
I 've got new mythological machinery,

And very handsome supernatural scenery.

There 's only one slight difference between
Me and my epic brethren gone before,
And here the advantage is my own, I ween
(Not that I have not several merits more,



But this will more peculiarly be seen);
They so embellish, that t is quite a bore
Their labyrinth of fables to thread through,
Whereas this story ‘s actually true.

If any person doubt it, I appeal

To history, tradition, and to facts,

To newspapers, whose truth all know and feel,
To plays in five, and operas in three acts;

All these confirm my statement a good deal,
But that which more completely faith exacts
Is that myself, and several now in Seville,
Saw Juan’s last elopement with the devil.

If ever I should condescend to prose,

I’ll write poetical commandments, which
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those
That went before; in these I shall enrich

My text with many things that no one knows,
And carry precept to the highest pitch :

I 71 call the work "Longinus o'er a Bottle,

Or, Every Poet his own Aristotle.’

Thou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope;

Thou shalt niot set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey;
Because the first is crazed beyond all hope,

The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthy :
With Crabbe it may be difficult to cope,

And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewhat drouthy :
Thou shalt not steal from Samuel Rogers, nor
Commit—flirtation with the muse of Moore.

Thou shalt not covet Mr. Sotheby’s Muse,

His Pegasus, nor anything that ’s his;

Thou shalt not bear false witness like ‘the Blues’
(There ’s one, at least, is very fond of this);

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose :
This is true criticism, and you may kiss—
Exactly as you please, or not,—the rod;

If any person should presume to assert

This story is not moral, first, I pray,

That they will not cry out before they re hurt,
Then that they Il read it o'er again, and say
(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert)

That this is not a moral tale, though gay;
Besides, in Canto Twelfth, I mean to show
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If, after all, there should be some so blind

To their own good this warning to despise,
Led by some tortuosity of mind,

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes,
And cry that they ‘the moral cannot find,’
Itell him, if a clergyman, he lies;

Should captains the remark, or critics, make,
They also lie too—under a mistake.

The public approbation I expect,

And beg they 'l take my word about the moral,
Which I with their amusement will connect

(So children cutting teeth receive a coral);
Meantime, they ‘Il doubtless please to recollect

My epical pretensions to the laurel :

For fear some prudish readers should grow skittish,
I 've bribed my grandmother’s review—the British.

Isent it in a letter to the Editor,

Who thank’d me duly by return of post—

I'’'m for a handsome article his creditor;

Yet, if my gentle Muse he please to roast,

And break a promise after having made it her,
Denying the receipt of what it cost,

And smear his page with gall instead of honey,
All I can say is—that he had the money.

Ithink that with this holy new alliance

I may ensure the public, and defy

All other magazines of art or science,

Daily, or monthly, or three monthly; I

Have not essay’d to multiply their clients,
Because they tell me 't were in vain to try,

And that the Edinburgh Review and Quarterly
Treat a dissenting author very martyrly.

‘Non ego hoc ferrem calida juventa

Consulg Planco,” Horace said, and so

Say I By which quotation there is meant a

Hint that some six or seven good years ago

(Long ere I dreamt of dating from the Brenta)

T was most ready to return a blow,

And would not brook at all this sort of thing

In my hot youth—when George the Third was King.
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But now at thirty years my hair is grey

(I wonder what it will be like at forty?

I thought of a peruke the other day)—

My heart is not much greener; and, in short, 1

Have squander’d my whole summer while t was May,
And feel no more the spirit to retort; I

Have spent my life, both interest and principal,

And deem not, what I deem’d, my soul invincible.

No more—no more—QOh! never more on me
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew,
Which out of all the lovely things we see
Extracts emotions beautiful and new,

- Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ the bee :
Think’st thou the honey with those objects grew?
Alas! t was not in them, but in thy power
To double even the sweetness of a flower.

No more—no more—Oh! never more, my heart,
Canst thou be my sole world, my universe!

Once all in all, but now a thing apart,

Thou canst not be my blessing or my curse :

The illusion ’s gone for ever, and thou art

Insensible, I trust, but none the worse,

And in thy stead I 've got a deal of judgment,
Though heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment.

My days of love are over; me no more

The charms of maid, wife, and still less of widow,
Can make the fool of which they made before,—
In short, I must not lead the life I did do;

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o'er,

The copious use of claret is forbid too,

So for a good old-gentlemanly vice,

I think I must take up with avarice.

Ambition was my idol, which was broken

Before the shrines of Sorrow, and of Pleasure;

And the two last have left me many a token

O'er which reflection may be made at leisure :

Nouw, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head, I 've spoken,
‘Time is, Time was, Time ’s past :—a chymic treasure
Is glittering youth, which I have spent betimes—

My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes.

What is the end of Fame? 't is but to fill
A certain portion of uncertain paper :

Loard Byron

Self-Instructional Material 117




Romantic Poetry Some liken it to climbing up a hill,

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour;

For this men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill,
And bards burn what they call their ‘midnight taper,’
To have, when the original is dust,

A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust,

What are the hopes of man? Old Egypt's King
Cheops erected the first pyramid

And largest, thinking it was just the thing

To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid;
But somebody or other rummaging,
Burglariously broke his coffin’s lid :

Let not a monument give you or me hopes,
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops.

But I being fond of true philosophy,

Say very often to myself, *Alas!

All things that have been born were born to die,
And flesh (which Death mows down to hay) is grass;
You 've pass’d your youth not so unpleasantly,

And if you had it o'er again— would pass—

So thank your stars that matters are no worse,

And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse.’

But for the present, gentle reader! and

Still gentler purchaser! the bard—that s I—
Must, with permission, shake you by the hand,
And so Your humble servant, and good-bye!’

We meet again, if we should understand

Each other; and if not, I shall not try

Your patience further than by this short sample—
T were well if others follow’d my example.

‘Go, little book, from this my solitude/

I cast thee on the waters—go thy ways!

And if, as I believe, thy vein be good,

The world will find thee ofter many days.’ .
When Southey’s read, and Wordsworth understood,
I can’t help putting in my claim to praise—

The four first rhymes are Southey’s every line :

For God’s sake, reader! take them not for mine.

Cantos Il

O ye! who teach the ingenuous youth of nations,
Holland, France, England, Germany, or Spain,
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I pray ye flog them upon all occasions, - Loard Byron
It mends their morals, never mind the pain :
The best of mothers and of educations

In Juan’s case were but employ’d in vain,
Since, in a way that s rather of the oddest, he
Became divested of his native modesty.

Had he but been placed at a public school,

In the third form, or even in the fourth, -

His daily task had kept his fancy cool,

At least, had he been -nurture’d in the north; -
Spain may prove an exception to the rule,

But then exceptions always prove its worth—
A lad of sixteen causing a divorce

Puzzled his tutors very much, of course,

I can’t say that it puzzles me at all,

If all things be consider’d ! first, there was
His lady mother, mathematical,

A—never mind;—his tutor, an old ass;

A pretty woman—(that s quite natural,

Or else the thing had hardly come to pass)

A husband rather old, not much in unity

With his young wife—a time, and opportunity.

Well—well, the world must turn upon its axis,
And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails,
And live and die, make love and pay our laxes,
And as the veering wind shifts, shift our sails;
The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us,
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales,

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame,
Fighting, devotion, dust,—perhaps a name.

I said that Juan had been sent to Cadiz—

A pretty town, I recollect it well—

“T' is there the mart of the colonial trade is v
(Or was, before Peru learn’d to rebel),

And such sweet girls—I mean, such graceful ladies,
Their very walk would make your bosom swell;

I can’t deseribe it, though so much it strike,

Nor liken it—I never saw the like : —'

An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb

New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle,

No—none of these will do;—and. then their garb!
Their veil and petticoat—Alas! to dwell
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Upon such things would very near absorb
A canto—then their feet and ankles,—uwell,

" Thank Heaven I 've got no metaphor quite ready

(And so, my sober Muse—come, let s be steady—

Chaste Muse!—well, if you must, you must)—the veil
Thrown back a moment with the glancing hand,
While the o'er powering eye, that turns you pale,
Flashes into the heart : —All sunny land

Of love! when I forget you, may I fail

To—say my prayers—but never was there plann’d

A dress through which the eyes give such a volley,
Excepting the Venetian Fazzioli.

But to our tale : the Donna Inez sent

Her son to Cadiz only to embark;

To stay there had not answer’d her intent,

But why?—we leave the reader in the dark—

T was for a voyage that the young man was meant,
As if a Spanish ship were Noah’s ark,

To wean him from the wickedness of earth,

And send him like a dove of promise forth.

Don Juan bade his valet pack his things
According to direction, then received

A lecture and some money : for four springs

He was to travel; and though Inez grieved

(As every kind of parting has its stings),

She hoped he would improve—perhaps believed :
A letter, too, she gave (he never read it)

Of good advice—and two or three of credit.

In the mean time, to pass her hours away,
Brave Inez now set up a Sunday school

For naughty children, who would rather play
(Like truant rogues) the devil, or the fool;
Infants of three years old were taught that day,
Dunces were whipt, or set upon a stool :

The great success of Juan’s education,

Spurr'd her to teach another generation.

Juan embark’'d—the ship got under way,

The wind was fair, the water passing rough :

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay,

As I, who 've cross’d it oft, know well enough;
And, standing upon deck, the dashing spray
Flies in one’s face, and makes it weather-tough. :



And there he stood to take, and take again,
His first—perhaps his last—farewell of Spain.

I can’t but say it is an awkward sight

To see one’s native land receding through
The growing waters; it unmans one quite,
Especially when life is rather new :

I recollect Great Britain’s coast looks white,
But almost every other country s blue,

When gazing on them, mystified by distance,
We enter on our nautical existence.

So Juan stood, bewilder'd on the deck :

The wind sung, cordage strain’d, and sailors swore,

And the ship creak’d, the town became a speck,
From which away so fair and fast they bore.
The best of remedies is a beef-steak

Against sea-sickness : try it, sir, before

You sneer, and I assure you this is true,

For I have found it answer—so may you.

Don Juan stood, and, gazing from the stern,
Beheld his native Spain receding far :

First partings form a lesson hard to learn,
_Even nations feel this when they go to war;
There is a sort of unexprest concern,

A Eind of shock that sets one’s heart ajar :
At leaving even the most unpleasant people
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple.

But Juan had got many things to leave,

His mother, and a mistress, and no wife,

So that he had much better cause to grieve
Than many persons more advanced in life;
And if we now and then a sigh must heave

At quitting even those we quit in strife,

No doubt we weep for those the heart endears—
That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears.

So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jews

By Babel’s waters, still remembering Sion :
I'd weep,—but mine is not a weeping Muse,
And such light griefs are not a thing to die on;
Young men should travel, if but to amuse

Themselves; and the next time their servants tie on

Behind their carriages their new portmanteau,
Perhaps it may be lined with this my canto.
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And Juan wept, and much he sigh’d and thoughit,
While his salt tears dropp’d into the salt sea,
‘Sweets to the sweet’ (T like so much to quote;

You must excuse this extract, % is where she,

The Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought
Flowers to the grave); and, sobbing often, he
Reflected on his present situation,

And seriously resolved on reformation.

Farewell, my Spain! a long farewell! he cried,

"Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, |
But die, as many an exiled heart hath died, |
Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : |
Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s waters glide!

Farewell, my mother! and, since all is o'er,

Farewell, too, dearest Julia!—(Here he drew

Her letter out again, and read it through.)

‘And, oh! if e'er I should forget, I swear—

But that ‘s impossible, and cannot be—

Sooner shall this blue ocean melt to air,

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea,

Than I resign thine image, oh, my fair!

Or think of any thing excepting thee;

A mind diseased no remedy can physic

(Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew sea-sick).

‘Sooner shall heaven kiss earth (here he fell sicker),
O’ Julia! what is every other wo?

(For God’s sake let me have a glass of liguor;
Pedro, Battista, help me down below,)

Julia, my love! (you rascal, Pedro, quicker)—

O’ Julia! (this curst vessel pitches so)}—

Beloved Julia, hear me still beseeching!’

(Here he grew inarticulate with retqhing. )

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart,

Or rather stomach, which, alas! attends,

Beyond the best apothecary’s art,

The loss of love, the treachery of friends,

Or death of those we dote on, when a part

Of us dies with them as each fond hope ends :

No doubt he would have been much more pathetic,
But the sea acted as a strong emetic. I

Love s a capricious power : I ‘'ve known it hold



Out through a fever caused by its own heat,
But be much puzzled by a cough and cold,
And find a quincy very hard to treat;
Against all noble maladies he s bold,

But vulgar illnesses don't like to meet,

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh,
Nor inflammations redden his blind eye.

But worst of all is nausea, or a pain
About the lower region of the bowels;
Love, who heroically breathes a vein,
Shrinks from the application of hot towels,
And purgatives are dangerous to his reign,

Sea-sickness death : his love was perfect, how else

Could Juan’s passion, while the billows roar,
Resist his stomach, ne'er at sea before?

The ship, call’d the most holy ‘Trinidada,’
Was steering duly for the port Leghorn;
For there the Spanish family Moncada
Were settled long ere Juan’s sire was born :
They were relations, and for them he had a
Letter of introduction, which the morn

Of his departure had-been sent him by

His Spanish friends for those in Italy.

His suite consisted of three servants and

A tutor, the licentiale Pedrillo,

Who several languages did understand,

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow,
And rocking in his hammock, long'd for land,
His headache being increased by every billow;

And the waves oozing through the port-hole made

His berth a little damp, and him afraid.

T was not without some reason, for the wind
Increased at night, until it blew a gale;
And though t was not much to ¢ naval mind,

Some landsmen would have look’d a little pale,

For sailors are, in fact, a different kind :

At sunset they began to take in sail,

For the sky show'd it would come on to blow,
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or 3o.

At one o’clock the wind with h:sudd;zn shift
Threw the ship right into the trough of the sea,

Which struck her aft, and made an awkward rift,
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Started the stern-post, also shatter’d the

Wheole of her stern-frame, and, ere she could lift
Herself from out her present jeopardy,

The rudder tore away : t was time to sound

The pumps, and there were four feet water found.

One gang of people instantly was put

Upon the pumps and the remainder set

To get up part of the cargo, and what not;

But they could not come at the leak as yet;

At last they did get at it really, but

Still their salvation was an even bet :

The water rush’d through in a way quite puzzling,
While they thrust sheets, shirts, jackets, bales of muslin,

Into the openinéf; but all such ingredients

Would have béen vain, and they must have gone down,
Despite of al/l,their efforts and expedients,

But for the pumps : I 'm glad to make them known

To all the brother tars who may have need hence,

For fifty tons of water were upthrown

By them per hour, and they had all been undone,

But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London.

