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WILLIAM BLAKE


Songs of Innocence: Introduction


_________




Piping down the valleys wild,


Piping songs of pleasant glee,


On a cloud I saw a child,


And he laughing said to me:


“Pipe a song about a Lamb!”


So I piped with merry cheer.


“Piper, pipe that song again.”


So I piped: he wept to hear.


“Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;


Sing thy songs of happy cheer!”


So I sung the same again,


While he wept with joy to hear.


“Piper, sit thee down and write


In a book, that all may read.”


So he vanished from my sight;


And I plucked a hollow reed,


And I made a rural pen,


And I stained the water clear,


And I wrote my happy songs


Every child may joy to hear.





The Shepherd


_________




How sweet is the shepherd’s sweet lot!


From the morn to the evening he strays;


He shall follow his sheep all the day,


And his tongue shall be filled with praise.


For he hears the lambs’ innocent call,


And he hears the ewes’ tender reply;


He is watchful while they are in peace,


For they know when their shepherd is nigh.





The Echoing Green


_________




The sun does arise,


And make happy the skies;


The merry bells ring


To welcome the Spring;


The skylark and thrush,


The birds of the bush,


Sing louder around


To the bells’ cheerful sound;


While our sports shall be seen


On the echoing green.


Old John, with white hair,


Does laugh away care,


Sitting under the oak,


Among the old folk.


They laugh at our play,


And soon they all say,


“Such, such were the joys


When we all—girls and boys—


In our youth-time were seen


On the echoing green.”


Till the little ones, weary,


No more can be merry:


The sun does descend,


And our sports have an end.


Round the laps of their mothers


Many sisters and brothers,


Like birds in their nest,


Are ready for rest,


And sport no more seen


On the darkening green.





The Lamb


_________




Little lamb, who made thee?


Does thou know who made thee,


Gave thee life, and bid thee feed


By the stream and o’er the mead;


Gave thee clothing of delight,


Softest clothing, woolly, bright;


Gave thee such a tender voice,


Making all the vales rejoice?


Little lamb, who made thee?


Does thou know who made thee?


Little lamb, I’ll tell thee;


Little lamb, I’ll tell thee:


He is called by thy name,


For He calls Himself a Lamb.


He is meek, and He is mild,


He became a little child.


I a child, and thou a lamb,


We are called by His name.


Little lamb, God bless thee!


Little lamb, God bless thee!





The Little Black Boy


_________




My mother bore me in the southern wild,


And I am black, but O my soul is white!


White as an angel is the English child,


But I am black, as if bereaved of light.


My mother taught me underneath a tree,


And, sitting down before the heat of day,


She took me on her lap and kissed me,


And, pointing to the East, began to say:


“Look on the rising sun: there God does live,


And gives His light, and gives His heat away,


And flowers and trees and beasts and men receive


Comfort in morning, joy in the noonday.


“And we are put on earth a little space,


That we may learn to bear the beams of love;


And these black bodies and this sunburnt face


Are but a cloud, and like a shady grove.


“For, when our souls have learned the heat to bear,


The cloud will vanish, we shall hear His voice,


Saying, ‘Come out from the grove, my love and care,


And round my golden tent like lambs rejoice.’”


Thus did my mother say, and kissed me,


And thus I say to little English boy.


When I from black, and he from white cloud free,


And round the tent of God like lambs we joy,


I’ll shade him from the heat till he can bear


To lean in joy upon our Father’s knee;


And then I’ll stand and stroke his silver hair,


And be like him, and he will then love me.





The Blossom


_________




Merry, merry sparrow!


Under leaves so green


A happy blossom


Sees you, swift as arrow,


Seek your cradle narrow,


Near my bosom.


Pretty, pretty robin!


Under leaves so green


A happy blossom


Hears you sobbing, sobbing,


Pretty, pretty robin,


Near my bosom.





The Chimney-Sweeper


_________




When my mother died I was very young,


And my father sold me while yet my tongue


Could scarcely cry “’Weep! ’weep! ’weep! ’weep!”


So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.


There’s little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head,


That curled like a lamb’s back, was shaved; so I said,


“Hush, Tom! never mind it, for, when your head’s bare,


You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.”


And so he was quiet, and that very night,


As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight!—


That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack,


Were all of them locked up in coffins of black.


And by came an angel, who had a bright key,


And he opened the coffins, and set them all free;


Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run


And wash in a river, and shine in the sun.


Then naked and white, all their bags left behind,


They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind:


And the angel told Tom, if he’d be a good boy,


He’d have God for his father, and never want joy.


And so Tom awoke, and we rose in the dark,


And got with our bags and our brushes to work.


Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm:


So if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.





The Little Boy Lost


_________




“Father, father, where are you going?


O do not walk so fast!


Speak, father, speak to your little boy,


Or else I shall be lost.”


The night was dark, no father was there,


The child was wet with dew;


The mire was deep, and the child did weep,


And away the vapour flew.





The Little Boy Found


_________




The little boy lost in the lonely fen,


Led by the wandering light,


Began to cry, but God, ever nigh,


Appeared like his father, in white.


He kissed the child, and by the hand led,


And to his mother brought,


Who in sorrow pale, through the lonely dale,


Her little boy weeping sought.





Laughing Song


_________




When the green woods laugh with the voice of joy,


And the dimpling stream runs laughing by;


When the air does laugh with our merry wit,


And the green hill laughs with the noise of it;


When the meadows laugh with lively green,


And the grasshopper laughs in the merry scene;


When Mary and Susan and Emily


With their sweet round mouths sing “Ha ha he!”


When the painted birds laugh in the shade,


Where our table with cherries and nuts is spread:


Come live, and be merry, and join with me,


To sing the sweet chorus of “Ha ha he!”





A Cradle Song


_________




Sweet dreams, form a shade


O’er my lovely infant’s head!


