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In "The Poems and Prose of Ernest Dowson, With a Memoir by Arthur Symons," readers are introduced to the hauntingly lyrical world of Dowson's poetry, characterized by its vivid imagery and melancholic themes. The collection showcases his mastery of the symbolist style, intertwining the exploration of love, beauty, and despair in an era marked by transition and uncertainty. As he grapples with the fleeting nature of existence, Dowson's work echoes the sentiments of the Decadent movement, grounded in rich allusions and an elegant command of language that captivates the reader's imagination while exposing the fragility of human emotions amidst the societal shifts of the late 19th century. Ernest Christopher Dowson, a figure emblematic of the Decadent era, was deeply influenced by the complexities of modern life. His literary journey was shaped by personal tragedies, unrequited love, and a yearning for an idealized beauty that often eluded him. Dowson's friendships with contemporaries such as Oscar Wilde and Arthur Symons enriched his artistic vision, prompting him to engage with themes reflective of his own struggles and aspirations. This collection is a must-read for anyone fascinated by the intricacies of human emotion and the artistic responses to a changing world. Dowson's work not only illuminates the path of his literary predecessors but also resonates with contemporary readers, making it an essential addition to any literary library.
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In his collection of "Sonnets," John Keats showcases his mastery of the sonnet form, intertwining rich imagery and emotional depth with the meticulous craftsmanship characteristic of Romantic poetry. Keats's sonnets reflect his profound engagement with themes such as love, beauty, mortality, and the transient nature of existence. His lyrical elegance and vivid sensory detail not only elevate the verses but also embody the essence of the Romantic era, confronting human experience with an intimacy that resonates deeply with readers. The sonnets stand as a testament to his innovative spirit, blending traditional structures with heartfelt exploration of the sublime and the mundane. John Keats, a key figure in the Romantic movement, wrote these sonnets during a turbulent period marked by both personal struggle and artistic fervor. His short life, fraught with loss, illness, and unfulfilled ambition, profoundly influenced his poetic voice. Keats's rich understanding of literature, combined with his experiences of love and grief, fueled his desire to capture fleeting moments of beauty and transcendence, pushing the boundaries of conventional poetry. "Sonnets" is a vital read for anyone interested in the rich tapestry of Romantic literature. Keats's exquisite language and profound reflections provide not only aesthetic pleasure but also an invitation to contemplate the deeper aspects of life and love. For scholars and poetry enthusiasts alike, this collection serves as both a point of study and a cherished experience of emotion and artistry.
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The Oxford Book of English Verse is a seminal anthology that showcases a rich tapestry of English poetry, spanning from the medieval period to the early 20th century. The collection is characterized by its careful selection and arrangement, allowing readers to experience the evolution of poetic forms, themes, and voices across historical contexts. From the haunting lyricism of Sir Thomas Wyatt to the innovative modernism of W. H. Auden, this anthology serves as both a literary treasure and a critical reference, reflecting the diverse cultural and social landscapes that influenced these poets. Curated by a team of esteemed literary scholars, The Oxford Book of English Verse draws on the editors' profound understanding of English literary tradition. Their meticulous attention to the historical backgrounds and stylistic nuances of the poems enriches the reader's comprehension and appreciation of the art form. The anthology advances the discourse on poetic evolution, demonstrating how historical events resonate through the work of poets, thus providing a compelling lens through which to view English literature as a whole. I highly recommend this anthology to both seasoned scholars and those new to poetry. Its comprehensive range offers insight into various movements and styles, making it an essential resource for understanding the complexities of English verse. Whether you seek inspiration or scholarly reference, The Oxford Book of English Verse stands as a cornerstone in the study of poetry.
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In her captivating collection, "Sonnets and Songs," Helen Hay Whitney unveils a rich tapestry of emotions through meticulously crafted verse. The book is characterized by its lyrical elegance and profound exploration of themes such as love, nature, and the passage of time. Whitney's adept use of the sonnet form, coupled with her ability to weave intricate melodies into her poetry, situates her work within the late 19th-century American literary context, where the interplay of Romanticism and emerging Realism flourished. Her poems not only reflect personal contemplation but also serve as a mirror to the societal changes of her era, revealing the desires and dilemmas of a woman artist grappling with conventional expectations. Helen Hay Whitney was a prominent figure in American literary circles, known for her contributions to both poetry and prose. Her privileged background afforded her a wealth of experiences, inspiring her artistic voice. A voracious reader and a self-taught poet, Whitney navigated the complexities of her time, producing works that resonated with both personal authenticity and broader cultural relevance. Her engagement with the literary community and advocacy for women's writing highlights the unique perspective she brings to her craft. "Sonnets and Songs" is a must-read for anyone seeking to delve into the nuances of late 19th-century poetry, as well as those who appreciate the interplay of beauty and intellect in verse. Whitney's ability to articulate the transcendent aspects of human experience makes this collection a rich resource for both scholars and poetry enthusiasts alike.
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In "Pélléas and Mélisande; Alladine and Palomides; Home," Maurice Maeterlinck has crafted a haunting exploration of love, fate, and the struggle between light and darkness. This collection showcases his signature Symbolist style, characterized by a focus on atmospheric detail, ambiguous dialogue, and a lyrical narrative that evokes deep emotional resonance. "Pélléas and Mélisande," the centerpiece of the volume, is a groundbreaking work that delves into the complexities of unspoken desires and the tragic consequences of thwarted love, set against a misty backdrop that enhances its ethereal quality. The accompanying plays, "Alladine and Palomides" and "Home," further expand upon themes of entrapment and existential longing, solidifying Maeterlinck's reputation as a master of the modern dramatic form. Maurice Maeterlinck (1862-1949) was a Belgian playwright, poet, and essayist often associated with the Symbolist movement. His childhood in the enchanting landscapes of Belgium deeply influenced his writing, instilling in him a fascination with nature and human emotions. Maeterlinck's works reflect his exploration of metaphysical themes, often inspired by philosophical inquiries into existence, consciousness, and the unseen forces that govern human relationships. This collection is highly recommended for readers interested in the intersection of philosophy and drama, as it offers profound insights into the human condition. Maeterlinck's intricate, poetic prose invites readers to reflect on the mysteries of life and love, making it an essential read for those who seek a deeper understanding of Symbolist literature and its enduring impact.
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The plays here collected were originally published separately at various dates during the past eighteen years, and are now brought together for the first time. The details of the previous issues, now for the most part out of print, are appended.