As day advanced the weather seem’d to abate,

And then the leak they reckon’d to reduce,

And keep the ship afloat, though three feet yet

Kept two hand and one chain-pump still in use.
The wind blew fresh again : as it grew late

A squall came on, and while some guns broke loose,
A gust—which all descriptive power transcends—
Laid with one blast the ship on her beam ends.

There she lay motionless, and seem’d upset;

The water left the hold, and wash’d the decks,

And made a scene men do not soon forget,

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks,

Or any other thing that brings regret,

Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heads, or necks :
Thus drownings are much talk’d of by the divers,
And swimmers, who may chance to be survivors.

Immediately the masts were cut away,

Both main and mizen, first the mizen went,

The main-mast follow'd : but the ship still lay
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent.
Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they




Eased her at last (although we never meant
To part with all till every hope was blighted),
And then with violence the old ship righted.

It may be easily supposed, while this

Was going on, some people were unquiet,

That passengers would find it much amiss

To lose their lives, as well as spoil their diet;

That even the able seaman, deeming his

Days nearly o'er, might be disposed to riot,

As upon such occasions tars will ask

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the cask.

There ’s nought, no doubt, so much the spirit calms
As rum and true religion : thus it was,

Some plunder'd, some drank spirits, some sung psalms,

The high wind made the treble, and as bas

The hoarse harsh waves kept time; fright cured the qualms

Of all the luckless landsmen’s sea-sick maws :
Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, devotion,
Clamour'd in chorus to the roaring ocean.

Perhaps more mischief had been done, but for
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his years,
Got to the spirit-room, and stood before

It with a pair of pistols; and their fears,

As if Death were more dreadful by his door
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears,
Kept still aloof the crew, who, ere they sunk,
Thought it would be becoming to die drunk.

‘Give us more grog,’ they cried, for it will be

All one an hour hence.’ Juan answer’d, ‘No!

T is true that death awaits both you and me,

But let us die like men, not sink below

Like brutes;—and thus his dangerous post kept he,
And none liked to anticipate the blow;

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor,

Was for some rum o disappointed suitor.

The good old gentleman was quite aghast,

And made a loud and pious lamentation;
Repented all his sins, and made a last
Irrevocable vow of reformation;

Nothing-should tempt him more (this peril past)
To quit his academic occupation,

In cloisters of the classic Salamanca,
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.But now there came a flash of hope once more,

Day broke, and the wind lull'd : the masts were gone,
The leak increased; shoals round her, but no shore,
The vessel swam, yet still she held her own.

They tried the pumps again, and though before
Their desperate efforts seem’d all useless grown,
A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale—
The stronger pump’d, the weaker thrumm’d a sail.

Under the vessel’s keel the sail was puast,
And for the moment it had some effect;
But with a leak, and not a stick of mast,
Nor rag of canvas, what could they expect?
. But still %t is best to struggle to the last,
T is never too late to be wholly wreck'd :
And though 't is true that man can only die once,
"T'is not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons.

There winds and waves had hurl’d them, and from thence,
Without their will, they carried them away,

For they were forced with steering to dispense,

And never had as yet a quiet day

On which they might repose, or even commence

A jurymast or rudder, or could say

The ship would swim an hour, which, by good luck,

Still swam—though not exactly like a duck.

The wind, in fact, perhaps was rather less,

But the ship labour’d so, they scarce could hope
To weather out much longer; the distress

Was also great with which they had to cope
For want of water, and their solid mess

Was scant enough : in vain the telescope

Was used—nor sail nor shore appear'd in sight,
Nought but the heavy sea, and coming night.

Again the weather threaten’d,—again blew

A gale, and in the fore and after hold

Water appear’d; yet, though the people knew

All this, the most were patient, and some bold,
Until the chains and leathers were worn through
Of all our pumps :—a wreck complete she roll'd,
At mercy of the waves, whose mercies are

Like human beings during civil war.
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Then came the carpenter, at last, with tears
In his rough eyes, and.told the captain he:

"+ Could do no more : he was a man, in years,

" And long had voyaged through many a stormy seaq,
And if he wept at length, they were not fears
That made his eyelids as a woman’s be,
But he, poor fellow, had a wife and children,—
Two things for dying ﬁeople quite béwildefing.

"The ship was evidently éettling now
.Fast by the head; and, all distinction gone,
- Some went to prayers again, and made a vow
‘Of candles to their saints—but there were none
" Ty pay them with; and some look’d o’er the bow;
Some hoisted out the boats; and there was one.
That begg'd Pedrillo for an absolution, _
. Who told him to be damn’d—in his conﬁ;sion.

Some lash’d them in their hammocks; some put on .
Their best clothes, as if going to a fair;
Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun,

And gnash'd their teeth, and, howling, tore their hair;

And others went on as they had begun,
Getting the boats out, being well aware
That a tight boat will live in a rough seq,
Unless with breakers close beneath her lee.

The worst of all was, that in their condition,
Having been several days in great distress,

T was difficult to get out such provision

As now might render their long suffering less :_ .
Men, even when dying, dislike inanition,

Their stock was damaged by the weather’s stress :
Two casks of biscuit and a keg of butter

Were all that could be thrown into the cutter.

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow

Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet;
Water, a tweﬁty-gallon cask or so;

Six flasks of wine; and they contrived to get

A portion of their beef up from below,

And with a piece of pork, moreover, met,

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon—
Then there was rum, eight gallons in @ puncheon. '

The other boats, the yawl and pinnace, had
Been stouve in the beginning of the gale;
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And the long-boat’s condition was but bad,

As there were but two blankets for a sail,

And one oar for @ mast, which a young lad
Threw in by good luck over the ship’s rail;

And two boats could not hold, far less be stored,
To save one half the people then on board.

T was twilight, and the sunless day went down
Over the waste of waters; like a vetl, _
Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown
Of one whose hate is mask’d but to assail,

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown,
And grimly darkled o'er the faces pale,

And the dim desolate deep : twelve days had Fear
Been their familiar, and now Death was here.

Some trial had been making at a raft,

With little hope in such a rolling seaq,

A sort of thing at which one would have laughd,
If any laughter at such times could be,

Unless with people who too much have quaffd,
And have a kind of wild and horrid glee,

Half epileptical and half hysterical :—

Their preservation would have been a miracle.

At half-past eight oclock, booms, hencoops, spars,
And all things, for a chance, had been cast loose,
That still could keep afloat the struggling tars,
For yet they strove, although of no great use :
There was no light in heaven but a few stars,

The boats put off o'ercrowded with their crews;
She gave a heel, and then a lurch to port,

And, going down head foremost—sunk, in short,

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell—
Then shriek'd the timid, and stood still the brave,
Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful yell,
As eager to anticipate their grave;

And the sea yawn'd around her like a hell,

And down she suck'd with her the whirling wave,
Like one who grapples with his enemy,

And strives to strangle him before he die.

And first one universal shriek there rush'd,
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash

Of echoing thunder; and then all was hush’d,
Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash



Of billows; but at intervals there gush'd,
Accompanied with a convulsive splash,
A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry

Of some strong swimmer in his agony.

The boats, as stated, had got off before,

And in them crowded several of the crew;

And yet their present hope was hardly more
Than what it had been, for so strong it blew
There was slight chance of reaching any shore;
And then they were too many, though so few—
Nine in the cutter, thirty in the boat,

Were counted in them when they got afloat.

All the rest perish'd; near two hundred souls
Had left their bodies; and what s worse, alas!
When over Catholics the ocean rolls,

They must wait several weeks before a mass
Takes off one peck of purgatorial coals,
Because, till people know what ’s come to pass,
They won't lay out their money on the dead—
It costs three francs for every mass that ’s said.

Juan got into the long-boat, and there
Contrived to help Pedrillo to a place;

It seem’d as if they had exchanged their care,
For Juan wore the magisterial face

Which courage gives, while poor Pedrillo’s pair
Of eyes were crying for their owner’s case :
Battista; though (a name call’'d shortly Tita),
Was lost by getting at some aqua-vita.

Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save,

But the same cause, conducive to his loss,

Left him so drunk, he jump'd into the wave

As o’er the cutter’s edge he tried to cross,

And so he found a wine-and-watery grave;
They could not rescue him although so close,
Because the sea ran higher every minute,

And for the boat—the crew kept crowding in it.

A small old spaniel,—which had been Don Jose’s,
His father’s, whom he loved, as ye may think,

For on such things the memory reposes

With tenderness—stood howling on the brink,
Knowing (dogs have such intellectual noses!),

No doubt, the vessel was about to sink;
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And Juan caught him up, and ere he stepp’d
Off, threw him in, then after him he leap’d.

He also stuff'd his money where he could
About his person, and Pedrillo’s too,

Who let him do, in fact, whate'er he would,

Not knowing what himself to say, or do,
As every rising wave his dread renew’d;

But Juan, trusting they might still get through,

And;deéming there were remedies for any ill,
Thus.re-embark’'d his tutor and his spaniel.

T was a' rough night, and blew so stiffly yet,
That the'sail was becalm’d between the seas,
Though.on the wave’s high top too much to set,
They dared not take it in for all the breeze -

Each sea curl’d o’er the stern, and kept them wet,
And made them bale without a moment's ease,
So that themselves as well as hopes were damp'd,
And the poor little cutter quickly swampd.

Nine souls more wentin her : the long-boat still
Kept above water, with an oar for mast,

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast :
Though every wave roll'd menacing to fill,

And present peril all b'efore surpassd, B
They grieved for those who perish’d with the cutter,
And also for the biscuit-casks and buiter.

The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign

Of the continuance of the gale : to run

Before the sea until it should grow fine,

Was all that for the present could be done :

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wine

Were served out to the people, who begun

To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags,
And most of them had liitle clothes but rags.

They counted thirty, crowded in a space

Which left scarce room for motion or exertion,

They did their best to modify their case,

One half sate up, though numb’d with the immersion,
While t'other half were laid down in their place

At watch and watch; thus, shivering like the tertian
Ague in its cold fit, they fill'd their boat,,

With nothing but the sky for ahg:ﬁzgtfco/at.




T is very certain the desire of life

Prolongs it ; this is obvious to physicians,

When patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife,
Survive through very desperate conditions,

Because they still can hope, nor shines the knife

Nor shears of Atropos before their visions :

Despair of all recovery spoils longevity,

And makes men miseries miseries of alarming brevity.

'T is said that persons living on annutties

Are longer lived than others,—God knows why,
Unless to plague the grantors,—yet so true it is,
That some, I really think, do never die;

Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is,

And that ’s their mode of furnishing supply :
In my young days they lent me cash that way,
Which I found very troublesome to pay.

T is thus with people in an open boat,

They live upon the love of life, and bear

More than can be believed, or even thought,

And stand like rocks the tempest’s wear and tear;
And hardship still has been the sailor's lot,

Since Noah'’s ark went cruising here and there; -
She had a curious crew as well as cargo,

Like the first old Greek privateer, the Argo.

But man is a carnivorous production,

And must have meals, at least one meal a day;
He cannot live, like woodcocks, upon suction,
But, like the shark and tiger, must have prey;
Although his anatomical construction

Bears vegetables, in a grumbling way,

Your labouring people think beyond all question,
Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion.

And thus it was with this our hapless crew;

For on the third day there came on a calm,

And though at first their strength it might renew,
And lying on their weariness like balm,

Lull’d them like turtles sleeping on the blue

Of ocean, when they woke they felt a qualm,

And fell all ravenously on their provision,
Instead of hoarding it with due precision.

The consequence was easily foreseen—
They ate up all they had, and drank their wine,

o
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In spite of all remonstrances, and then

On what, in fact, next day were they to dine?

They hoped the wind would rise, these foolish men!
And carry them to shore; these hopes were fine,

But as they had but one oar, and that brittle,

1t would have been more wise to save their victual,

The fourth day came, but not a breath of air,

And Ocean slumber’d like an unwean'd child -
The fifth day, and their boat lay floating there,
The sea and sky were blue, and clear, and mild—
With their one oar (I wish they had had a pair)
What could they do? and hunger’s rage grew wild :
So Juan’s spaniel, spite of his entreating,

Was kill'd and portion’d out for present eating.

On the sixth day they fed upon his hide,

And Juan, who had still refused, because

The creature was his father’s dog that died,

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws,

With some remorse received (though first denied)
As a great favour one of the fore-paws,

Which he divided with Pedrillo, who

Devourd it, longing for the other too.

The seventh day, and no wind—the burning sun
Blister'd and scorch’d, and, stagnant on the seaq,
They lay like carcasses; and hope was none,
Save in the breeze that came not; savagely

They glared upon each other—all was done,
Water, and wine, and food,—and you might see
The longin_gs of the cannibal arise

(Although they spoke not) in their wolfish eyes.

At length one whisper'd his companion, who
Whisper'd another, and thus it went round,

And then into a hoarser murmur grew,

An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound,’

And when his comrade’s thought each sufferer knew,
T was but his own, suppress’d till now, he found ;
And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood,

And who should die to be his fellow’s food.

But ere they came to this, they that dﬁy shared
Some leathern caps, and what remain’d of shoes;
And then they look’d around them and despair’d,
And none to be the sacrifice would choose;



At length the lots were torn up, and prepared,
But of materials that much shock the Muse—
‘Having no paper, for the want of better,

They took by force from Juan Julia’s letter.

The lots were made, and mark’d, and mix'd, and handed,

In silent horror, and their distribution

Lull'd even the savage hunger which demanded,
Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution;
None in particular had sought or plann’d it,

T was nature gnaw’d them to this resolution, '
By which none were permitted to be neuter—
And the lot fell on Juan’s luckless tutor.

‘He but requested to be bled to death :

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled
Pedrillo, and so gently ebb’d his breath,
You-hardly could perceive when he was dead.
He died as born, a Catholic in faith,

Like most in the belief in which they ‘re bred,
And first a little crucifix he kiss'd,

And then held out his jugular and wrist.

The surgeon, as there was no other fee,

Had his first choice of morsels for his pains;

But being thirstiest at the moment, he

Preferr'd a draught from the fast-flowing veins :
Part was.divided, part thrown in the sea,

And such things as the entrails and the brains
Regaled two sharks, who follow'd o'er the billow—
The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo.

The sailors ate him, all save three or four,
Who were not quite so fond of animal food;
To these was added Juan, who, before
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could

Feel now his appetite increased much more;
T was not to be expected that he should,
Even in extremity of their disaster,

Dine with them on his pastor and his master.

T was betier that he did not; for, in fact,

The consequence was awful in the extreme;

For they, who were most ravenous in the act,

Went raging mad—Lord! how they did blaspheme!

And foam and roll, with strange convulsions rack’d,

Drinking salt water like a mountain-stream,
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Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing,
And, with hyaena-laughter, died despairing.