Sweet dreams of pleasant streams


By happy, silent, moony beams!


Sweet sleep, with soft down


Weave thy brows an infant crown!


Sweet sleep, angel mild,


Hover o’er my happy child!


Sweet smiles, in the night


Hover over my delight!


Sweet smiles, mother’s smiles,


All the livelong night beguiles.


Sweet moans, dovelike sighs,


Chase not slumber from thy eyes!


Sweet moans, sweeter smiles,


All the dovelike moans beguiles.


Sleep, sleep, happy child!


All creation slept and smiled.


Sleep, sleep, happy sleep,


While o’er thee thy mother weep.


Sweet babe, in thy face


Holy image I can trace;


Sweet babe, once like thee


Thy Maker lay, and wept for me:


Wept for me, for thee, for all,


When He was an infant small.


Thou His image ever see,


Heavenly face that smiles on thee!


Smiles on thee, on me, on all,


Who became an infant small;


Infant smiles are His own smiles;


Heaven and earth to peace beguiles.





The Divine Image


_________




To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,


All pray in their distress,


And to these virtues of delight


Return their thankfulness.


For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,


Is God our Father dear;


And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love,


Is man, His child and care.


For Mercy has a human heart;


Pity, a human face;


And Love, the human form divine:


And Peace the human dress.


Then every man, of every clime,


That prays in his distress,


Prays to the human form divine:


Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace.


And all must love the human form,


In heathen, Turk, or Jew.


Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell,


There God is dwelling too.





Holy Thursday


_________




’Twas on a holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,


The children walking two and two, in red, and blue, and green:


Grey-headed beadles walked before, with wands as white as snow,


Till into the high dome of Paul’s they like Thames’ waters flow.


O what a multitude they seemed, these flowers of London town!


Seated in companies they sit, with radiance all their own.


The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,


Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.


Now like a mighty wind they raise to heaven the voice of song,


Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of heaven among:


Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor.


Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.





Night


_________




The sun descending in the West,


The evening star does shine;


The birds are silent in their nest,


And I must seek for mine.


The moon, like a flower


In heaven’s high bower,


With silent delight,


Sits and smiles on the night.


Farewell, green fields and happy groves,


Where flocks have took delight,


Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves


The feet of angels bright;


Unseen, they pour blessing,


And joy without ceasing,


On each bud and blossom,


And each sleeping bosom.


They look in every thoughtless nest


Where birds are covered warm;


They visit caves of every beast,


To keep them all from harm:


If they see any weeping


That should have been sleeping,


They pour sleep on their head,


And sit down by their bed.


When wolves and tygers howl for prey,


They pitying stand and weep;


Seeking to drive their thirst away,


And keep them from the sheep.


But, if they rush dreadful,


The angels, most heedful,


Receive each mild spirit,


New worlds to inherit.


And there the lion’s ruddy eyes


Shall flow with tears of gold:


And pitying the tender cries,


And walking round the fold:


Saying: “Wrath by His meekness,


And, by His health, sickness,


Is driven away


From our immortal day.


“And now beside thee, bleating lamb,


I can lie down and sleep,


Or think on Him who bore thy name,


Graze after thee, and weep.


For, washed in life’s river,


My bright mane for ever


Shall shine like the gold,


As I guard o’er the fold.”





Spring


_________




Sound the flute!


Now it’s mute!


Birds delight,


Day and night,


Nightingale,


In the dale,


Lark in sky,—


Merrily,


Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year.


Little boy,


Full of joy;


Little girl,


Sweet and small;


Cock does crow,


So do you;


Merry voice,


Infant noise;


Merrily, merrily to welcome in the year.


Little lamb,


Here I am;


Come and lick


My white neck;


Let me pull


Your soft wool;


Let me kiss


Your soft face;


Merrily, merrily we welcome in the year.





Nurse’s Song


_________




When voices of children are heard on the green,


And laughing is heard on the hill,


My heart is at rest within my breast,


And everything else is still.


“Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down,


And the dews of night arise;


Come, come, leave off play, and let us away,


Till the morning appears in the skies.”


“No, no, let us play, for it is yet day,


And we cannot go to sleep;


Besides, in the sky the little birds fly,


And the hills are all covered with sheep.”


“Well, well, go and play till the light fades away,


And then go home to bed.”


The little ones leaped, and shouted, and laughed,


And all the hills echoed.





Infant Joy


_________




“I have no name;


I am but two days old.”


What shall I call thee?


“I happy am,


Joy is my name.”


Sweet joy befall thee!


Pretty joy!


Sweet joy, but two days old.


Sweet joy I call thee:


Thou dost smile,


I sing the while;


Sweet joy befall thee!





A Dream


_________




Once a dream did weave a shade


O’er my angel-guarded bed,


That an emmet lost its way


Where on grass methought I lay.


Troubled, ’wildered, and forlorn,


Dark, benighted, travel-worn,


Over many a tangled spray,


All heart-broke, I heard her say:


“O my children! do they cry,


Do they hear their father sigh?


Now they look abroad to see,


Now return and weep for me.”


Pitying, I dropped a tear:


But I saw a glow-worm near,


Who replied, “What wailing wight


Calls the watchman of the night?”


“I am set to light the ground,


While the beetle goes his round:


Follow now the beetle’s hum;


Little wanderer, hie thee home!”





On Another’s Sorrow


_________




Can I see another’s woe,


And not be in sorrow too?


Can I see another’s grief,


And not seek for kind relief?


Can I see a falling tear,


And not feel my sorrow’s share?


Can a father see his child


Weep, nor be with sorrow filled?


Can a mother sit and hear


An infant groan, an infant fear?


No, no! never can it be!


Never, never can it be!