I. The Crier by Night. (1900.) Published by the Unicorn Press, London, 1902. 32 pp. Quarto, boards. 500 copies.



II. Midsummer Eve. (1901-2.) Printed and published at the Pear Tree Press, South Harting, near Petersfield, 1905, with decorations by James Guthrie. iv+ 36 pp. Large post 8vo, boards. 120 copies.



III. Laodice and Danaë. (1906.) Printed for private circulation, 1909. iv + 26 pp. Royal 8vo, wrappers. 150 copies.



IV. The Riding To Lithend. (1907.) Printed and published at the Pear Tree Press, Flansham near Bognor, 1909, with decorations by James Guthrie. vi + 40pp. Foolscap 4to, boards. 120 copies (20 of which had an extra plate and were hand-coloured.)



V. King Lear's Wife. (1911-13.) Published in "Georgian Poetry, 1913-1915," pp. 1 to 47. The Poetry Bookshop, London, 1915.



The Crier by Night, The Riding to Lithend, and Laodice and Danaë have been reprinted in the United States of America, the first in 1909, the second in two separate forms in 1910, the third in 1916.
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Applications for permission to perform these plays in Great Britain and the Colonies should be addressed to the author, care of Messrs. Constable and Co. Ltd., 10-12 Orange Street, Leicester Square, London, W.C.2; and in the United States of America to Mr. Paul R. Reynolds, 70 Fifth Avenue, New York.



King Lear's Wife is copyright by Gordon Bottomley in the United States of America, 1915.
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THE years come on, the years go by,

And in my Northern valley I,

Withdrawn from life, watch life go by.