Their numbers were much thinn’d by this infliction,
And all the rest were thin enough, Heaven knows;
And some of them had lost their recollection,
Happier than they who still perceived their woes;
But others ponderd on a new dissection,

As if not warn’d sufficiently by those

Who had already perish’d, suffering madly,

For having used their appetites so sadly.

And next they thought upon the master’s mate,
As fattest; but he saved himself, because,
Besides being much averse from such a fate,
There were some other reasons : the first was,
He had been rather indisposed of late;

And that which chiefly proved his saving clause
Was a small present made to him at Cadiz,

By general subscription of the ladies. .

Of poor Pedrillo something still remain’d,

But was used sparingly,—some were afraid,
And others still their appetites constrain’d,

Or but at times a little supper made;

All except Juan, who throughout abstain’d,
Chewing a piece of bamboo and some lead :

At length they caught two boobies and a noddy,
And then they left off eating the dead body.

And if Pedrillo’s fate should shocking be,
Remember Ugolino condescends

To eat the head of his arch-enemy

The moment after he politely ends

His tale : if foes be food in hell, at sea

"T'is surely fair to dine upon our friends,

When shipwreck’s short allowance grows too scanty,
Without being much more horrible than Dante.

And the same night there fell a shower of rain,

For which their mouths gaped, like the cracks of earth
When dried to summer dust; till taught by pain

Men really know not what good water ’s worth;

If you had been in Turkey or in Spain,

Or with a famish’d boat’s-crew had your berth,

Or in the desert heard the camel’s bell,

You 'd wish yourself where Truth is—in q well.



It pour’d down torrents, but they were no richer
Until they found a ragged piece of sheet,

Which served them as a sort of spongy pilcher,

And when they deem’d its moisture was complete
They wrung it out, and though a thirsty ditcher
Might not have thought the scanty draught so sweet
As a full pot of porter, to their thinking :
They ne’er till now had known the joys of drinking.

And their baked lips, with many a bloody crack,

Suck’d in the moisture, which like nectar stream’d;
Their throats were ovens, their swoln tongues were black,
As the rich man’s in hell, who vainly scream’d

To beg the beggar, who could not rain back

A drop of dew, when every drop had seem’d

To taste of heaven—If this be true, indeed

Some Christians have a comfortable creed.

There were two fathers in this ghastly crew,

" And with them their two sons, of whom the one

Was more robust and hardy to the view,

But he died early; and when he was gone,

His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw

One glance at him, and said, "Heaven’s will be done!
I can do nothing,” and he saw him thrown

Into the deep without a tear or groan.

The other father had a weaklier child,

Of a soft cheek and aspect delicate;

But the boy bore up long, and with a mild

And patient spirit held aloof his fate;

Little he said, and now and then he smiled,

As if to win a part from off the weight

He saw increasing on his father’s heart,

With the deep deadly thought that they must part.

And o’er him bent his sire, and never raised

His eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam

From his pale lips, and ever on him gazed,

And when the wish'd-for shower at length was come,
And the boy’s eves, which the dull film half glazed,
Brighten'd, and for a moment seem’d to roam,

He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain

Into his dying child’s mouth—but in vain.

The boy expired—the father held the clay,
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Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay

Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were past,

He watch'd it wistfully, until away

T was borne by the rude wave wherein *t was casi;
Then he himself sunk down all dumb and shivering,
And gave no sign of life, save his limbs quivering.

Now overhead a rainbow, bursting through

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark seq,
Resting its bright base on the quivering blue;

And all within its arch appear’d to be

Clearer than that without, and its wide hue

Wax'd broad and waving, like a banner free,

Then changed like to a bow that ’s bent, and then
Forsook the dim eyes of these shipwreck’'d men.

It changed, of course; a heavenly chameleon,
The airy child of vapour and the sun,

Brought forth in purple, cradled in vermilion,
Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in dun,
Glittering like crescents o'er a Turk’s pavilion,
And blending every colour into one,

Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle

(For sometimes we must box without the muffle).

Our shipwreck’d seamen thought it a good omen—
1t is as well to think so, now and then;

T was an old custom of the Greek and Roman,
And may become of great advantage when

Folks are discouraged; and most surely no men
Had greater need to nerve themselves again

Than these, and so this rainbow look’d like hope—
Quite a celestial kaleidoscope.

About this time a beautiful white bird,
Webfooted, not unlike a dove in size

And plumage (probably it might have err'd
Upon its course), pass'd oft before their eyes,
And tried to perch, although it saw and heard
The men within the boat, and in this guise

It came and went, and flutter'd round them till
Night fell : this seem’d a better omen still.

But in this case I also must remark,
‘T was well this bird of promise did not perch,
Because the tackle of our shatter'd bark
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Was not so safe for roosting as a church,

And had it been the dove from Noah’s ark,
Returning there from.her successful search,
Which in their way that moment chanced to fall,
 They would have eat her, olive-branch and all.

 With twilight it again came on to blow,

But not with violence; the stars shone out,

The boat made way; yet now they were so low,

They knew not where nor what they were aboul;
Some fancied they saw land, and some said ‘No!’
The frequent fog-banks gave them cause to doubt—
Some swore that they heard breakers, others guns,
And all mistook about the latter once. .

As morning broke, the light wind died away,
When he who had the watch sung out and swore,
If 't was not land that rose with the sun’s ray,
He wish'd that land he never might see more;
And the rest rubb’d their eyes and saw a bay,

Or thought they saw, and shaped their course for shore;

For shore it was, and gradually grew
Distinct, and high, and palpable to view.

And then of these some part burst into tears,

And others, looking with a stupid stare,

Could not yet separate their hopes from fears,

And seem’d as if they had no further care;

While a few pray’d (the first time for some years)—
And at the bottom of the boat three were

Asleep : they shook them by the hand and head,
And tried to awaken them, but found them dead.

The day before, fast sleeping on the water,

They found a turtle of the hawk’s-bill kind,

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her,
Which yielded a day’s life, and-to their mind
Proved even still a more nutritious matter,
Because it left encouragement behind :

They thought that in such perils, more than chance
Had sent them this for their deliverance.

The land appear’d a high and rocky coast,
And higher grew the mountains as they drew,
Set by a current, toward it : they were lost

In various conjectures, for none knew

To what part of the earth they had been tost,
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Some thought it was Mount AEtna, some the highlands,
Of Candia, Cyprus, Rhodes, or other islands.

Meantime the current, with a rising gale,
Still set them onwards to the welcome shore,
- Like Charon’s bark of spectres, dull and pale
Their living freight was now reduced to four,
And three dead, whom their strength could not avail
To heave into the. deep with those before,
Though the two sharks still follow’d them, and dash’d
The spray into their faces as they splash’d.

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat, had done
Their work on them by turns, and thinn'd them to
Such things a mother had not known her son
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew;

By night chill’d, by day scorch’d, thus one by one
They perish'd, until wither'd to these few,

But chiefly by a species of self-slaughter,

In washing down Pedrillo with salt water.

As they drew nigh the land, which now was seen
Unequal in its aspect here and there,

They felt the freshness of its growing green,

That waved in forest-tops, and smooth’d the air, .
And fell upon their glazed eyes like a screen

From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare— .
Lovely seem’d any object that should sweep

Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep.

The shore look'd wild, without a trace of man,
And girt by formidable waves; but they

Were mad for land, and thus their course they ran,
Though right ahead the roaring breakers lay :

A reef between them also now began

To show its boiling surf and bounding spray,

But finding no place for their landing better,

They ran the boat for shore,—and overset her.

But in his native siream, the Guadalgquivir,
Juan to lave his youthful limbs was wont;
And having learnt to swim in that sweet river,
Huad often turn’d the art to some account :

A better swimmer you could scarce see ever,
He could, perhaps, have pass’d the Hellespont,

As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided)
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So here, though faint, emaciated, and stark,
He buoy’d his boyish limbs, and strove to ply
With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark,
The beach which lay before him, high and dry :
The greatest danger here was from a shark,
That carried off his neighbour by the thigh;

As for the other two, they could not swim,

* So nobody arrived on shore but him.

Nor yet had he arrived but for the oar,
Which, providentially for him, was wash’d
Just as his feeble arms could strike no more,

And the hard wave oerwhelm’d him as 't was dash’d

Within his grasp; he clung to it, and sore

The waters beat while he thereto was lash’d;

At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he
Roll'd on the beach, half-senseless, from the sea :

There, breathless, with his digging nails he clung
Fast to the sand, lest the returning wave,

From whose reluctant roar his life he wrung,
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave :
And there he lay, full length, where he was flung,
Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave,

With just enough of life to feel its pain,

And deem that it was saved, perhaps in vain.

With slow and staggering effort he arose,

But sunk again upon his bleeding knee

And quivering hand; and then he look’d for those
Who long had been his mates upon the sea;

But none of them appear’d to share his woes,
Save one, a corpse, from out the famish’'d three,
Who died two days before, and now had found
An unknown barren beach for burial ground.

And as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast,

And down he sunk; and as he sunk, the sand
Swam round and round, and all his senses pass'd :
He fell upon his side, and his stretch’d hand
Droop’d dripping on the oar (their jurymast),

And, like a wither'd lily, on the land

His slender frame and pallid aspect lay,

As fair a thing as e’er was form’d of clay.
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How long in his damp trance young Juan lay

He knew not, for the earth was gone for him,

And Time had nothing more of night nor day

For his congealing blood, and senses dim;

And how this heavy faintness pass’d away

He knew not, till each painful pulse and limb,

And tingling vein, seem’d throbbing back to life,

For Death, though vanquish’d, still retired with strife.

His eyes he open’d, shut, again unclosed,

For all was doubt and dizziness; he thought

He still was in the boat and had but dozed,

And felt again with his despair o’erwrought,

And wish’d it death in which he had reposed;

And then once more his feelings back were brought,
And slowly by his swimming eyes was seen

A lovely female face of seventeen.

T was bending dose o'er his, and the small mouth
Seem’d almost prying into his for breath;

And chafing him, the soft warm hand of youth
Recall'd his answering spirits back from death;
And, bathing his chill temples, tried to scothe
Each pulse to animation, till beneath

Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh

To these kind efforts made a low reply.

Then was the cordial pour'd, and mantle flung
Around his scarce-clad limbs; and the fair arm
Raised higher the faint head which o'er it hung;
And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm,
Pillow’d his death-like forehead; then she wrung
His dewy curls, long drench’d by every storm;
And watch'd with eagerness each throb that drew
A sigh from his heaved bosom—and hers, too.

And lifting him with care into the cave,

The gentle girl and her aitendant,—one

Young, yet her elder, and of brow less grave,

And more robust of figure,—then begun

To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave

Light to the rocks that roof'd them, which the sun
Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoce’er

She was, appear’d distinct, and tall, and fair.

Her brow was ouer"hung with coins of gold,
That sparkled o’er the auburn of her hair—



Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were roll'd
In braids behind; and though her stature were
Even of the highest for a female mould,

. They nearly reach’d her heel; and in her air

There was a something which bespoke command,
As one who was a lady in the land. -

Her hair, I said, was auburn; but her eyes

Were black as death, their lashes the same hue,
Of downcast length, in whose silk shadow lies
Deepest attraction, for when to the view

Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies,
Neler with such force the swiftest arrow flew;

"T'is as the snake late coil'd, who pours his length,
And hurls at once his venom and his strength.

Her brow was white and low, her cheek’s pure dye
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun;

Short upper lip—suweet lips! that make us sigh
Euver to have seen such; for she was one

Fit for the model of a statuary

(A race of mere impostors, when all ’s done—

I 've seen much finer women, ripe and real,

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal).

I tell you why I say so, for t is just

One should not rail without a decent cause :
There was an Irish lady, to whose bust

I ne’er saw justice done, and yet she was

A frequent model; and if e'er she must

Yield to stern Time and Nature’s wrinkling laws,
They will destroy a face which mortal thought
Ne'er compass’d, nor less mortal chisel wrought.

And such was she, the lady of the cave :

Her dress was very different from the Spanish,
Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave;

For, as you know, the Spanish women banish
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while wave
Around them (what I hope will never vanish)

The basquina and the mantilla, they

Seem at the same time mystical and gay.

But with our damsel this was not the case :

Her dress was many-colour'd, finely spun;

Her locks curl’d negligently round her face,

But through them gold and gems profusely shone :
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Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace

Flowd in her veil, and many a precious stone
Flash’'d on her little hand; but, what was shocking,
Her small snow feet had slippers, but no stocking.

The other female’s dress was not unlike,

But of inferior materials : she

Had not so many ornaments to strike,

Her hair had silver only, bound to be

Her dowry; and her veil, in form alike,

Was coarser; and her air, though firm, less free;
Her hair was thicker, but less long; her eyes

As black, but quicker, and of smaller size.

And these two tended him, and cheer'd him both
With food and raiment, and those soft attentions,
Which are (as I must own) of female growth,

And have ten thousand delicate inventions :

They made a most superior mess of broth,

A thing which poesy but seldom mentions,

But the best dish that e’er was cook’d since Homer’s
Achilles ordered dinner for new comers.

Il tell you who they were, this female pair,
Lest they should seem princesses in disguise;
Besides, I hate all mystery, and that air

Of clap-trap which your recent poels prize;
And so, in short, the girls they really were
They shall appear before your curious eyes,
Mistress and maid; the first was only daughter
Of an old man who lived upon the water.

A fisherman he had been in his youth,
And still a sort of fisherman was he;

But other speculations were, in sooth,
Added to his connection with the seq,
Perhaps not so respectable, in truth :

A little smuggling, and some piracy,

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters
Of an ill-gotten million of piastres.

A fisher, therefore, was he,—though of men,
Like Peter the Apostle—and he fish'd

For wandering merchant-vessels, now and then,
And sometimes caught as many as he wish’'d;
The cargoes he confiscated, and gain

He sought in the slave-market too, and dish’d



Full many a morsel for that Turkish trade, : Loard Byron
By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made. |

He was a Greek, and on his isle had built \

(One of the wild and smaller Cyclades)

A very handsome house from out his guilt,

And there he lived exceedingly at ease;

Heaven knows what cash he got or blood he spilt,
A sad old fellow was he, if you please;

But this I know, it was a spacious building,

Full of barbaric carving, paint, and gilding.

He had an only daughter, call'd Haidee,

The greatest heiress of the Eastern Isles;
Besides, so very beautiful was she,

Her dowry was as nothing to her smiles :
Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree

She grew to womanhood, and between whiles
Rejected several suitors, just to learn

How to accept a better in his turn.

And walking out upon the beach, below

The cliff, towards sunset, on that day she found,
Insensible,—not dead, but nearly so,—

Don Juan, almost famish’d, and half drown'd;
But being naked, she was shock’d, you know,
Yet deem’d herself in common pity bound,

As far as in her lay, to take him in,

A stranger’ dying, with so white a skin.