And can He who smiles on all


Hear the wren with sorrows small,


Hear the small bird’s grief and care,


Hear the woes that infants bear—


And not sit beside the nest,


Pouring pity in their breast,


And not sit the cradle near,


Weeping tear on infant’s tear?


And not sit both night and day,


Wiping all our tears away?


O no! never can it be!


Never, never can it be!


He doth give His joy to all:


He becomes an infant small,


He becomes a man of woe,


He doth feel the sorrow too.


Think not thou canst sigh a sigh,


And thy Maker is not by:


Think not thou canst weep a tear,


And thy Maker is not near.


O He gives to us His joy,


That our grief He may destroy:


Till our grief is fled and gone


He doth sit by us and moan.





Songs of Experience: Introduction


_________




Hear the voice of the Bard!


Who present, past, and future, sees;


Whose ears have heard


The Holy Word


That walked among the ancient trees;


Calling the lapsed soul,


And weeping in the evening dew;


That might control


The starry pole,


And fallen, fallen light renew!


“O Earth, O Earth, return!


Arise from out the dewy grass!


Night is worn,


And the morn


Rises from the slumbrous mass.


“Turn away no more;


Why wilt thou turn away?


The starry floor,


The watery shore,


Is given thee till the break of day.”





Earth’s Answer


_________




Earth raised up her head


From the darkness dread and drear,


Her light fled,


Stony, dread,


And her locks covered with grey despair.


“Prisoned on watery shore,


Starry jealousy does keep my den


Cold and hoar;


Weeping o’er,


I hear the father of the ancient men.


“Selfish father of men!


Cruel, jealous, selfish fear!


Can delight,


Chained in night,


The virgins of youth and morning bear?


“Does spring hide its joy,


When buds and blossoms grow?


Does the sower


Sow by night,


Or the ploughman in darkness plough?


“Break this heavy chain,


That does freeze my bones around!


Selfish, vain,


Eternal bane,


That free love with bondage bound.”





The Clod and the Pebble


_________




“Love seeketh not itself to please,


Nor for itself hath any care,


But for another gives its ease,


And builds a heaven in hell’s despair.”


So sung a little clod of clay,


Trodden with the cattle’s feet,


But a pebble of the brook


Warbled out these metres meet:


“Love seeketh only Self to please,


To bind another to its delight,


Joys in another’s loss of ease,


And builds a hell in heaven’s despite.”





Holy Thursday


_________




Is this a holy thing to see


In a rich and fruitful land,—


Babes reduced to misery,


Fed with cold and usurous hand?


Is that trembling cry a song?


Can it be a song of joy?


And so many children poor?


It is a land of poverty!


And their sun does never shine,


And their fields are bleak and bare,


And their ways are filled with thorns,


It is eternal winter there.


For where’er the sun does shine,


And where’er the rain does fall,


Babe can never hunger there,


Nor poverty the mind appal.





The Little Girl Lost


_________




In futurity


I prophetic see


That the earth from sleep


(Grave the sentence deep)


Shall arise, and seek


For her Maker meek;


And the desert wild


Become a garden mild.


In the southern clime,


Where the summer’s prime


Never fades away,


Lovely Lyca lay.


Seven summers old


Lovely Lyca told;


She had wandered long,


Hearing wild birds’ song.


“Sweet sleep, come to me,


Underneath this tree;


Do father, mother, weep?


Where can Lyca sleep?


“Lost in desert wild


Is your little child.


How can Lyca sleep


If her mother weep?


“If her heart does ache,


Then let Lyca wake;


If my mother sleep,


Lyca shall not weep.


“Frowning, frowning night,


O’er this desert bright


Let thy moon arise,


While I close my eyes.”


Sleeping Lyca lay,


While the beasts of prey,


Come from caverns deep,


Viewed the maid asleep.


The kingly lion stood,


And the virgin viewed:


Then he gambolled round


O’er the hallowed ground.


Leopards, tygers, play


Round her as she lay;


While the lion old


Bowed his mane of gold,


And her bosom lick,


And upon her neck,


From his eyes of flame,


Ruby tears there came;


While the lioness


Loosed her slender dress,


And naked they conveyed


To caves the sleeping maid.





The Little Girl Found


_________




All the night in woe


Lyca’s parents go


Over valleys deep,


While the deserts weep.


Tired and woe-begone,


Hoarse with making moan,


Arm in arm, seven days


They traced the desert ways.


Seven nights they sleep


Among shadows deep,


And dream they see their child


Starved in desert wild.


Pale through pathless ways


The fancied image strays,


Famished, weeping, weak,


With hollow piteous shriek.


Rising from unrest,


The trembling woman prest


With feet of weary woe;


She could no further go.


In his arms he bore


Her, armed with sorrow sore;


Till before their way


A couching lion lay.


Turning back was vain:


Soon his heavy mane


Bore them to the ground,


Then he stalked around,


Smelling to his prey;


But their fears allay


When he licks their hands,


And silent by them stands.


They look upon his eyes,


Filled with deep surprise;


And wondering behold


A spirit armed in gold.


On his head a crown,


On his shoulders down


Flowed his golden hair.


Gone was all their care.


“Follow me,” he said;


“Weep not for the maid;


In my palace deep,


Lyca lies asleep.”


Then they followed


Where the vision led,


And saw their sleeping child


Among tigers wild.


To this day they dwell


In a lonely dell,


Nor fear the wolvish howl


Nor the lion’s growl.





The Chimney-Sweeper


_________




A little black thing among the snow,


Crying! “’weep! ’weep!” in notes of woe!


“Where are thy father and mother? Say!”—


“They are both gone up to the church to pray.


“Because I was happy upon the heath,


And smiled among the winter’s snow,


They clothed me in the clothes of death,


And taught me to sing the notes of woe.


“And because I am happy and dance and sing,


They think they have done me no injury,


And are gone to praise God and His priest and king,


Who made up a heaven of our misery.”