But I have formed within my heart

A state that does not thus depart,

Richer than life, greater than being,

Truer in feeling and in seeing

Than outward turbulence can know;

Where time is still, like a large, slow

And lofty bird that moves her wings

In far, invisible flutterings

To gaze on every part of space

Yet poise for ever in one place;

Where line and sound, colour and phrase

Rebuild in clear, essential ways

The powers behind the veil of sense;

While tragic things are made intense

By passion brooding on old dread,

Till a faint light of beauty shed

From night-enfolded agony

Shews in the ways men fail and die

The deeps whose knowledge never cloys

But, striking inward without voice,

Stirs me to tremble and rejoice.



For twenty years and more than twenty

I have found my riches and my plenty

In poets dead and poets living,

Painters and music-men, all giving,

By life shut in creative deeds,

Live force and insight to my needs;

And long before I came to stand

And hear your voice and touch your hand

In that great treasure-house new-known,

Where in their tower above the Town

The masters of The Dial sit,

I loved in every word of it

Your finely tempered verse that told me

Of patient power, and still can hold me

By its authentic divination

Of the right knowledge of creation,

Its grave, still beauty brought to day

Tissue by tissue in nature's way,

Petal by petal sure to shew

Imagination's quiet glow

That burns intenseliest at the core.

And through that twenty years and more

I have been envious of your reach

In speaking form and plastic speech,

Your double energy of hand

That puts two arts at your command

While I must be content with one

And feel true life but half begun;

So that by graver as by pen

You can create earth, stars, and men,

And prove yourself by more than rime

A prince of poets in our time.



For these delights, and the delight

Of converse in a Surrey night

After the deep sound had lapsed by

Of ocean-haunted poetry,

For counsel and another zest

Added to beauty's life-long quest

I, in acknowledgment, would bring

The homage of an offering;

And, being too poor to reach the height

Of my conception or requite

Your greater giving equally,

I search in my capacity

And, by my self-appointed trade,

Find something I myself have made,

That here I offer. Let it be

A token betwixt you and me

Of admiration and loyalty.





February 29th, 1916.



PERSONS:





	
Lear, King of Britain.



	
Hygd, his Queen.



	
Goneril, daughter to Lear and Hygd.



	
Cordeil, daughter to Lear and Hygd.



	
Gormflaith, waiting-woman to Hygd.



	
Merryn, waiting-woman to Hygd.



	
A Physician.



	
Two Elderly Women.
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The scene is a bedchamber in a one-storied house. The walls consist of a few courses of huge irregular boulders roughly squared and fitted together; a thatched roof rises steeply from the back wall. In the centre of the back wall is a doorway opening on a garden and covered by two leather curtains; the chamber is partially hung with similar hangings stitched with bright wools. There is a small window on each side of this door.
Toward the front a bed stands with its head against the right wall; it has thin leather curtains hung by thongs and drawn back. Farther forward a rich robe and a crown hang on a peg in the same wall. There is a second door beyond the bed, and between this and the bed's head stands a small table with a bronze lamp and a bronze cup on it. Queen Hygd, an emaciated woman, is asleep in the bed; her plenteous black hair, veined with silver, spreads over the pillow. Her waiting-woman, Merryn, middle-aged and hard-featured, sits watching her in a chair on the farther side of the bed. The light of early morning fills the room.




Merryn.


MANY, many must die who long to live,

Yet this one cannot die who longs to die:

Even her sleep, come now at last, thwarts death,

Although sleep lures us all half way to death....

I could not sit beside her every night

If I believed that I might suffer so:

I am sure I am not made to be diseased,

I feel there is no malady can touch me—

Save the red cancer, growing where it will.





Taking her beads from her girdle, she kneels at the foot of the bed.


O sweet Saint Cleer, and sweet Saint Elid too,

Shield me from rooting cancers and from madness:

Shield me from sudden death, worse than two death-beds;

Let me not lie like this unwanted queen,

Yet let my time come not ere I am ready—

Grant space enow to relish the watchers' tears

And give my clothes away and calm my features

And streek my limbs according to my will,

Not the hard will of fumbling corpse-washers.



She prays silently.


King Lear, a great, golden-bearded man in the full maturity of life, enters abruptly by the door beyond the bed, followed by the Physician.



Lear.

Why are you here? Are you here for ever?

Where is the young Scotswoman? Where is she?



Merryn.

O, Sire, move softly; the Queen sleeps at last.



Lear, continuing in an undertone.