But taking him into her father’s house

Was not exactly the best way lo save,

But like conveying to the cat the mouse,

Or people in a trance into their grave;

Because the good old man had so much nous,’
Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave,

He would have hospitably cured the stranger,
And sold him instantly when out of danger.

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best
(A virgin always on her maid relies)

To place him in the cave for present rest .

And when, at last, he open’d his black eyes,
Their charity increased about their guest;

And their compassion grew to such a size,

It open’d half the turnpike-gates to heaven

(St. Paul says, 't is the toll which must be given).
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They made a fire—but such a fire as they

Upon the moment could contrive with such
Materials as were cast up round the bay,—

Some broken planks, and oars, that to the touch
Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay

A mast was almost crumbled to g crutch;

But, by God’s grace, here wrecks were in such plenty,
That there was fuel to have furnish’d twenty.

He had a bed of furs, and a pelisse,

For Haidee stripped her sables off to make

His couch, and, that he might be more at ease,
And warm, in case by chance he should awake,
They also gave a petticoat apiece,

She and her maid—and promised by daybreak
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish

For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, and fish.

And thus they left him to his lone repose :

Juan slept like a top, or like the dead,

Who sleep at last, perhaps (God only knows),

Just for the present; and in his lull'd head

Not even a vision of his former woes

Throbb'd in accursed dreams, which sometimes spread
Unwelcome visions of our former years,

Till the eye, cheated, opens thick with tears.

Young Juan slept all dreamless —but the maid,
Who smooth'd his pillow, as she left the den
Look'd back upon him, and o moment stay'd,
And turn’d, believing that he call’d again,

He slumberd; yet she thought, at least she said
(The heart will slip, even as the tongue and pen),
He had pronounced her name—but she forgot
That at this moment Juan knew it not.

And pensive to her father’s house she went,

Enjoining silence strict to Zoe, who

Better than her knew what, in fact, she meant, |
She being wiser by a year or two :

A year or two s an age when rightly spent,

And Zoe spent hers, as most women do,

In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge

Which is acquired in Nature’s good old college.

The morn broke, and found Juan slumbering still



Fast in his cave, and nothing clash'd upon
His rest; the rushing of the neighbouring rill,
And the young beams of the excluded sun,
Troubled him not, and he might sleep his fill;
And need he had of slumber yet, for none

Had suffer’d more—his hardships were comparative

To those related in my grand-dad’s 'Narrative.’

Not so Haidee : she sadly toss’d and tumbled,
And started from her sleep, and, turning o'er

Dream’d of a thousand wrecks, o'er which she stumbled,

And handsome corpses strew’d upon the shore;
And woke her maid so early that she grumbled,
And call’d her father’s old slaves up, who swore
In several oaths—Armenian, Turk, and Greek—
They knew not what to think of such a freak.

But up she got, and up she made them get,

With some pretence about the sun, that makes
Sweet skies just when he rises, or is sef;

And *t is, no doubt, a sight to see when breaks
Bright Phoebus, while the mountains still are wet
With mist, and every bird with him awakes,

And night is flung off like a mourning suit

Worn for a husband,—or some other brute.

I say, the sun is a most glorious sight,

I *ve seen him rise full oft, indeed of late

I have sat up on purpose all the night,

Which hastens, as physicians say, one’s fate;
And so all ye, who would be in the right

In health and purse, begin your day to date
From daybreak, and when coffin’d at fourscore,
Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four.

And Haidee met the morning face to face;

Her own was freshest, though a feverish flush
Had dyed it with the headlong blood, whose race
From heart to cheek is curb’d into a blush,

Like to a torrent which a mountain’s base,

That cverpowers some Alpine river’s rush,
Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread;
Or the Red Sea—but the sea is not red.

And down the cliff the island virgin came,
And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew,
While the sun smiled on her with his first flame,

o
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Taking her for a sister; just the same

Mistake you would have made on seeing the two,
Although the mortal, quite as fresh and fair,
Had all the advantage, too, of not being air.

And when into the cavern Haidee stepp’d

All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw

That like an infant Juan sweetly slept;

And then she stopp'd, and stood as if in awe

(For sleep is awful), and on tiptoe crept

And wrapt him closer, lest the air, too raw,

Should reach his blood, then o’er him still as death

Bent with hush’d lips, that drank his scarce-drawn breath.

. And thus like to an angel o'er the dying

Who die in righteousness, she lean'd; and there

All tranquilly the shipwreck’'d boy was lying,

As o'er him the calm and stirless air :

But Zoe the meantime some eggs was frying,

Since, after all, no doubt the youthful pair

Must breakfast—and betimes, lest they should ask it,
She drew out her provision from the basket.

She knew that the best feelings must have victual,
And-that a shipwreck'd youth would hungry be; /
Besides, being less in love, she ya-wn’d a little,

And felt her veins chill'd by the neighbouring sea?

And so, she cook’d their breakfast to a titt@;//

Ican’t say that she gave them any teaq,

But there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey,

With Scio wine,—and all for love, not money.

And Zoe, when the eggs were ready, and

The coffee made, would fain have waken'd Juan,
But Haidee stopp’d her with her quick small hand,
And without word, a sign her finger drew on

Her lip, which Zoe needs must understand;

And, the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a neii one,
Because her mistress would not let her break

That sleep which seem'd as it would ne'er awake.

For still he lay, and on his thin worn cheek

A purple hectic play'd like dying day

On the snow-tops of distant hills; the streak

Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay,

Where the blue veins look’d shadowy,-shrunk, and weak;
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And his black curls were dewy with the spray,
Which weigh'd upon them yet, all damp and salt,
Mix’d with the stony vapours of the vault.

And she bent o’er him, and he lay beneath,
Hush’d as the babe upon its mother’s breast,
Droop’d as the willow when no winds can breathe,
Lull’d like the depth of ocean when at rest,

Fair as the crowning rose of the whole wreath,
Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest;

In short, he was a very pretty fellow,

Although his woes had turn’d him rather yellow.

He woke and gazed, and would have slept again,
But the fair face which met his eyes forbade
Those eyes to close, though weariness and pain
Had further sleep a further pleasure made;

For woman’s face was never form’d in vain

For Juan, so that even when he pray’d

He turn’d from grisly saints, and martyrs hairy,
To the sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary.

And thus upon his elbow he arose,

And look’d upon the lady, in whose cheek

The pale contended with the purple rose,

As with an effort she began to speak; ‘
Her eyes were eloquent, her words would pose,
Although she told him, in good modern Greek,
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet,

That he was faint, and must not talk, but eat.

Now Juan could not understand a word,
Being no Grecian, but he had an ear,

And her voice was the warble of a bird,

So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear,

That finer, simpler music ne'er was heard;
The sort of sound we echo with a tear,
Without knowing why—an overpowering tone,
Whence Melody descends as from a throne.

And Juan gazed as one who is awoke

By a distant organ, doubting if he be

Not yet a dreamer, till the spell is broke

By the watchman, or some such reality,

Or by one’s early valet’s cursed knock;

At least it is @ heavy sound to me,

Who like a morning slumber—for the night -
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Shows stars and women in a better light.

And Juan, too, was help’d out from his dream,
Or sleep, or whatso'er it was, by feeling

A most prodigious appetite : the steam

Of Zoe’s cookery no doubt was stealing

Upon his senses, and the kindling beam

Of the new fire, which Zoe kept up, kneeling
To stir her viands, made him quite awake
And long for food, but chiefly a beef-steak.

But beef is rare within these oxless isles;

Goat’s flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton;
And, when a holiday upon them smiles,

A joint upon their barbarous spits they put on :

But this occurs but seldom, between whiles,

For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut on;
Others are fair and fertile, among which

This, though not large, was one of the most rich.

I say that beef is rare, and can’t help thinking
That the old fable of the Minotaur—

From which our modern morals rightly shrinking
Condemn the royal lady’s taste who wore

A cow’s shape for a mask—was only (sinking

The allegory) a mere type, no more,

That Pasiphae promoted breeding cattle,

To make the Cretans bloodier in battle.

For we all know that English people are

Fed upon beef—I won't say much of beer,
Because 't is liquor only, and being far
From this my subject, has no business here;
We know, too, they very fond of war,

A pleasure—like all pleasures—rather dear;
So were the Cretans—from which I infer
That beef and battles both were owing to her.

But to resume. The languid Juan raised

His head upon his elbow, and he sow

A sight on which he had not lately gazed,

As all his latter meals had been quite raw,

Three or four things, for which the Lord he praised,
And, feeling still the famish'd vuliure gnaw,

He fell upon whate’er was offer’d, like

A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike.




He ate, and he was well supplied : and she,
Who watch’d him like a mother, would have fed
Him past all bounds, because she smiled to see
Such appetite in one she had deem’d dead;

But Zoe, being older than Haidee,

Knew (by tradition, for she ne’er had read)
That famish’'d people must be slowly nurst,
And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst.

And so she took the liberty to slate,

Rather by deeds than words, because the case
Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose fate

Had made her mistress quit her bed to trace

The sea-shore at this hour, must leave his plate,
Unless he wish'd to die upon the place—

She snatch'd it, and refused another morsel,
Saying, he had gorged enough to make a horse ill.

Next they—he being naked, save a tatter'd

Pair of scarce decent trowsers—uwent to work,
And in the fire his recent rags they scatterd,

And dress'd him, for the present, like a Turk,

Or Greeh—that is, although it not much matterd,
Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk,—

They furnish’d him, entire, excepl some stitches,
With a clean shirt, and very spacious breeches.

And then fair Haidee tried her tongue at speaking,
But not a word could Juan comprehend,
Although he listen’d so that the young Greek in
Her earnestness would ne’er have made an end;
And, as he interrupted not, went eking

Her speech out to her protege and friend,

Till pausing at the last her breath to take,

She saw he did not understand Romaic.

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs,
And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye,

And read (the only book she could) the lines

Of his fair face, and found, by sympathy,

The answer eloquent, where soul shines

And darts in one quick glance a long reply;

And thus in every look she saw exprest

A world of words, and things at which she guess’d.

And now, by dint of fingers and of eyes,
And words repeated after her, he took
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A lesson in her tongue; but by surmise,

No doubt, less of her language than her look -
As he who studies fervently the skies

Turns oftener to the stars than to his book,
Thus Juan learn'd his alpha beta better
From Haidee’s glance than any graven lelter.

T'is pleasing to be school’d in a strange tongue

By female lips and eyes—that is, I mean,

When both the teacher and the taught are young,

As was the case, at least, where I have been;

They smile so when one ’s right, and when one ’s wrong
They smile still more, and then there intervene
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss;—

1 learn’d the little that I know by this :

That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, and Greek,
Italian not at all, having no teachers;

Much English I cannot pretend to speak,
Learning that language chiefly from its preachers,
Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week

I study, also Blair, the highest reachers

Of eloquence in piety and prose—

I hate your poets, so read none of those.

As for the ladies, I have nought to say,

A wanderer from the British world of fashion,
Where I, like other ’dogs, have had my day,’

Like other men, too, may have had my passion—
But that, like other things, has pass'd away,

And all her fools whom I could lay the lash on -
Foes, friends, men, women, now are nought to me
But dreams of what has been, no more to be.

Return we to Don Juan. He begun

To hear new words, and to repeat them; but
Some feelings, universal as the sun,

Were such as could not in his breast be shut
More than within the bosom of a nun :

He was in love,—as you would be, no doubt,
With a young benefactress,—so was she,
Just in the way we very often see.

And every day by daybreak—rather early
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest—
She came into the cave, but it was merely
To see her bird reposing in his nest;



And she would softly stir his locks so curly,
Without disturbing her yet slumbering guest,
Breathing all gently o‘er his cheek and mouth,
As o’er a bed of roses the sweet south.

And every morn his colour freshlier came,

And every day help’d on his convalescence;

T was well, because health in the human frame
Is pleasant, besides being true love’s essence,
For health and idleness to passion’s flame

Are oil and gunpowder; and some good lessons
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus,
Without whom Venus will not long attack us.

While Venus fills the heart (without heart really
Love, though good always, is not quite so good),
Ceres presents a plate of vermicelli,—

For love must be sustain’d like flesh and blood,—
While Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly :
Eggs, oysters, too, are amatory food;

But who is their purveyor from above

Heaven knows,—it may be Neptune, Pan, or Jove.

When Juan woke he found some good things ready,
A bath, a breakfast, and the finest eyes

That ever made a youthful heart less steady,
Besides her maid’s as preity for their size;

But I have spoken of all this already—

And repetition ’s tiresome and unwise,—
Well—Juan, after bathing in the sea,

Came always back to coffee and Haidee.

Both were so young, and one so innocent,

That bathing pass’d for nothing; Juan seem’d

To her, as ‘twere, the kind of being sent,

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream’d,
A something to be loved, a creature meant

To be her happiness, and whom she deem’d

To render happy; all who joy would win

Must share it,—Happiness was born a twin.

It was such pleasure to behold him, such
Enlargement of existence to partake

Nature with him, to thrill beneath his touch,

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake :
To live with him forever were too much;

But then the thought of parting made her quake;

o
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He was her own, her ocean-treasure, cast
Like a rich wreck—her first love, and her last.

And thus a moon roll’'d on, and fair Haidee
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took -

Such plentiful precautions, that still he
Remain'd unknown within his craggy nook;
At last her father’s prows put out to sea

For certain merchantmen upon the look,
Not as of yore to carry off an Io,

But three Ragusan vessels, bound for Scio.

Then came her freedom, for she had no mother,
So that, her father being at sea, she was

Free as a married woman, or such other

Female, as where she likes may freely pass,
Without even the incumbrance of a brother,

The freest she that ever gazed on glass;

I speak of Christian lands in this comparison,
Where wives, at least, are seldom kept in garrison.

Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk

(For they must talk), and he had learnt to say

So much as to propose to take a walk,—

For little had he wander’'d since the day

On which, like a young flower snapp'd from the stalk,
Drooping and dewy on the beach he lay,—

And thus they walk’'d out in the afternoon,

And saw the sun set opposite the moon.

It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast,

With cliffs above, and a broad sandy shore,
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by an host,

With here and there a creek, whose aspect wore
A better welcome ta the tempest-tost;

And rarely ceased the haughty billow’s roar,
Save on the dead long summer days, which make
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake.

And the small ripple spilt upon the beach

Scarcely o'erpass'd the cream of your champagne,
When o'er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach,
That spring-dew of the spirit! the heart’s rain!

Few things surpass old wine; and they may preach
Who please,—the more because they preach in vain,—
Let us have wine and women, mirth and laughter,
Sermons and soda-water the day after. '
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Man, being reasonable, must get drunk;
The best of life is but intoxication :
Glory, the grape, love, gold, in these are sunk
The hopes of all men, and of every nation;
Without their sap, how branchless were the trunk
Of life’s strange tree, so fruitful on occasion :
But to return,—Get very drunk; and when
You wake with headache, you shall see what then.