Nurse’s Song


_________




When the voices of children are heard on the green,


And whisperings are in the dale,


The days of my youth rise fresh in my mind,


My face turns green and pale.


Then come home, my children, the sun is gone down,


And the dews of night arise;


Your spring and your day are wasted in play,


And your winter and night in disguise.





The Sick Rose


_________




O rose, thou art sick!


The invisible worm,


That flies in the night,


In the howling storm,


Has found out thy bed


Of crimson joy,


And his dark secret love


Does thy life destroy.





The Fly


_________




Little Fly,


Thy summer’s play


My thoughtless hand


Has brushed away.


Am not I


A fly like thee?


Or art not thou


A man like me?


For I dance,


And drink, and sing,


Till some blind hand


Shall brush my wing.


If thought is life


And strength and breath,


And the want


Of thought is death;


Then am I


A happy fly.


If I live,


Or if I die.





The Angel


_________




I dreamt a dream! What can it mean?


And that I was a maiden Queen


Guarded by an Angel mild:


Witless woe was ne’er beguiled!


And I wept both night and day,


And he wiped my tears away;


And I wept both day and night,


And hid from him my heart’s delight.


So he took his wings, and fled;


Then the morn blushed rosy red.


I dried my tears, and armed my fears


With ten thousand shields and spears.


Soon my Angel came again;


I was armed, he came in vain;


For the time of youth was fled,


And grey hairs were on my head.





The Tyger


_________




Tyger! Tyger! burning bright


In the forests of the night,


What immortal hand or eye


Could frame thy fearful symmetry?


In what distant deeps or skies


Burnt the fire of thine eyes?


On what wings dare he aspire?


What the hand dare seize the fire?


And what shoulder and what art


Could twist the sinews of thy heart?


And when thy heart began to beat,


What dread hand, and what dread feet?


What the hammer? what the chain?


In what furnace was thy brain?


What the anvil? what dread grasp


Dare its deadly terrors clasp?


When the stars threw down their spears,


And watered heaven with their tears,


Did He smile His work to see?


Did He who made the lamb make thee?


Tyger! Tyger! burning bright


In the forests of the night,


What immortal hand or eye


Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?





My Pretty Rose Tree


_________




A flower was offered to me,


Such a flower as May never bore;


But I said, “I’ve a pretty rose tree,”


And I passed the sweet flower o’er.


Then I went to my pretty rose tree,


To tend her by day and by night;


But my rose turned away with jealousy,


And her thorns were my only delight.





Ah, Sunflower


_________




Ah, sunflower, weary of time,


Who countest the steps of the sun;


Seeking after that sweet golden clime


Where the traveller’s journey is done;


Where the Youth pined away with desire,


And the pale virgin shrouded in snow,


Arise from their graves, and aspire


Where my sunflower wishes to go!





The Lily


_________




The modest Rose puts forth a thorn,


The humble sheep a threat’ning horn:


While the Lily white shall in love delight,


Nor a thorn, nor a threat, stain her beauty bright.





The Garden of Love


_________




I went to the Garden of Love,


And saw what I never had seen;


A Chapel was built in the midst,


Where I used to play on the green.


And the gates of this Chapel were shut,


And “Thou shalt not” writ over the door;


So I turned to the Garden of Love


That so many sweet flowers bore.


And I saw it was filled with graves,


And tomb-stones where flowers should be;


And priests in black gowns were walking their rounds,


And binding with briars my joys and desires.





The Little Vagabond


_________




Dear mother, dear mother, the Church is cold;


But the Alehouse is healthy, and pleasant, and warm.


Besides, I can tell where I am used well;


Such usage in heaven will never do well.


But, if at the Church they would give us some ale,


And a pleasant fire our souls to regale,


We’d sing and we’d pray all the livelong day,


Nor ever once wish from the Church to stray.


Then the Parson might preach, and drink, and sing,


And we’d be as happy as birds in the spring;


And modest Dame Lurch, who is always at church,


Would not have bandy children, nor fasting, nor birch.


And God, like a father, rejoicing to see


His children as pleasant and happy as He,


Would have no more quarrel with the Devil or the barrel,


But kiss him, and give him both drink and apparel.





London


_________




I wander through each chartered street,


Near where the chartered Thames does flow,


And mark in every face I meet,


Marks of weakness, marks of woe.


In every cry of every man,


In every infant’s cry of fear,


In every voice, in every ban,


The mind-forged manacles I hear:


How the chimney-sweeper’s cry


Every blackening church appals,


And the hapless soldier’s sigh


Runs in blood down palace walls.


But most, through midnight streets I hear


How the youthful harlot’s curse


Blasts the new-born infant’s tear,


And blights with plagues the marriage hearse.





The Human Abstract


_________




Pity would be no more


If we did not make somebody poor;


And Mercy no more could be


If all were as happy as we.


And mutual fear brings Peace,


Till the selfish loves increase;


Then Cruelty knits a snare,


And spreads his baits with care.


He sits down with holy fears,


And waters the ground with tears;


Then Humility takes its root


Underneath his foot.


Soon spreads the dismal shade


Of Mystery over his head;


And the caterpillar and fly


Feed on the Mystery.


And it bears the fruit of Deceit,


Ruddy and sweet to eat;


And the raven his nest has made


In its thickest shade.


The gods of the earth and sea


Sought through nature to find this tree,


But their search was all in vain:


There grows one in the human Brain.





Infant Sorrow


_________




My mother groaned, my father wept:


Into the dangerous world I leapt,


Helpless, naked, piping loud,


Like a fiend hid in a cloud.


Struggling in my father’s hands,


Striving against my swaddling bands,


Bound and weary, I thought best


To sulk upon my mother’s breast.





A Poison Tree


_________




I was angry with my friend:


I told my wrath, my wrath did end.


I was angry with my foe:


I told it not, my wrath did grow.