Where is the young Scotswoman? Where is Gormflaith?

It is her watch.... I know; I have marked your hours.

Did the Queen send her away? Did the Queen

Bid you stay near her in her hate of Gormflaith?

You work upon her yeasting brain to think

That she's not safe except when you crouch near her

To spy with your dropt eyes and soundless presence.



Merryn.

Sire, midnight should have ended Gormflaith's watch,

But Gormflaith had another kind of will

And ended at a godlier hour by slumber,

A letter in her hand, the night-lamp out.

She loitered in the hall when she should sleep.

My duty has two hours ere she returns.



Lear.

The Queen should have young women about her bed,

Fresh cool-breathed women to lie down at her side

And plenish her with vigour; for sick or wasted women

Can draw a virtue from such abounding presence,

When night makes life unwary and looses the strings of being,

Even by the breath, and most of all by sleep.

Her slumber was then no fault: go you and find her.



Physician.

It is not strange that a bought watcher drowses;

What is most strange is that the Queen sleeps

Who would not sleep for all my draughts of sleep

In the last days. When did this change appear?



Merryn.

We shall not know—it came while Gormflaith nodded.

When I awoke her and she saw the Queen

She could not speak for fear:

When the rekindling lamp showed certainly

The bed-clothes stirring about our lady's neck,

She knew there was no death, she breathed, she said

She had not slept until her mistress slept

And lulled her; but I asked her how her mistress

Slept, and her utterance faded.

She should be blamed with rods, as I was blamed

For slumber, after a day and a night of watching,

By the Queen's child-bed, twenty years ago.



Lear.

She does what she must do: let her alone.

I know her watch is now: get gone and send her.




Merryn goes out by the door beyond the bed.



Is it a portent now to sleep at night?

What change is here? What see you in the Queen?

Can you discern how this disease will end?



Physician.

Surmise might spring and healing follow yet,

If I could find a trouble that could heal;

But these strong inward pains that keep her ebbing

Have not their source in perishing flesh.

I have seen women creep into their beds

And sink with this blind pain because they nursed

Some bitterness or burden in the mind

That drew the life, sucklings too long at breast.

Do you know such a cause in this poor lady?



Lear.

There is no cause. How should there be a cause?



Physician.

We cannot die wholly against our wills;

And in the texture of women I have found

Harder determination than in men:

The body grows impatient of enduring,

The harried mind is from the body estranged,

And we consent to go: by the Queen's touch,

The way she moves—or does not move—in bed,

The eyes so cold and keen in her white mask,

I know she has consented.

The snarling look of a mute wounded hawk,

That would be let alone, is always hers—

Yet she was sorely tender: it may be

Some wound in her affection will not heal.

We should be careful—the mind can so be hurt

That nought can make it be unhurt again.

Where, then, did her affection most persist?



Lear.

Old bone-patcher, old digger in men's flesh,

Doctors are ever itching to be priests,

Meddling in conduct, natures, life's privacies.

We have been coupled now for twenty years,

And she has never turned from me an hour—

She knows a woman's duty and a queen's:

Whose, then, can her affection be but mine?

How can I hurt her—she is still my queen?

If her strong inward pain is a real pain

Find me some certain drug to medicine it:

When common beings have decayed past help,

There must be still some drug for a king to use;

For nothing ought to be denied to kings.



Physician.

For the mere anguish there is such a potion.

The gum of warpy juniper shoots is seethed

With the torn marrow of an adder's spine;

An unflawed emerald is pashed to dust

And mingled there; that broth must cool in moonlight.

I have indeed attempted this already,

But the poor emeralds I could extort

From wry-mouthed earls' women had no force.

In two more dawns it will be late for potions....

There are not many emeralds in Britain,

And there is none for vividness and strength

Like the great stone that hangs upon your breast:

If you will waste it for her she shall be holpen.



Lear, with rising voice.

Shatter my emerald? My emerald? My emerald?

A High King of Eire gave it to his daughter

Who mothered generations of us, the kings of Britain;

It has a spiritual influence; its heart

Burns when it sees the sun.... Shatter my emerald!

Only the fungused brain and carious mouth

Of senile things could shape such thought....

My emerald!
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