Ring for your valet—bid him quickly bring
Some hock and soda-water, then you Il know

A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king;

For not the bless'd sherbet, sublimed with snow,
Nor the first sparkle of the desert-spring,

Nor Burgundy in all its sunset glow,

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter,

Vie with that draught of hock and soda-water.

The coast—I think it was the coast that

Was just describing—Yes, it was the coast—

Lay at this period quiet as the sky,

The sands untumbled, the blue waves untost,
And all was stillness, save the sea-bird’s cry,
And dolphin’s leap, and little billow crost

By some low rock or shelve, that made it fret

Against the boundary it scarcely wet.

And forth they wander’d, her sire being gone,

As I have said, upon an expedition;

And mother, brother, guardian, she had none,
Save Zoe, who, although with due precision

She waited on her lady with the sun,

Thought daily service was her only mission,
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses,
And asking now and then for cast-off dresses.

It was the cooling hour, just when the rounded
Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill,
Which then seems as if the whole earth it bounded,” |
Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and still,
With the far mountain-crescent half surrounded
On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill
Upon the other, and the rosy sky,

With one star sparkling through it like an eye.

And thus they wander'd forth, and hand in hand,
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Quer the shining pebbles and the shells,

Glided along the smooth and harden’d sand,

And in the worn and wild receptacles

Work'd by the storms, yet work’d as it were plann’d,
In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells,

They turn’'d to rest; and, each clasp’d by an arm,
Yielded to the deep twilight’s purple charm.

They look’d up to the sky, whose floating glow
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright;

They gazed upon the glittering sea below,

Whence the broad moon rose circling into sight;
They heard the wave’s splash, and the wind so low,
And saw each other’s dark eyes darting light

Into each other—and, beholding this,

Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss;

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth, and love,

And beauty, all concentrating like rays

Into one focus, kindled from above;

Such kisses as belong to early days,

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move,
And the blood s lava, and the pulse a blaze,

Each kiss a heart-quake,—for a kiss’s strength,
I'think, it must be reckon’d by its length.

By length I mean duration, theirs endured

Heaven knows how long—no doubt they never reckon’d;
And if they had, they could not have secured

The sum of their sensations to a second :

They had not spoken, but they felt allured,

As if their souls and lips each other beckon’d,

Which, being join'd, like swarming bees they clung—
Their hearts the flowers from whence the honey sprung.

They were alone, but not alone as they

Who shut in chambers think it loneliness;

The silent ocean, and the starlight bay,

The twilight glow which momently grew less,
The voiceless sands and dropping caves, that lay
Around them, made them to each other press,

As if there were no life beneath the sky

Save theirs, and that their life could never die.

They fear’d no eyes nor ears on that lone beach,
They felt no terrors from the night, they were
All in all to each other : though their speech



Was broken words, they thought a language there,—

And all the burning tongues the passions teach
Found in one sigh the best interpreter

Of nature’s oracle—first love,—that all

Which Eve has left her daughters since her fall.

Haidde spoke not of scruples, ask’d no vows,
Nor offer’d any, she had never heard

Of plight and promises to be a spouse,

Or perils by a loving maid incurr'd;

She was all which pure ignorance allows,
And flew to her young mate like a young bird;
And, never having dreamt of falsehood, she
Huad not one word to say of constancy.

She loved, and was beloved—she adored,

And she was worshipp'd; after nature’s fashion,
Their intense souls, into each other pour'd,

If souls could die, had perish’d in that passion,—
But by degrees their senses were restored,

Again to be o'ercome, again to dash on;

And, beating ‘gainst his bosom, Haidee’s heart
Felt as if never more to beat apart.

Alas! they were so young, so beautiful,

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour
Was that in which the heart is always full,
And, having o'er itself no further power,
Prompts deeds eternity can not annul,

But pays off moments in an endless shower
Of hell-fire—all prepared for people giving
Pleasure or pain to one another living.

Alas! for Juan and Haidee! they were

So loving and so lovely—till then never,
Excepting our first parents, such a pair

Had run the risk of being damn’d for ever;
And Haidee, being devout as well as fair,
Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river,
And hell and purgatory—but forgot

Just in the very crisis she should not.

They look upon each other, and their eyes

Gleam in the moonlight; and her white arm clasps
Round Juan’s head, and his around her lies

Half buried in the tresses which it grasps;

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his sighs,

!
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He hers, until they end in broken gasps;
And thus they form a group that ’s quite antique,
Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek.

And when those deep and burning moments pass‘d,
And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms,

She slept not, but all tenderly, though fast,
Sustain’d his head upon her bosom’s charms;

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast,

And then on the pale cheek her breast now warms,
Pillow'd on her o'erflowing heart, which pants
With all it granted, and with all it grants.

An infant when it gazes on a light,

A child the moment when it drains the breast,

A devotee when soars the Host in sight,

An Arab with a stranger for a guest,

A sailor when the prize has struck in fight,

A miser filling his most hoarded chest,

Feel rapture; but not such true joy are reaping

As they who watch o'er what they love while sleeping.

For there it lies so tranquil, so beloved,

All that it hath of life with us is living;

So gentle, stirless, helpless, and unmoved,

And all unconscious of the joy ’t is giving;

All it hath felt, inflicted, pass'd, and proved,
Hush'd into depths beyond the waicher’s diving :
There lies the thing we love with all its errors
And all its charms, like death without its terrors.

The lady watch’d her lover—and that hour

Of Love’s, and Night’s, and Ocean’s solitude,
O'erflow’d her soul with their united power;
Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude

She and her wave-worn love had made their bower,
Where nought upon their passion could intrude,
And all the stars that crowded the blue space

Saw nothing happier than her glowing face.

Alas! the love of women! it is known

To be a lovely and a fearful thing;

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown,
And if 't is lost, life hath no more to bring

To them but mockeries of the past alone,
And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring,
Deadly, and quick, and crushing; yet, as real



Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel.

They are right; for man, to man so oft unjust,

Is always so to women, one sole bond

Awaits them, treachery is all their trust;

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond
Over their idol, till some wealthier lust

Buys them in marriage—and what rests beyond?
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover,
Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all ’s over.

Some take a lover, some take drams or prayers,
Some mind their household, others dissipation,
Some run away, and but exchange their cares,
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station;
Few changes e’er can better their affairs,
Theirs beiﬁg an unnatural situation,

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel :

Some play the devil, and then write a novel.

Haidee was Nature's bride, and knew not this;
Haidee was Passion’s child, born where the sun
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss
Of his gazelle-eyed daughters; she was one
Made but to love, to feel that she was his

Who was her chosen : what was said or done
Elsewhere was nothing. She had naught to fear,
Hope, care, nor love, beyond, her heart beat here.

And oh! that quickening of the heart, that beat!
How much it costs us! yet each rising throb

Is in its cause as its effect so sweet,

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob

Joy of its alchymy, and to repeat

Fine truths; even Conscience, too, has a tough job
To make us understand each good old maxim,
So good—I wonder Castlereagh don’t tax em.

And now 't was done—on the lone shore were plighied
Their hearts; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed
Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted :

Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed,

By their own feelings hallow’d and united,

Their priest was Solitude, and they were wed :

And they were happy, for to their young eyes

Each was an angel, and earth paradise.
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Titus the master, Antony the slave,

Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor,
Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in whose grave
All those may leap who rather would be neuter
(Leucadia’s rock still overlooks the wave)—

O, Love! thou art the very god of evil,

For, after all, we cannot call thee devil.

Thou mak’st the chaste connubial state Dprecarious,
And jestest with the brows of mightiest men.
Caesar and Pompey, Mahomel, Belisarius,

Have much employ’d the muse of history’s pen;
Their lives and fortunes were extremely various,
Such worthies Time will never see again,

Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds,
They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds.

Thou mak’st philosophers, there ’s Epicurus

And Aristippus, a material crew!

Who to immoral courses would allure us

By theories quite practicable too;

If only from the devil they would insure us,

How pleasant were the maxim (not quite new),
‘Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest quail us?’
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus.

But Juan! had he quite forgotten Julia?

And should he have forgotten her so soon?

Ican’t but say it seems to me most truly
Perplexing question; but, no doubt, the moon
Does these things for us, and whenever newly
Strong palpitation rises, t is her boon,

Else how the devil is it that fresh features

Have such a charm for us poor human creatures?

I hate inconstancy—I loathe, detest,

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made

Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast

No permanent foundation can be laid;

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest,
And yet last night, being at @ masquerade,

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan,
Which gave me some sensations Iike a villain.

But soon Philosophy came to my aid,
And whisper’d, ‘Think of every sacred tie!’
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T will, my dear Philosophy!’ I said,

‘But then her teeth, and then, oh, Heaven! her eye!
Tl just inquire if she be wife or maid,

Or neither-out of curiosity.’

‘Stop?’ cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian
(Though she was masqued then as a fair Venetian);

‘Stop!’ so I stopp’d.—But to return : that which
Men call inconstancy is nothing more

Than admiration due where nature’s rich
Profusion with young beauty covers o'er

Some favour'd object; and as in the niche

A lovely statue we almost adore,

This sort of adoration. of the real

Is but a heightening of the beau ideal.’

*T is the perception of the beautiful,

A fine extension of the faculties,

Platonic, universal, wonderful,

Drawn from the stars, and filter'd through the skies,
Without which life would be extremely dull;

In short, it is the use of our own eyes,

With one or two small senses added, just

To hint that flesh is form'd of fiery dust.

Yet t is a painful feeling, and unwilling,

For surely if we always could perceive

In the same object graces quite as killing

As when she rose upon us like an Eve,

T would save us many a heartache, many a shilling
(For we must get them any how or grieve),

Whereas if one sole lady pleased for ever,

How pleasant for the heart as well as liver!

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven,

But changes night and day, too, like the sky;

Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven,

And darkness and destruction as on high :

But when it hath been scorch’d, and pierced, and riven,
Its storms expire in water-drops; the eye

Pours forth at last the heart’s blood turn’d to tears,
Which make the English climate of our years.

The liver is the lazaret of bile,

But very rarely executes its function,

For the first passion stays there such a while,
That all the rest creep in and form a junction,
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Life knots of vipers on a dunghill’s soil,—

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction,—
So that all mischiefs spring up from this entrail,
Like earthquakes from the hidden fire call’d ‘central’

In the mean time, without Droceeding more
In this anatomy, I ve finish'd now

Two hundred and odd stanzas as before,

That being about the number I Il allow

Each canto of the twelve, or lwenty-four;

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow,
Leaving Don Juan and Haidee to plead

For them and theirs with all who deign to read.

QUESTIONNARIES
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2 Multiple Choice Questions
1.

After Don Juan escapes from Constantinople, he is embroiled in the
battle of :

(a) Constantinople (b) Ismail
(c) Istanbul (d) Waterloo

After the Amundeville’s dinner, Byron brings up what subject as a teaser
for the following canto?

(a) Ghosts (b) Infidelity

(¢) Murder (d) Suicide

Byron mockingly dedicates Don Juan to what Poet Laureate?
(a) John Dryden (b) Robert Southey

(c) William Shakespeare (d) William Wordsworth

Byron’s depiction of the Amundeville’s Norman Abbey describes what
actual place in England?

(a) Byron’s Newstead Abbey (b} The Bronté Parsonage

(c) Westminster Abbey (d) Wordsworth’s Dove Cottage
Don Juan moves into HaidZe’s home because they believe what?
(2) HaidZe's husband has been jailed.

(b) Haidée’s father accepts Don Juan.

(c) Haidée'’s father has died.

(d) Haidée’s husband has died.

.- Finish this quotation : “Whom the gods love young,” was said of

yore, ...
(a) bear (b) die
(c) live forever (d) remain

In Canto I, Donna Julia and Don Alfonso are a mismatched couple
because

(a) Don Alfonso is much older than Donna Julia.



10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

(b) Don Alfonso is horribly ugly, but Donna Julia is exquisitely beautiful.
(c) Donna Julia comes from a wealthier family than Don Alfonso.
(d) Donna Julia was originally one of Don Alfonso’s slaves.

In Canto V, Don Juan tells Gulbeyaz that the only foot he will kiss belongs
to whom?

(a) Haidée (b) Jesus Christ

{c) The King of Spain (d) The Pope

In his description of the battle between the Russians and Turks, Byron
digresses into a story about what American?

(a) Andrew Jackson (b) Benjamin Franklin

(c) Daniel Boone (d) Davy Crockett

Lady Adeline believes that, if Don Juan is to be “saved,” he must be what?
(a) Christian (b) Destroyed

{(c) Married (d) Shamed

The Black Friar was actually whom in disguise?

(a) Aurora Raby (b} Duchess Fitz-Fulke

(c) Lady Adeline (d) Lord Henry

The survivors of the doomed Trinidada survive by eating all of the
following except

(a) Don Juan’s dog. (b) Don Juan’s tutor.

(c) Seaweed. (d) Their leather shoes and caps.
Who is Leila?

(a) Catherine the Great’s daughter

(b) Don Juan’s daughter

(¢) One of the sultan’s concubines

(d) The child Don Juan rescued in Ismail

Who sings the ballad of the Black Friar? .
(a) Aurora Raby (b) Duchess Fitz-Fulke
(c) Lady Adeline (d) Lord Henry

Why was Don Juan sent to St. Petersburgh?

(a) To ask for more military supplies

{b) To be executed

(c) To become a slave of the Czarina

(d) To deliver news of conquest to the Czarina

Which of the following represents the rhyme scheme in ottava rima?

(a) A-B-C-A-B-C-D-D (b) A-A-B-B-C-C-D-D

(¢) A-B-A-B-C-D-C-D (d) A-B-A-B-A-B-C-C
With whom does Don Juan have his first affair?

(a) Haidee (b) Leila

{c) Donna Julia (d) Catherine the Great
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9.

(a) Stanzas (b) Chapters

(c) Cantos (d) Books
19. To whom is ‘Don Juan’ derisively dedicated?

(a) John Keats (b) Percy Bysshe Shelley

(¢) William Wordsworth (d) Robert Southey
20. Don Juan is viewed as a hero for which nation in the Battle of Ismail?

“(a) Portugal (b) Turkey
(c¢) England (d) Russia

© Short Answers Type Questions
1.

What makes Don Juan a hero? What makes him an antihero?

Why does Don Juan leave Spain? What parts of the poem give'you your
idea?

Who is the main character of this poem, Don Juan or Byron's clever
narrator? Why do you think so?

Do you think Don Juan is racist toward Turkish people and/or Muslims?
Why or why not?

Why does Byron make so many digressions from his main plot? What
sorts of things does he rant about the most?