And I watered it in fears


Night and morning with my tears,


And I sunned it with smiles


And with soft deceitful wiles.


And it grew both day and night,


Till it bore an apple bright,


And my foe beheld it shine,


And he knew that it was mine,—


And into my garden stole


When the night had veiled the pole;


In the morning glad I see


My foe outstretched beneath the tree.





A Little Boy Lost


_________




“Nought loves another as itself,


Nor venerates another so,


Nor is it possible to thought


A greater than itself to know.


“And, father, how can I love you


Or any of my brothers more?


I love you like the little bird


That picks up crumbs around the door.”


The Priest sat by and heard the child;


In trembling zeal he seized his hair,


He led him by his little coat,


And all admired his priestly care.


And standing on the altar high,


“Lo, what a fiend is here!” said he:


“One who sets reason up for judge


Of our most holy mystery.”


The weeping child could not be heard,


The weeping parents wept in vain:


They stripped him to his little shirt,


And bound him in an iron chain,


And burned him in a holy place


Where many had been burned before;


The weeping parents wept in vain.


Are such things done on Albion’s shore?





A Little Girl Lost


_________




Children of the future age,


Reading this indignant page,


Know that in a former time


Love, sweet love, was thought a crime.


In the age of gold,


Free from winter’s cold,


Youth and maiden bright,


To the holy light,


Naked in the sunny beams delight.


Once a youthful pair,


Filled with softest care,


Met in garden bright


Where the holy light


Had just removed the curtains of the night.


There, in rising day,


On the grass they play;


Parents were afar,


Strangers came not near,


And the maiden soon forgot her fear.


Tired with kisses sweet,


They agree to meet


When the silent sleep


Waves o’er heaven’s deep,


And the weary tired wanderers weep.


To her father white


Came the maiden bright;


But his loving look,


Like the holy book,


All her tender limbs with terror shook.


“Ona, pale and weak,


To thy father speak!


O the trembling fear!


O the dismal care


That shakes the blossoms of my hoary hair!”





A Divine Image


_________




Cruelty has a human heart,


And Jealousy a human face;


Terror the human form divine,


And Secrecy the human dress.


The human dress is forged iron,


The human form a fiery forge,


The human face a furnace sealed,


The human heart its hungry gorge.





A Cradle Song


_________




Sleep, sleep, beauty bright,


Dreaming in the joys of night;


Sleep, sleep; in thy sleep


Little sorrows sit and weep.


Sweet babe, in thy face


Soft desires I can trace,


Secret joys and secret smiles,


Little pretty infant wiles.


As thy softest limbs I feel,


Smiles as of the morning steal


O’er thy cheek, and o’er thy breast


Where thy little heart doth rest.


O the cunning wiles that creep


In thy little heart asleep!


When thy little heart doth wake,


Then the dreadful light shall break.





The Schoolboy


_________




I love to rise in a summer morn,


When the birds sing on every tree;


The distant huntsman winds his horn,


And the skylark sings with me:


O what sweet company!


But to go to school in a summer morn,—


O it drives all joy away!


Under a cruel eye outworn,


The little ones spend the day


In sighing and dismay.


Ah then at times I drooping sit,


And spend many an anxious hour;


Nor in my book can I take delight,


Nor sit in learning’s bower,


Worn through with the dreary shower.


How can the bird that is born for joy


Sit in a cage and sing?


How can a child, when fears annoy,


But droop his tender wing,


And forget his youthful spring!


O father and mother if buds are nipped,


And blossoms blown away;


And if the tender plants are stripped


Of their joy in the springing day,


By sorrow and care’s dismay,—


How shall the summer arise in joy,


Or the summer fruits appear?


Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy,


Or bless the mellowing year,


When the blasts of winter appear?





To Tirzah


_________




Whate’er is born of mortal birth


Must be consumed with the earth,


To rise from generation free:


Then what have I to do with thee?


The sexes sprung from shame and pride,


Blowed in the morn, in evening died;


But mercy changed death into sleep;


The sexes rose to work and weep.


Thou, mother of my mortal part,


With cruelty didst mould my heart,


And with false self-deceiving tears


Didst blind my nostrils, eyes, and ears,


Didst close my tongue in senseless clay,


And me to mortal life betray.


The death of Jesus set me free:


Then what have I to do with thee?





The Voice of the Ancient Bard


_________




Youth of delight! come hither


And see the opening morn,


Image of Truth new-born.


Doubt is fled, and clouds of reason,


Dark disputes and artful teazing.


Folly is an endless maze;


Tangled roots perplex her ways;


How many have fallen there!


They stumble all night over bones of the dead;


And feel—they know not what but care;


And wish to lead others, when they should be led.





To the Muses


_________




Whether on Ida’s shady brow,


Or in the chambers of the East,


The chambers of the sun, that now


From ancient melody have ceas’d;


Whether in Heav’n ye wander fair,


Or the green corners of the earth,


Or the blue regions of the air,


Where the melodious winds have birth;


Whether on crystal rocks ye rove,


Beneath the bosom of the sea


Wand’ring in many a coral grove,


Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry!


How have you left the ancient love


That bards of old enjoy’d in you!


The languid strings do scarcely move!


The sound is forc’d, the notes are few!





Love’s Secret


_________




Never seek to tell thy love,


Love that never told can be;


For the gentle wind does move


Silently, invisibly.


I told my love, I told my love,


I told her all my heart;


Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears,


Ah! she did depart!


Soon as she was gone from me,


A traveller came by,


Silently, invisibly,


He took her with a sigh.





The New Jerusalem


_________




And did those feet in ancient time


Walk upon England’s mountains green?


And was the holy Lamb of God


On England’s pleasant pastures seen?


And did the Countenance Divine


Shine forth upon our clouded hills?