What do you think happens between Don Juan and the Duchess
Fitz-Fulke at the end of this poem?

What do you think Byron would have written if he had lived to add more
to Don Juan? Why or why not?

2 Long Answers Type Questions
1.

Don Juan has sometimes been called an epic. Look up some definitions of
epic and decide whether Don Juan may properly be called an epic or not.
Read Tirso de Molina’s play The Rogue of Seville and write an essay
comparing and contrasting de Molina’s play and Byron’s poem about Don
Juan.

What is the controlling idea of Byron’s Don Juan?

Look up some definitions of picaresque novel and write an essay on Don
Juan as picaresque novel.

Judging from Don Juan, what are Byron’s views on man? Provide
evidence.

Determine the kind and amount of realism in Don Juan.

Judging from what he says about himself in Don Juan, what is Byron’s
philosophy of life?

Read the chapters on the history of the realistic novel in a standard
history of the novel and decide whether or not Don Juan can be
considered a realistic novel in verse.

Is Don Juan an interesting main character for a narrative poem? Supply
evidence in support of your opinion.

10. Isit true that Don Juan is merely a character to whom things happen?



11.

12.

13.

_is the most interesting and give the reasons why.
14.
15.
16.

17.

18.

19.

20.
21.
22,
23.

24.

25.

26.

Discuss Byron’s use of digression in Don Juan. Is it a welcome addition to
his narrative or does it weaken Don Juan as a poem? Compare Henry
Fielding’s use of digression in Tom Jones with Byron’s use of digression in
Don Juan.

Keeping in mind the total narrative content of Don Juan, sketch a suitable
conclusion for the poem that will be consistent with the character of Don
Juan. .

Write an essay on the male characters in Don Juan. Decide which of them

Write an essay on the female characters in Don Juan. Decide which of
them is the most interesting and give the reasons why.

In your opinion, is Byron more successful in creating female characters
than he is in creating male characters? Supply evidence.

Would Byron’s Don Juan be more interesting and entertaining if written in
prose?

Read three other treatments of the Don Juan legend, including the one in
George Bernard Shaw’s Man and Superman, and compare them with
Byron’s Don Juan.

What is the best episode in Don Juan from every point of view? Supply
evidence to support your opinion.

What image of Byron as an individual emerges from a reading of Don
Juan? Is this image consistent with that to be found in any good biography
of Byron?

Compare and contrast Byron's Don Juan with his Childe Harold’s
Pilgrimage. ‘

Discuss the part played by Donna Inez in the formation of Don Juan’s
character.

Read a reliable account of the life of Catherine the Great of Russia and
decide whether Byron’s characterization is historically accurate or not.
Read a reliable account of the life of Marshal Suvaroff (Suvorov) and decide
whether Byron’s characterization is historically accurate or not.

What is the value of dialogue in narrative? How much dialogue does Byron
use in Don Juan? Which canto contains the most dialogue? Compare that
canto in literary quality with the others.

Make a list of the people satirized in Don Juan. For what faults does Byron
satirize them?

Make a list of the subjects Byron makes digressive comments on in Don
Juan.

ANSWERS

2 Multiple Choice Questions
1.(b) 2.(a) 3.(b) 4 (@ 5@ & G 7.(a) 8.() 9. 10.()

1. (b) 12. (¢) 13.(d) 14.(c) 15. (d) 16.(d) 17.(c) 18.(c) 19.(d) =20. (d)

Loard Byron
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CHAPTER

4

HYPERION AND THE FALL OF HYPERION

(John Keats)

164 Self-Instructional Material

Book |

Deep in the shady sadness of a vale

Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn,
Far from the fiery noon, and eve’s one star,

Sat gray-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone,

Still as the silence round about his lair;

Forest on forest hung about his head

Like cloud on cloud. No stir of air was there,
Not so much life as on a summer’s day

Robs not one light seed from the feather’d grass,
But where the dead leaf fell, there did it rest.

A stream went voiceless by, still deadened more
By reason of his fallen divinity v
Spreading a shade : the Naiad 'mid her reeds
Press’d her cold finger closer to her lips.

Along the margin-sand large foot-marks went,

No further than to where his feet had stray’d,

And slept there since. Upon the sodden ground
His old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead,
Unscepired; and his realmless eves were closed;
While his bow’d head seem’d list’ning to the Earth,
His ancient mother, for some comfort yel.

It seem’d no force could wake him from his place;
But there came one, who with a kindred hand
Touch'd his wide shoulders, after bending low
With reverence, though to one who knew it not.
She was a Goddess of the infant world;

By her in stature the tall Amazon

Had stood a pigmy’s height; she would have ta’en
Achilles by the hair and bent his neck;

Or with a finger stay'd Ixion’s wheel,



Her face was large as that of Memphian sphinx, John Keats
Pedestal’d haply in a palace court,

When sages look’d to Egypt for their lore.

But oh! how unlike marble was that face :
How beautiful, if sorrow had not made
Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self.
There was a listening fear in her regard,.

As if calamity had but begun,

As if the vanward clouds of evil days

Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear
Was with its stored thunder labouring up.
One hand she press’d upon that aching spot
Where beats the human heart, as if just there,
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain :

The other upon Saturn’s bended neck

She laid, and to the level of his ear

Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake
In solemn tenour and deep organ tone :

Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue
Would come in these like accents; O how frail
To that large utterance of the early Gods!
“Saturn, look up '—though wherefore, poor old King?
I have no comfort for thee, no not.one:

I cannot say, “O wherefore sleepest thou?”
For heaven is parted from thee, and the earth
Knows thee not, thus afflicted, for a God;
And ocean too, with all its solemn noise,

Has from thy sceptre pass'd; and all the air
Is emptied of thine hoary majesty.

Thy thunder, conscious of the new command,
Rumbles reluctant o'er our fallen house;

And thy sharp lightning in unpractis'd hands
Scorches and burns our once serene domain.
O aching time! O moments big as years!

All as ye pass swell out the monstrous truth,
And press it so upon our weary griefs

That unbelief has not a space to breathe.
Saturn, sleep on : —O thoughtless, why did I
Thus violate thy slumbrous solitude?

Why should I ope thy melancholy eyes?
Saturn, sleep on! while at thy feet I weep.”
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As when, upon a tranced summer-night,

Those green-rob’d senators of mighty woods,
Tall oaks, branch-charmed by the earnest stars,
Dream, and so dream all night without a stir,
Save from one gradual solitary gust

Which comes upon the silence, and dies off,

As if the ebbing air had but one wave;

So came these words and went; the while in tears
She touch’d her fair large forehead to the ground,
Just where her falling hair might be outspread
A soft and silken mat for Saturn’s feet.

One moon, with alteration slow, had shed

Her silver seasons four upon the night,

And still these two were postured motionless,
Like natural sculpture in cathedral cavern;

The frozen God still couchant on the earth,

And the sad Goddess weeping at his feet :

Until at length old Saturn lifted up

His faded eyes, and saw his kingdom gone,

And all the gloom and sorrow of the place,

And that fair kneeling Goddess; and then spake,
As with a palsied tongue, and while his beard
Shook horrid with such aspen-malady :

“O tender spouse of gold Hyperion,

Thea, I feel thee ere I see thy face;

Look up, and let me see our doom in it;

Look up, and tell me if this feeble shape

Is Saturn’s; tell me, if thou hear’st the voice

Of Saturn, tell me, if this wrinkling brow,
Naked and bare of its great diadem,

Peers like the front of Saturn. Who had power
To make me desolate? whence came the strength?
How was it nurtur'd to such bursting forth,
While Fate seem’d strangled in my nervous grasp?
But it is so, and I am smother'd up,

And buried from all godlike exercise

Of influence benign on planets pale,.

Of admonitions to the winds and seas,

Of peaceful sway above man’s harvesting,

And all those acts which Deity supreme

Doth ease its heart of love in.—I am gone



Away from my own bosom : I have left

My strong identity, my real self,

Somewhere between the throne, and where I sit
Here on this spot of earth. Search, Thea, search !
Open thine eyes eterne, and sphere them round
Upon all space : space starr’d, and lorn of light;
Space region’d with life-air; and barren void;
Spaces of fire, and all the yawn of hell.—
Search, Thea, search! and tell me, if thou seest
A certain shape or shadow, making way

With wings or chariot fierce to repossess

A heaven he lost erewhile : it must—it must

Be of ripe progress—Saturn must be King.

Yes, there must be a golden viclory;

There must be Gods thrown down, and irumpets blown -

Of triumph calm, and hymns of festival
Upon the gold clouds metropolitan,

Voices of soft proclaim, and silver stir

Of strings in hollow shells; and there shall be
Beautiful things made new, for the surprise
Of the sky-children; I will give command :
Thea! Thea! Thea! where is Saturn?”

This passion lifted him upon his feet,

And made his hands to struggle in the air,
His Druid locks to shake and ooze with sweal,
His eyes to fever out, his voice to cease.

He stood, and heard not Thea'’s sobbing deep;
A Little time, and then again he snatch’'d
Utterance thus.—“But cannot I create?
Cannot I form? Cannot I fashion forth
Another world, another universe,

To overbear and crumble this to nought?
Where is another chaos? Where?”—That word
Found way unto Olympus, and made quake
The rebel three—Thea was startled up,

And in her bearing was a sort of hope,

As thus she quick-voic’d spake, yet full of awe.
“This cheers our fallen house : come to our friends,
O Saturn! come away, and give them heart;

I know the covert, from thence came I hither.”

Thus brief: then with beseeching eyes she went

John Keats
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He follow’d, and she turn’d to lead the way
Through aged boughs, that yielded like the mist
Which eagles cleave upmounting from their nest.

Meanwhile in other realms big tears were shed,
More sorrow like to this, and such like woe,

Too huge for mortal tongue or pen of scribe :
The Titans fierce, self-hid, or prison-bound,
Groan’d for the old allegiance once more,

And listen’d in sharp pain for Saturn’s voice.
But one of the whole mammoth-brood still kept
His sov’reignty, and rule, and majesty,—
Blazing Hyperion on his orbed fire

Still sat, still snuff'd the incense, teeming up
From man to the sun’s God; yet unsecure :

For as among us mortals omens drear

Fright and perplex, so also shuddered he—

Not at dog’s howl, or gloom-bird’s hated screech,
Or the familiar visiting of one

Upon the first toll of his passing bell,

Or prophesyings of the midnight lamp;

But horrors, portion'd to a giant nerve,

Oft made Hyperion ache. His palace bright
Bastion'd with pyramids of glowing gold,

And touch’d with shade of bronzed obelisks,
Glar'd a blood-red through all its thousand courts,
Arches, and domes, and fiery galleries;

And all its curtains of Aurorian clouds

Flush'd angerly : while sometimes eagle’s wings,
Unseen before by Gods or wondering men,
Darken'd the place; and neighing steeds were heard,
Not heard before by Gods or wondering men.
Also, when he would taste the spicy wreaths

Of incense, breath’d aloft from sacred hills,
Instead of sweets, his ample palate took

Savour of poisonous brass and metal sick :

And so, when harbour'd in the sleepy west,
After the full completion of fair day,—

For rest divine upon exalted couch

And slumber in the arms of melody,

He pac’d away the pleasant hours of ease
168 Self-Instructional Material



With stride colossal, on from hall to hall;
While far within each aisle and deep recess,
His winged minions in close clusters stood,
Amaz'd and full of fear; like anxious men
Who on wide plains gather in panting troops,

When earthquakes jar their battlements and towers.

Even now, while Saturn, rous’d from icy trance,
Went step for step with Thea through the woods,
Hyperion, leaving twilight in the rear,

Came slope upon the threshold of the west;
Then, as was wont, his palace-door flew ope

In smoothest silence, save what solemn tubes,
Blown by the serious Zephyrs, gave of sweet
And wandering sounds, slow-breathed melodies;
And like a rose in vermeil tint and shape,

In fragrance soft, and coolness to the eye,

That inlet to severe magnificence

Stood full blown, for the God to enter in.

He enter’d, but he enter'd full of wrath;

His flaming robes stream’d out beyond his heels,
And gave a roar, as if of earthly fire,

That scar’d away the meek ethereal Hours

And made their dove-wings tremble. On he flared,
From stately nave to nave, from vault to vaullt,
Through bowers of fragrant and enwreathed light,
And diamond-paved lustrous long arcades,

Until he reach’d the great main cupola;

There standing fierce beneath, he stampt his foot,
And from the basements deep to the high towers
Jarr'd his own golden region; and before

The quavering thunder thereupon had ceas’d,
His voice leapt out, despite of godlike curb,

To this result - “O dreams of day and night!

O monstrous forms! O effigies of pain!

O spectres busy in a cold, cold gloom!

O lank-ear'd Phantoms of black-weeded pools!
Why do I know ye? why have I seen ye? why

Is my eternal essence thus distraught

To see and to behold these horrors new?

Saturn is fallen, am I too to fall?

Am I to leave this haven of my rest,

John Keats
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This cradle of my glory, this soft clime,

This calm luxuriance of blissful light,

These crystalline pavilions, and pure fanes,

Of all my lucent empire? It is left

Deserted, void, nor any haunt of mine.

The blaze, the splendour, and the symmetry,

I cannot see—but darkness, death and darkness.
Even here, into my centre of repose,

The shady visions come to domineer,

Insult, and blind, and stifle up my pomp.—
Falll—No, by Tellus and her briny robes!

Quer the fiery frontier of my realms

I will advance a terrible right arm

Shall scare that infant thunderer, rebel Jove, |
And bid old Saturn take his throne again.”—
He spake, and ceas’d, the while a heavier threat
Held struggle with his throat but came not forth;
For as in the theatres of crowded men

Hubbub increases more they call out “Hush!”
So at Hyperion's words the Phantoms pale
Bestirr'd themselves, thrice horrible and cold;
And from the mirror'd level where he stood

A mist arose, as from a scummy marsh.

At this, through all his bulk an agony

Crept gradual, from the feet unto the crown,
Like a lithe serpent vast and muscular

Making slow way, with head and neck convuls’d
From over-strained might. Releas'd, he fled

7o the eastern gates, and full six dewy hours
Before the dawn in season due should blush,

He breath’d fierce breath against the sleepy portals,
Clear'd them of heavy vapours, burst them wide
Suddenly on the ocean’s chilly streams.

The planet orb of fire, whereon he rode

Each day from east to west the heavens through,
Spun round in sable curtaining of clouds;

Nor therefore veiled quite, blindfold, and hid,

But ever and anon the glancing spheres,

Circles, and arcs, and broad-belting colure,

Glow'd through, and wrought upon the muffling dark
Sweet-shaped lightnings from the nadir deep



Up to the zenith,—hieroglyphics old

Which sages and keen-ey'd astrologers

Then living on the earth, with labouring thought
Won from the gaze of many centuries :

Now lost, save what we find on remnants huge
Of stone, or marble swart; their import gone,
Their wisdom long since fled.—Two wings this orb
Possess’d for glory, two fair argent wings,

Ever exalted at the God’s approach :

And now, from forth the gloom their plumes immense
Rose, one by one, till all outspreaded were;

While still the dazzling globe maintain’d eclipse,
Awaiting for Hyperion’s command.