And was Jerusalem builded here


Among these dark Satanic Mills?


Bring me my bow of burning gold!


Bring me my arrows of desire!


Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold!


Bring me my chariot of fire!


I will not cease from mental fight,


Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand


Till we have built Jerusalem


In England’s green and pleasant land.





The Book of Thel


_________


THEL’S MOTTO




Does the Eagle know what is in the pit?


Or wilt thou go ask the Mole?


Can Wisdom be put in a silver rod?


Or Love in a golden bowl?







I


The daughters of the Seraphim led round their sunny flocks,


All but the youngest; she in paleness sought the secret air,


To fade away like morning beauty from her mortal day;


Down by the river of Adona her soft voice is heard,


And thus her gentle lamentation falls like morning dew:


“O life of this our spring! why fades the lotus of the water?


Why fade these children of the spring, born but to smile and fall?


Ah! Thel is like a wat’ry bow, and like a parting cloud,


Like a reflection in a glass, like shadows in the water,


Like dreams of infants, like a smile upon an infant’s face,


Like the dove’s voice, like transient day, like music in the air.


Ah! gentle may I lay me down, and gentle rest my head,


And gentle sleep the sleep of death, and gentle hear the voice


Of him that walketh in the garden in the evening time.”


The Lily of the valley, breathing in the humble grass


Answer’d the lovely maid and said: “I am a wat’ry weed,


And I am very small, and love to dwell in lowly vales;


So weak, the gilded butterfly scarce perches on my head;


Yet I am visited from heaven, and he that smiles on all


Walks in the valley and each morn over me spreads his hand,


Saying: ‘Rejoice, thou humble grass, thou new-born lily flower,


Thou gentle maid of silent valleys and of modest brooks;


For thou shalt be clothed in light, and fed with morning manna,


Till summer’s heat melts thee beside the fountains and the springs


To flourish in eternal vales.’ Then why should Thel complain?


Why should the mistress of the vales of Har utter a sigh?”


She ceas’d and smil’d in tears, then sat down in her silver shrine.


Thel answered: “O thou little virgin of the peaceful valley,


Giving to those that cannot crave, the voiceless, the o’ertired;


Thy breath doth nourish the innocent lamb, he smells thy milky garments,


He crops thy flowers, while thou sittest smiling in his face,


Wiping his mild and meekin mouth from all contagious taints.


Thy wine doth purify the golden honey; thy perfume,


Which thou dost scatter on every little blade of grass that springs,


Revives the milked cow, and tames the fire-breathing steed.


But Thel is like a faint cloud kindled at the rising sun:


I vanish from my pearly throne, and who shall find my place?”


“Queen of the vales,” the Lily answered, “ask the tender cloud,


And it shall tell thee why it glitters in the morning sky,


And why it scatters its bright beauty thro’ the humid air.


Descend, O little cloud, and hover before the eyes of Thel.”


The Cloud descended, and the Lily bow’d her modest head,


And went to mind her numerous charge among the verdant grass.


II


“O little Cloud,” the virgin said, “I charge thee tell to me,


Why thou complainest not when in one hour thou fade away:


Then we shall seek thee but not find; ah, Thel is like to thee.


I pass away, yet I complain, and no one hears my voice.”


The Cloud then shew’d his golden head and his bright form emerg’d,


Hovering and glittering on the air before the face of Thel.


“O virgin, know’st thou not our steeds drink of the golden springs


Where Luvah doth renew his horses? Look’st thou on my youth,


And fearest thou because I vanish and am seen no more,


Nothing remains? O maid, I tell thee, when I pass away,


It is to tenfold life, to love, to peace, and raptures holy:


Unseen descending, weigh my light wings upon balmy flowers,


And court the fair-eyed dew, to take me to her shining tent:


The weeping virgin trembling kneels before the risen sun,


Till we arise link’d in a golden band, and never part,


But walk united, bearing food to all our tender flowers.”


“Dost thou, O little Cloud? I fear that I am not like thee;


For I walk through the vales of Har and smell the sweetest flowers,


But I feed not the little flowers; I hear the warbling birds,


But I feed not the warbling birds; they fly and seek their food;


But Thel delights in these no more, because I fade away,


And all shall say, ‘Without a use this shining woman liv’d,


Or did she only live to be at death the food of worms?’”


The Cloud reclin’d upon his airy throne and answer’d thus:


“Then if thou art the food of worms, O virgin of the skies,


How great thy use, how great thy blessing! Every thing that lives


Lives not alone, nor for itself; fear not, and I will call


The weak worm from its lowly bed, and thou shalt hear its voice.


Come forth, worm of the silent valley, to thy pensive queen.”


The helpless worm arose, and sat upon the Lily’s leaf,


And the bright Cloud sail’d on, to find his partner in the vale.


III


Then Thel astonish’d view’d the Worm upon its dewy bed.


“Art thou a Worm? Image of weakness, art thou but a Worm?


I see thee like an infant wrapped in the Lily’s leaf;


Ah, weep not, little voice, thou can’st not speak, but thou can’st weep.


Is this a Worm? I see thee lay helpless and naked, weeping,


And none to answer, none to cherish thee with mother’s smiles.”


The Clod of Clay heard the Worm’s voice, and rais’d her pitying head;


She bow’d over the weeping infant, and her life exhal’d


In milky fondness; then on Thel she fix’d her humble eyes.


“O beauty of the vales of Har! we live not for ourselves;


Thou seest me the meanest thing, and so I am indeed;


My bosom of itself is cold, and of itself is dark,


But he that loves the lowly, pours his oil upon my head,


And kisses me, and binds his nuptial bands around my breast,


And says: ‘Thou mother of my children, I have loved thee


And I have given thee a crown that none can take away.’


But how this is, sweet maid, I know not, and I cannot know;


I ponder, and I cannot ponder; yet I live and love.”


The daughter of beauty wip’d her pitying tears with her white veil,


And said: “Alas! I knew not this, and therefore did I weep.


That God would love a Worm, I knew, and punish the evil foot


That wilful bruis’d its helpless form; but that he cherish’d it


With milk and oil I never knew; and therefore did I weep,


And I complain’d in the mild air, because I fade away,


And lay me down in thy cold bed, and leave my shining lot.”


“Queen of the vales,” the matron Clay answered, “I heard thy sighs,


And all thy moans flew o’er my roof, but I have call’d them down.


Wilt thou, O Queen, enter my house? ’tis given thee to enter


And to return: fear nothing, enter with thy virgin feet.”


IV


The eternal gates’ terrific porter lifted the northern bar:


Thel enter’d in and saw the secrets of the land unknown.


She saw the couches of the dead, and where the fibrous roots


Of every heart on earth infixes deep its restless twists:


A land of sorrows and of tears where never smile was seen.


She wander’d in the land of clouds thro’ valleys dark, list’ning


Dolours and lamentations; waiting oft beside a dewy grave,


She stood in silence, list’ning to the voices of the ground,


Till to her own grave plot she came, and there she sat down,


And heard this voice of sorrow breathed from the hollow pit:


“Why cannot the Ear be closed to its own destruction?


Or the glist’ning Eye to the poison of a smile?


Why are Eyelids stor’d with arrows ready drawn,


Where a thousand fighting men in ambush lie?


Or an Eye of gifts and graces, show’ring fruits and coined gold?


Why a Tongue impress’d with honey from every wind?


Why an Ear, a whirlpool fierce to draw creations in?


Why a Nostril wide inhaling terror, trembling, and affright?


Why a tender curb upon the youthful burning boy?


Why a little curtain of flesh on the bed of our desire?”


The Virgin started from her seat, and with a shriek


Fled back unhinder’d till she came into the vales of Har.





Song: How Sweet I Roam’d


_________




How sweet I roam’d from field to field,


And tasted all the summer’s pride,


’Till I the prince of love beheld,


Who in the sunny beams did glide!


He shew’d me lilies for my hair,


And blushing roses for my brow;


He led me through his gardens fair,


Where all his golden pleasures grow.


With sweet May dews my wings were wet,


And Phoebus fir’d my vocal rage;


He caught me in his silken net,


And shut me in his golden cage.


He loves to sit and hear me sing,


Then, laughing, sports and plays with me;


Then stretches out my golden wing,


And mocks my loss of liberty.





I Saw a Chapel All of Gold


_________




I saw a chapel all of gold


That none did dare to enter in,


And many weeping stood without,


Weeping, mourning, worshipping.


I saw a serpent rise between


The white pillars of the door


And he forc’d and forc’d and forc’d,


Down the golden hinges tore.


And along the pavement sweet,


Set with pearls and rubies bright,


All his slimy length he drew,


Till upon the altar white


Vomiting his poison out


On the bread and on the wine.


So I turn’d into a sty


And laid me down among the swine.





Mock on, Mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau


_________




Mock on, mock on, Voltaire, Rousseau;


Mock on, mock on; ’tis all in vain!


You throw the sand against the wind,


And the wind blows it back again.


And every sand becomes a gem


Reflected in the beams divine;


Blown back they blind the mocking eye,


But still in Israel’s paths they shine.


The Atoms of Democritus


And Newton’s Particles of Light


Are sands upon the Red Sea shore,


Where Israel’s tents do shine so bright.





The Smile


_________




There is a smile of love,


And there is a smile of deceit,


And there is a smile of smiles


In which these two smiles meet.


And there is a frown of hate,


And there is a frown of disdain,


And there is a frown of frowns


Which you strive to forget in vain;


For it sticks in the heart’s deep core,


And it sticks in the deep back bone.


And no smile that ever was smil’d


But only one smile alone,


That betwixt the cradle and grave


It only once smil’d can be;


But when it once is smil’d,


There’s an end to all misery.





Auguries of Innocence


_________




To see a World in a Grain of Sand


And a Heaven in a Wild Flower


Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand


And Eternity in an hour.


A Robin Red breast in a Cage


Puts all Heaven in a Rage.


A Dove house fill’d with Doves and Pigeons


Shudders Hell thro’ all its regions.


A dog starv’d at his Masters Gate


Predicts the ruin of the State.


A Horse misus’d upon the Road


Calls to Heaven for Human blood.


Each outcry of the hunted Hare


A fibre from the Brain does tear.


A Skylark wounded in the wing


A Cherubim does cease to sing.


The Game Cock clip’d and arm’d for fight


Does the Rising Sun affright.


Every Wolf’s and Lion’s howl


Raises from Hell a Human Soul.


The wild deer, wand’ring here and there


Keeps the Human Soul from Care.


The Lamb misus’d breeds Public Strife


And yet forgives the Butcher’s knife.


The Bat that flits at close of Eve


Has left the Brain that won’t Believe.


The Owl that calls upon the Night


Speaks the Unbeliever’s fright.


He who shall hurt the little Wren


Shall never be belov’d by Men.


He who the Ox to wrath has mov’d


Shall never be by Woman lov’d.


The wanton Boy that kills the Fly


Shall feel the Spider’s enmity.


He who torments the Chafer’s Sprite


Weaves a Bower in endless Night.


The Catterpiller on the Leaf


Repeats to thee thy Mother’s grief.


Kill not the Moth nor Butterfly


For the Last Judgment draweth nigh.


He who shall train the Horse to War


Shall never pass the Polar Bar.


The Beggar’s Dog and Widow’s Cat


Feed them and thou wilt grow fat.


The Gnat that sings his Summer’s Song


Poison gets from Slander’s tongue.


The poison of the Snake and Newt


Is the sweat of Envy’s Foot.