Fain would he have commanded, fain took throne
And bid the day begin, if but for change.

He might not : —No, though a primeval God :
The sacred seasons might not be disturb’d.
Therefore the operations of the dawn

Stay’d in their birth, even as here ’tis told.

Those silver wings expanded sisterly,

Eager to sail their orb; the porches wide

Open’d upon the dusk demesnes of night;

And the bright Titan, phrenzied with new woes,
Unus'd to bend, by hard compulsion bent

His spﬁ'rit to the sorrow of the time;

And all along a dismal rack of clouds,

Upon the boundaries of day and night,

He stretch’d himself in grief and radiance faint.
There as he lay, the Heaven with its stars
Look’d down on him with pity, and the voice

Of Coelus, from the universal space,

Thus whisper'd low and solemn in his ear.

“O brightest of my children dear, earth-born
And sky-engendered, Son of Mysteries

All unrevealed even to the powers

Which met at thy creating; at whose joys

And palpitations sweet, and pleasures soft,

1, Coelus, wonder, how they came and whence;
And at the fruits thereof what shapes they be,.
Distincet, and visible; symbols divine,
Manifestations of that beauteous life

John Keats
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Of these new-form’d art thou, oh brightest child!
Of these, thy brethren and the Goddesses!

There is sad feud among ve, and rebellion

Of son against his sire. I saw him fall,

I saw my first-born tumbled from his throne!

To me his arms were spread, to me his voice
Found way from forth the thunders round his head!
Pale wox I, and in vapours hid my face

Art thou, too, near such doom? vague fear there is :
For I have seen my sons most unlike Gods.
Divine ye were created, and divine

In sad demeanour, solemn, undisturb'd,
Unruffled, like high Gods, ye liv'd and ruled :
Now I behold in you fear, hope, and wrath;
Actions of rage and passion; even as

I see them, on the mortal world beneath,

In men who die.—This is the grief, O Son!

Sad sign of ruin, sudden dismay, and fall!

Yet do thou strive; as thou art capable,

As thou canst move about, an evident God;

And canst oppose to each malignant hour
Ethereal presence : —I am but a voice;

My life is but the life of winds and tides,

No more than winds and tides can I avail :—
But thou canst.—Be thou therefore in the van
Of circumstance; yea, seize the arrow’s barb
Before the tense string murmur.—To the earth!
For there thou wilt find Saturn and his woes.
Meanwhile I will keep watch on thy bright sun,
And of thy seasons be a careful nurse.”—

Ere half this region-whisper had come down,
Hyperion arose, and on the stars

Lifted his curved lids, and kept them wide

Until it ceas’'d; and still he kept them wide :
And still they were the same bright, patient stars.
Then with a slow incline of his broad breast,
Like to a diver in the pearly seas,

Forward he stoop’d over the airy shore,

And plung’d all noiseless into the deep night.
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The Fall of Hyperion—A Dream
Canto |
Fanatics have their dreams, wherewith they weave
A paradise for a sect; the savage too
From forth the loftiest fashion of his sleep
Guesses at Heaven; pity these have nol
Trac’d upon vellum or wild Indian leaf
The shadows of melodious utterance.
But bare of laurel they live, dream, and die;
For Poesy alone can tell her dreams,
With the fine spell of words alone can save
Imagination from the sable charm
And dumb enchantment. Who alive can say,
‘Thou art no Poet may’st not tell thy dreams?’
Since every man whose soul is not a clod
Hath visions, and would speak, if he had loved
And been well nurtured in his mother tongue.
Whether the dream now purpos’d to rehearse
Be poet’s or fanatic’s will be known
When this warm scribe my hand is in the grave.

Methought I stood where trees of every clime,
Palm, myrtle, oak, and sycamore, and beech,

With plantain, and spice blossoms, made a screen;
In neighbourhood of fountains, by the noise

Soft showering in my ears, and, by the touch

Of scent, not far from roses. Turning round

I saw an arbour with a drooping roof

Of trellis vines, and bells, and larger blooms,

Like floral censers swinging light in air;

Before its wreathed doorway, on a mound

Of moss, was spread a feast of summer fruits,
Which, nearer seen, seem’d refuse of a meal

By angel tasted or our Mother Eve;

For empty shells were scattered on the grass,

And grape stalks but half bare, and remnants more,
Sweet smelling, whose pure kinds I could not know.
Still was more plenty than the fabled horn

Thrice emptied could pour forth, at banqueting
For Proserpine return’d to her own fields,

Where the white heifers low. And appetite

More yearning than on earth I ever felt

John Keats
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Growing within, I ate deliciously;

And, after not long, thirsted, for thereby

Stood a cool vessel of transparent juice

Sipp’d by the wander'd bee, the which I took,
And, pledging all the mortals of the world,
And all the dead whose names are in our lips,
Drank. That full draught is parent of my theme.
No Asian poppy nor elixir fine '
Of the soon fading jealous Caliphat,

No poison gender'd in close monkish cell

To thin the scarlet conclave of old men,

Could so have rapt unwilling life away.
Among the fragrant husks and berries crush’d,
Upon the grass I struggled hard against

The domineering potion; but in vain :

The cloudy swoon came on, and down I sunk
Like a Silenus on an antigue vase.

How long I slumber’d ‘tis a chance to guess.
When sense of life return’d, I started up

As if with wings; but the fair trees were gone,
The mossy mound and arbour were no more :
I look’d around upon the carved sides

Of an old sanctuary with roof august,

Builded so high, it seem'd that filmed clouds
Might spread beneath, as o'er the stars of heaven;
So old the place was, I remember’d none

The like upon the earth : what I had seen

Of grey cathedrals, buttress’d walls, rent towers,
The superannuations of sunk realms,

Or Nature’s rocks toil’d hard in waves and winds,
Seem’d but the faulture of decrepit things

To that eternal domed monument.

Upon the marble at my feet there lay

Store of strange vessels and large draperies,
Which needs had been of dyed asbestos wove,
Or in that place the moth could not corrupt,
So white the linen, so, in some, distinct

Ran imageries from a sombre loom.

All in a mingled heap confus'd there lay
Robes, golden tongs, censer and chafing dish,
Girdles, and chains, and holy jewelries.



Turning from these with awe, once more Iraisd
My eyes lo fathom the space every way;

The embossed roof, the silent massy range

Of columns north and south, ending in mist

Of nothing, then to eastward, where black gates
Were shut against the sunrise evermore.

Then to the west I look’d, and saw far off

An image, huge of feature as a cloud,

At level of whose feet an altar slept,

To be approach’d on either side by steps,

And marble balustrade, and patient travail

To count with toil the innumerable degrees.
Towards the altar sober paced I went,
Repressing haste, as too unholy there;

And, coming nearer, saw beside the shrine

One minist’ring; and there arose a flame.

When in mid May the sickening East wind
Shifts sudden to the south, the small warm rain
Melts out the frozen incense from all flowers,
And fills the air with so much pleasant health
That even the dying man forgets his shroud;
Even so that lofty sacrificial fire,

Sending forth Maian incense, spread around
Forgetfulness of everything but bliss,

And clouded all the altar with soft smoke,

From whose white fragrant curtains thus I heard
Language pronounc’d : 'If thou canst not ascend
"These steps, die on that marble where thou art.
Thy flesh, near cousin to the common dust,
"Will parch for lack of nutriment thy bones

"Will wither in few years, and vanish so

That not the quickest eye could find a grain

‘Of what thou now art on that pavement cold.
"The sands of thy short life are spent this hour,
’And no hand in the universe can turn

‘Thy hourglass, if these gummed leaves be burnt
‘Bre thou canst mount up these immortal steps.’
I heard, I look’d : two senses both at once,

So fine, so subtle, felt the tyranny

Of that fierce threat and the hard task proposed.
Prodigious seem’d the loil, the leaves were yet

John Keats
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Burning when suddenly a palsied chill

Struck from the paved level up my limbs,

And was ascending quick to put cold grasp
Upon those streams that pulse beside the throat :
I shriek'd; and the sharp anguish of my shriek
Stung m:'y own ears I strove hard to escape

The numbness; strove to gain the lowest step.
Slow, heavy, deadly was my pace : the cold
Grew stifling, suffocating, at the heart;

And when I clasp’d my hands I felt them not.
One minute before death, my iced foot touch’d
The lowest stair; and as it touch’d, life seem’d
To pour in at the toes : I mounted up,

As once fair angels on a ladder flew

From the green turf to Heaven. ‘Holy Power,’
Cried I, approaching near the horned shrine,
‘What am I that should so be saved from death?
'What am I that another death come not

To choke my utterance sacrilegious here?’

Then said the veiled shadow Thou hast felt
"'What ‘tis to die and live again before

"Thy fated hour. That thou hadst power to do so
Is thy own safety; thou hast dated on

Thy doom.’ ‘High Prophetess,’ said I, ‘purge off,
Benign, if so it please thee, my mind’s film.’
‘None can usurp this height,’ return’d that shade,
‘But those to whom the miseries of the world
‘Are misery, and will not let them rest.

‘All else who find a haven in the world,

"Where they may thoughtless sleep away their days,
If by a chance into this fane they come,

‘Rot on the pavement where thou rottedst half.’
Are there not thousands in the world,” said I,
Encourag’d by the sooth voice of the shade,
'Who love their fellows even to the death,

‘Who feel the giant agony of the world;

‘And more, like slaves to poor humanity,
‘Labour for mortal good? I sure should see
‘Other men here; but I am here alone.’

Those whom thou spak’st of are no vision’ries,’
Rejoin’d that voice; ‘they are no dreamers weak;



‘They seek no wonder but the human face,

‘No music but a happy noted voice;

"They come not here, they have no thought to come;
‘And thou art here, for thou art less than they :
‘What benefit canst thou do, or all thy tribe,

"To the great world? Thou art a dreaming thing,
‘A fever of thyself think of the Earth;

"What bliss even in hope is there for thee?

‘What haven? every creature hath its home;
’Every sole man hath days of joy and pain,
Whether his labours be sublime or low

"The pain alone; the joy alone; distinct :

’‘Only the dreamer venoms all his days,
‘Bearing more woe than all his sins deserve.
"Therefore, that happiness be somewhat shar'd,
‘Such things as thou art are admitted oft

‘Into like gardens thou didst pass erewhile,
’And suffer’d in these temples : for that cause
‘Thou standest safe beneath this statue’s knees.’
‘That I am favour'd for unworthiness,

‘By such propitious parley medicin’'d

"In sickness not ignoble, I rejoice,

‘Aye, and could weep for love of such award.”
So answer’d I, continuing, ’If it please,
"Majestic shadow, tell me : sure not all

'Those melodies sung into the world’s ear

’Are useless : sure a poet is a sage;

‘A humanist, physician to all men.

'That I am none I feel, as vultures feel

"They are no birds when eagles are abroad.
‘What am I then? Thou spakest of my tribe :
‘What tribe?’ The tall shade veil'd in drooping white
Then spake, so much more earnest, that the breath
Moved the thin linen folds that drooping hung
About a golden censer from the hand

Pendent. ‘Art thou not of the dreamer tribe?
"The poet and the dreamer are distinct,

’Diverse, sheer opposite, antipodes.

'The one pours out a balm upon the world,

‘The other vexes it.” Then shouted I

Spite of myself, and with a Pythia’s spleen,
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‘Apollo! faded! O far flown Apollo!

"‘Where is thy misty pestilence to creep

Into the dwellings, through the door crannies
‘Of all mock lyrists, large self worshipers,

‘And careless Hectorers in proud bad verse.
"Though I breathe death with them it will be life
"To see them sprawl before me into graves.
‘Majestic shadow, tell me where I am,

"Whose altar this; for whom this incense curls;
"'What image this whose face I cannot see,

"For the broad marble knees; and who thou art,
‘Of accent feminine so courteous?’

Then the tall shade, in drooping linens veil'd,
Spoke out, so much more earnest, that her breath
Stirr'd the thin folds of gauze that drooping hung
About a golden censer from her hand

Pendent; and by her voice I knew she shed

Long treasured tears. "This temple, sad and lone,
Is all spar’d from the thunder of a war
‘Foughten long since by giant hierarchy

‘Against rebellion ; this old image here,

"Whose carved features wrinkled as he fell,

Is Saturn’s; I Moneta, left supreme

‘Sole priestess of this desolation.’

I had no words to answer, for my tongue,
Useless, could find about its roofed home

No syllable of a fit majesty

To make rejoinder to Moneta’s mourn.

There was a silence, while the altar’s blaze

Was fainting for sweet food : I look’d thereon,
And on the paved floor, where nigh were piled
Faggots of cinnamon, and many heaps

Of other crisped spice wood then again

I look’d upon the altar, and its horns

Whiten'd with ashes, and its lang’rous flame,
And then upon the offerings again;

And so by turns till sad Moneta cried,

"The sacrifice is done, but not the less

'Will I be kind to thee for thy good will.

"My power, which to me is still a curse,

‘Shall be to thee a wonder; for the scenes



'Still swooning vivid through my globed brain
‘With an electral changing misery

"Thou shalt with those dull mortal eyes behold,
‘Free from all pain, if wonder pain thee not.’
As near as an immortal’s sphered words

Could to a mother’s soften, were these last :
And yet I had a terror of her robes,

And chiefly of the veils, that from her brow
Hung pale, and curtain’d her in mysteries

That made my heart too small to hold its blood.
This saw that Goddess, and with sacred hand
Parted the veils. Then saw I a wan face,

Not pin'd by human sorrows, but bright blanch'd
By an immortal sickness which kills not;

It works a constant change, which happy death
Can put no end to; deathwards progressing

To no death was that visage; it had passd

The lily and the snow; and beyond these

I must not think now, though I saw that face
But for her eyes I should have fled away.

They held me back, with a benignant light

Soft mitigated by divinest lids

Half closed, and visionless entire they seem’d
Of all external things; they saw me not,

But in blank splendour beam’d like the mild moon,
Who comforts those she sees not, who knows not
What eyes are upward cast. As I had found

A grain of gold upon a mountain side,

And twing’d with avarice strain’d out my eyes
To search its sullen entrails rich with ore,

So at the view of sad Moneta’s brow

I ach’d to see what things the hollow brain
Behind enwombed : what high tragedy

In the dark secret chambers of her skull

Was acting, that could give so dread a stress
To her cold lips, and fill with such a light

Her planetary eyes, and touch her voice

With such a sorrow ’Shade of Memory!’

Cried I, with act adorant at her feet,

"By all the gloom hung round thy fallen house,
‘By this last temple, by the golden age,
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‘By great Apollo, thy dear Foster Child,

‘And by thyself, forlorn divinity,

"The pale Omega of a withered race,

‘Let me behold, according as thou saidst,

What in thy brain so ferments to and frol’

No sooner had this conjuration pass'd

My devout lips, than side by side we stood
(Like a stunt bramble by a solemn pine)

Deep in the shady sadness of a vale,

Far sunken from the healthy breath of morn,
Far from the fiery noon and eve’s one star.
Onward I look’d beneath the gloomy boughs,
And saw, what first I thought an image huge,
Like to the image pedestal'd so high

In Saturn’s temple. Then Moneta’s voice

Came brief upon mine ear ‘So Saturn sat
When he had lost his realms’ whereon there grew
A power within me of enormous ken

To see as a god sees, and take the depth

Of things as nimbly as the outward eye

Can size and shape pervade. The lofty theme
At those few words hung vast before my mind,
With half unravel'd web. I set myself

Upon an eagle’s watch, that [ might see,

And secing ne'er forget. No stir of life

Was in this shrouded vale, not so much air

As in the zoning of a summer’s day

Robs not one light seed from the feather'd grass,
But where the dead leaf fell there did it rest.

A stream went voiceless by, still deaden’d more
By reason of the fallen divinity

Spreading more shade; the Naiad ‘mid her reeds
Press’d her cold finger closer to her lips.

Along the margin sand large footmarks went
No farther than to where old Saturn’s feet
Had rested, and there slept, how fong a sleep!
Degraded, cold, upon the sodden ground

His old right hand lay nerveless, listless, dead,
Unsceptred; and his realmless eyes were closd,
While his bow’d head seem’d listening to the Earth,
His ancient mother, for some comfort yet,



It seem’d no force could wake him from his place;
But there came-one who with a kindred hand
Touch’d his wide shoulders after bending low
With reverence, though to one who knew it not.
Th'en came the griev’d voice of Mnemosyne,

And griev'd I hearken'd. "That divinity

"Whom thou saw’st step from yon forlornest wood,
'"And with slow pace approach our fallen King,

Is Thea, softest natur'd of our brood.’

I mark’d the Goddess in fair statuary
Surpassing wan Moneta by the head,

And in her sorrow nearer woman’s tears.

There was a listening fear in her regard,

As if calamity had but begun;

As if the vanward clouds of evil days

Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear

Was with its stored thunder labouring up.

One hand she press’d upon that aching spot
Where beats the human heart, as if just there,
Though an immortal, she felt cruel pain;

The other upon Saturn’s bended neck

She laid, and to the level of his hollow ear
Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake
In solemn tenor and deep organ tune;

Some mourning words, which in our feeble tongue
Would come in this like accenting; how frail

To that large utterance of the early Gods!
‘Saturn! look up and for what, poor lost King?

T have no comfort for thee; no not one;

T cannot cry, Wherefore thus sleepest thou?

'For Heauen. is parted from thee, and the Earth
‘Knows thee not, so afflicted, for a God;

’And Ocean too, with all its solemn noise,

'Has from thy sceptre pass'd, and all the air

'Is emptied of thine hoary majesty :

Thy thunder, captious at the new command,
‘Rumbles reluctant o’er our fallen house;

‘And thy sharp lightning, in unpracticed hands,
‘Scorches and burns our once serene domain.
'With such remorseless speed still come new woes,

‘That unbelief has not a space to breathe.
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‘Saturn! sleep on : Me thoughtless, why should I
Thus violate thy slumbrous solitude?

"Why should I ope thy melancholy eyes?

‘Saturn, sleep on, while at thy feet I weep.’

As when upon a tranced summer night

Forests, branch charmed by the earnest stars,
Dream, and so dream all night without a roise,
Save from one gradual solitary gust,

Swelling upon the silence; dying off:

As if the ebbing air had but one wave;

So came these words, and went; the while in tears
She press'd her fair large forehead to the earth,
Just where her fallen hair might spread in curls
A soft and silken mat for Saturn’s feet.

Long, long those two were postured motionless,
Like sculpture builded up upon the grave

Of their own power. A long awful time

I look’d upon them : still they were the same;
The frozen God still bending to the earth,

And the sad Goddess weeping at his feet,
Moneta silent. Without stay or prop

But my own weak mortality, I bore

The load of this eternal quietude,

The unchanging gloom, and the three fixed shapes
Ponderous upon my senses, a whole moon.

For by my burning brain I measured sure

Her silver seasons shedded on the night,

And ever day by day methought I grew

More gaunt and ghostly. Oftentimes I pray’d
Intense, that Death would take me from the vale
And all its burthens gasping with despair

Of change, hour after hour I curs'd myself:
Until old Saturn rais’d his faded eyes,

And look’d around and saw his kingdom gone,
And all the gloom and sorrow of the place,

And that fair kneeling Goddess at his feet.

As the moist scent of flowers, and grass, and leaves
Fills forest dells with a pervading air,

Known to the woodland nostril, so the words

Of Saturn fill'd the mossy glooms around,

Even to the hollows of time eaten oaks



And to the windings of the foxes’ hole,

With sad low tones, while thus he spake, and sent
Strange musings to the solitary Pan.

‘Moan, brethren, moan; for we are swallow'd up
‘And buried from all Godlike exercise

'Of influence benign on planets pale,

*And peaceful sway above man’s harvesting, - |
‘And all those acts which Deity supreme

‘Doth ease its heart of love in. Moan and wail,
‘Moan, brethren, moan; for lo, the rebel spheres
*Spin round, the stars their ancient courses keep,
‘Clouds still with shadowy moisture haunt the earth,
'Still suck their fill of light from sun and moon,
'Still buds the tree, and still the sea shores murmaur;
"There is no death in all the Universe,

’No smell of death there shall be death Moan, moan,
‘Moan, Cybele, moan; for thy pernicious babes
'Have changed a God into a shaking Palsy.

‘Moan, brethren, moan, for I have no strength left,
"Weak as the reed weak feeble as my voice

O, O’, the pain, the pain of feebleness.

"Moan, moan, for still I thaw or give me help;
"Throw down those imps, and give me victory.

‘Let me hear other groans, and trumpets blown

‘Of triumph calm, and hymns of festival

"From the gold peaks of Heaven's high piled clouds;
Voices of soft proclaim, and silver stir

‘Of strings in hollow shells; and let there be
‘Beautiful things made new, for the surprise -

‘Of the sky children.” So he feebly ceas'd,

With such a poor and sickly sounding pause,
Methought I heard some old man of the earth
Bewailing earthly loss; nor could my eyes

And ears act with that pleasant unison of sense
Which marries sweet sound with the grace of form,
And dolorous accent from a tragic harp

With large limb'd visions. More I scrutinized :

Still fix'd he sat beneath the sable trees,

Whose arms spread straggling in wild serpent forms,
With leaves all hush’d; his awful presence there
(Now all was silent) gave a deadly lie
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To what I erewhile heard only his lips

Trembled amid the white curls of his.beard.

They told the truth, though, round, the snowy locks
Hung nobly, as upon the face of heaven

A mid day fleece of clouds. Thea arose,

And stretched her white arm through the hollow dark,
Pointing some whither : whereat he too rose

Like a vast giant, seen by men at sea

To grow pale from the waves at dull midnight.
They melted from my sight into the woods;
Ere I could turn, Moneta cried, 'These twain
Are speeding to the families of grief,

"Where roof'd in by black rocks they waste, in pain
‘And darkness, for no hope.” And she spake on,
As ye may read who can unwearied pass
Onward from the antechamber of this dream,
Where even at the open doors awhile

I'must delay, and glean my memory

Of her high phrase : perhaps no further dare.

Canto Hl

‘Mortal, that thou may’st understand aright,
Thumanize my sayings to thine ear,

‘Making comparisons of earthly things;

‘Or thou might'st better listen to the wind,
‘Whose language is to thee a barren noise,
"Though it blows legend laden through the trees.
‘In melancholy realms big tears are shed,

"More sorrow like to this, and such like woe,
"Too huge for mortal tongue, or pen of scribe.
"The Titans fierce, self hid or prison bound,
‘Groan for the old allegiance once more,
‘Listening in their doom for Saturn’s voice.

‘But one of our whole eagle brood still keeps
'His sov’reignty, and rule, and majesty;
Blazing Hyperion on his orbed fire

‘Still sits, still snuffs the incense teeming up
From man to the sun’s God : yet unsecure,

For as upon the earth dire prodigies

Fright and perplex, so also shudders he :

‘Nor at dog’s howl or gloom bird’s Even screech,



‘Or the familiar visitings of one

‘Upon the first toll of his passing bell :

‘But horrors, portioned to a giant nerve,
‘Make great Hyperion ache. His palace bright,
‘Bastion’d with pyramids of glowing gold,
‘And touch’d with shade of bronzed obelisks,
‘Glares a blood red through all the thousand courts,
*Arches, and domes, and fiery galleries :

’And all its curtains-of Aurorian clouds
‘Flush angerly; when he would taste the wreaths
'Of incense breath’d aloft from sacred hills,
Instead of sweets his ample palate takes
‘Savour of poisonous brass and metals sick.
"Wherefore when harbour'd in the sleepy West,
"After the full completion of fair day,

For rest divine upon exalted couch

‘And slumber in the arms of melody,

"He paces through the pleasant hours of ease
'With strides colossal, on from hall to hall;
"While far within each aisle and deep recess
‘His winged minions in close clusters stand
‘Amaz’d, and full of fear, like anxious men,
"Who on a wide plain gather in sad troops,

'When earthquakes jar their battlements and towers.

’Even now, while Saturn, roused from icy trance,
‘Goes step for step with Thea from yon woods,
'Hyperion, leqving twilight in the rear,

Is sloping to the threshold of the West.

"Thither we tend.” Now in clear light I stood,
Reliev'd from the dusk vale. Mnemosyne

Was sitting on a square edg’d polish’d stone,
That in its lucid depth reflected pure

Her priestess garments. My quick eyes ran on
From stately nave to nave, from vault to vault,
Through bow’rs of fragrant and enwreathed light
And diamond paved lustrous long arcades.

Anon rush’d by the bright Hyperion;

His flaming robes stream'd out beyond his heels,
And gave a roar, as if of earthly fire,

That scared away the meek ethereal hours

And made their dove wings tremble. On he flared.
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10.

11.

QUESTIONNARIES

2 Multiple Choice Questions

When was John Keats born?
(a) 22 June 1750

(c) 31 October 1795

Where was John Keats born?

(a) Paris

(b) 16 August 1785
(d) 31 December 1800

(b) Berlin

(c) Moscow {(d) London

Which school did John Keats attend?

(a) St. Peter’s School (b) Gable School

(c} Clarke School (d) St. Albert’s School

For which profession John Keats had licence but never practised it?
(b) Architect

(d) Lawyer

(a) Apothecary

(c) Engineer

When did John Keats die?

(a) 23 February 1821

(c) 14 March 1828

Where did John Keats die?

(a) London

{c) Rome .

What caused John Keats’ death?
(a) Malaria

(c) Pneumonia

(b) 28 June 1825
(d) 4 April 1850

(b) Liverpool
(d) Hampshire

(b) Tuberculosis

(d) Typhoid

In The Fall of Hyperion : A Dream Keats sees a ladder leading upwards
and is addressed by a prophetess in the following words : ?None can
usurp this height ... / But those to whom the miseries of the world / Are
misery and will not let them rest.? Who is the prophetess ?

(a) Urania (b) Moneta

(¢) Melete (d) Mneme

When did Keats begin Hyperion?

(a) October 1816 (b) September 1818
(c) September 1817 (d) None of these
Who is at War in ‘Hyperion'?

(b) Saturn and Ops
(d) None of these

(a) Titan and Olympian
(¢) Saturn and Thea
Who is Hyperion?

(a) Apollp

(c) The Sun God

(b) Jupiter
(d) Thea



12.

13.

Who dethroned Hyperion?
(a) Jupiter
(c) Thea

(b) Apollo
(d) Saturn

Which poem is the model for Keats’ Hyperion?

(a) Milton’s ‘Paradise lost’

* () Ode to Autumn

14.

How does Hyperion open?
(a) Sonnet manner
{c) Novel manner

(b) Endymion
(d) None of these

(b) Epic manner
(d) Play manner

15. Who is the central figure in the first book?

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

2 Short Answers Type Questions

1.

(a) Jupiter
{c) Saturn

Which subtitle is used instead of a dream in ‘The Fall of Hyperion :

Dream’?
(a) A reason
(c) A manner

(b) Ops
(d) Thea

() A vision
(d) A state

What is the genre of the poem Hyperion?

(a) Sonnet

(c) Lyric

Who is the king of Gods?
(a) Jupiter

(c) Saturn

Who is the wife of Saturn?
(a) Ops

{c) Clymene

Who is the sister of Saturn?
(a) Ops

(c) Clymene

(b) Ode
(d) Epic poem

{b) Apollo
(d) None of these

(b) Thea
(d) None of these

(b) Thea
(d) None of these

Who has overtaken the power of Saturn?

(a) Jupiter
(c) Thea

(b) Apolio
(d) Ops

Who is the protagonist of the Hyperion?

(a) Apollo

(c) Thea

Who is Apollo?

(a) The God of prose
(c) The God of evil

Give analysis of Hyperion.

(b) Saturn
(d) Jupiter

(b) The God of beauty
(d) The God of poetry

2. Write a note on important themes in Hyperion.
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Write a note on symbolism in “Hyperion”. -

Discuss “Hyperion” as an Epic poem or Hyperion, An Epic of Beauty’s
Triumph.

Write a note on the background for writing “The Fall of Hyperion”.
Write in brief the importance of Moneta in “The Fall of Hyperion”.

What was the idea that the narrator introduces in the beginning of the
poem?

2 Long Answers Type Questions

Is Keats’s poem Hyperion a political allegory or a poem about nature and
the function of the poet?

Discuss Keat’s “Hyperion” as an example of romantic poetry.

Please identify some Romantic elements in Keats’ poem Hyperion (A
Fragment).

Discuss the salient features of John “Keats’s classicism in the poem
“Hyperion.”

Hiperion is the embodiment of Keats concept of beauty? Explain.
Discuss “the agonies, the strife of human hearts.” in Hyperion.,

What is the significance of Moneta in John Keats’ “The Fall of Hyperion”?
Discuss “The Fall of Hyperion” by John: Keats as an epic poem.
Discuss the influence of the poem Hyperion on “The Fall of Hyperion”.

. What are the major works by which the plot and the structure of “The

Fall of Hyperion” has been influenced?
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