The poison of the Honey Bee


Is the Artist’s Jealousy.


The Prince’s Robes and Beggar’s Rags


Are Toadstools on the Miser’s Bags.


A Truth that’s told with bad intent


Beats all the Lies you can invent.


It is right it should be so;


Man was made for Joy and Woe;


And when this we rightly know


Thro’ the World we safely go.


Joy and Woe are woven fine;


A Clothing for the soul divine.


Under every grief and pine


Runs a joy with silken twine.


The Babe is more than swadling Bands


Throughout all these Human Lands


Tools were made and Born were hands;


Every Farmer Understands.


Every Tear from Every Eye


Becomes a Babe in Eternity;


This is caught by Females bright


And return’d to its own delight.


The Bleat, the Bark, Bellow and Roar


Are Waves that Beat on Heaven’s Shore.


The Babe that weeps the Rod beneath


Writes Revenge in realms of Death.


The Beggar’s Rags, fluttering in Air


Does to Rags the Heavens tear.


The Soldier, arm’d with Sword and Gun


Palsied strikes the Summer’s Sun.


The poor Man’s Farthing is worth more


Than all the Gold on Afric’s Shore.


One Mite wrung from the Labrer’s hands


Shall buy and sell the Miser’s Lands.


Or, if protected from on high,


Does that whole Nation sell and buy.


He who mocks the Infant’s Faith


Shall be mock’d in Age and Death.


He who shall teach the Child to Doubt


The rotting Grave shall ne’er get out.


He who respects the Infant’s faith


Triumphs over Hell and Death.


The Child’s Toys and the Old Man’s Reasons


Are the Fruits of the Two seasons.


The Questioner who sits so sly


Shall never know how to Reply.


He who replies to words of Doubt


Doth put the Light of Knowledge out.


The Strongest Poison ever known


Came from Caesar’s Laurel Crown.


Nought can Deform the Human Race


Like to the Armour’s iron brace.


When Gold and Gems adorn the Plow


To peaceful Arts shall Envy Bow.


A Riddle or the Crickets Cry


Is to Doubt a fit Reply.


The Emmet’s Inch and Eagle’s Mile


Make Lame Philosophy to smile.


He who Doubts from what he sees


Will ne’er Believe do what you Please.


If the Sun and Moon should Doubt,


They’d immediately Go out.


To be in a Passion you Good may Do


But no Good if a Passion is in you.


The Whore and Gambler, by the State


Licenc’d, build that Nation’s Fate.


The Harlot’s cry from Street to Street


Shall weave Old England’s winding Sheet.


The Winner’s Shout, the Loser’s Curse,


Dance before dead England’s Hearse.


Every Night and every Morn


Some to Misery are Born.


Every Morn and every Night


Some are Born to sweet delight.


Some are Born to sweet delight;


Some are Born to Endless Night.


We are led to Believe a Lie


When we see not Thro’ the Eye


Which was Born in a Night to perish in a Night


When the Soul Slept in Beams of Light.


God Appears and God is Light


To those poor Souls who dwell in Night;


But does a Human Form Display


To those who Dwell in Realms of day.





Proverbs of Hell


_________




From THE MARRIAGE OF HEAVEN AND HELL


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


Drive your cart and your plow 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 a 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.


The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbit watch the roots; the lion, the tyger, 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.


Every thing 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 tygers 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 fools 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 head!


As the catterpiller 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 of 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!












WILLIAM WORDSWORTH


Simon Lee, the Old Huntsman


_________


WITH AN INCIDENT IN WHICH HE WAS CONCERNED




In the sweet shire of Cardigan,


Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,


An old Man dwells, a little man,—


’Tis said he once was tall.


For five-and-thirty years he lived


A running huntsman merry;


And still the centre of his cheek


Is red as a ripe cherry.


No man like him the horn could sound,


And hill and valley rang with glee


When Echo bandied, round and round


The halloo of Simon Lee.


In those proud days, he little cared


For husbandry or tillage;


To blither tasks did Simon rouse


The sleepers of the village.


He all the country could outrun,


Could leave both man and horse behind;


And often, ere the chase was done,


He reeled, and was stone-blind.


And still there’s something in the world


At which his heart rejoices;


For when the chiming hounds are out,


He dearly loves their voices!


But, oh the heavy change!—bereft


Of health, strength, friends, and kindred, see!


Old Simon to the world is left


In liveried poverty.


His Master’s dead—and no one now


Dwells in the Hall of Ivor;


Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;


He is the sole survivor.


And he is lean and he is sick;


His body, dwindled and awry,


Rests upon ankles swoln and thick;


His legs are thin and dry.


One prop he has, and only one,


His wife, an aged woman,


Lives with him, near the waterfall,


Upon the village Common.


Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,


Not twenty paces from the door,


A scrap of land they have, but they


Are poorest of the poor.


This scrap of land he from the heath


Enclosed when he was stronger;


But what to them avails the land


Which he can till no longer?


Oft, working by her Husband’s side,


Ruth does what Simon cannot do;


For she, with scanty cause for pride,


Is stouter of the two.


And, though you with your utmost skill


From labour could not wean them,


’Tis little, very little—all


That they can do between them.


Few months of life has he in store


As he to you will tell,


For still, the more he works, the more


Do his weak ankles swell.


My gentle Reader, I perceive,


How patiently you’ve waited,


And now I fear that you expect


Some tale will be related.


O Reader! had you in your mind


Such stores as silent thought can bring,


O gentle Reader! you would find


A tale in every thing.


What more I have to say is short,


And you must kindly take it:


It is no tale; but, should you think,


Perhaps a tale you’ll make it.


One summer-day I chanced to see


This old Man doing all he could


To unearth the root of an old tree,


A stump of rotten wood.


The mattock tottered in his hand;


So vain was his endeavour,


That at the root of the old tree


He might have worked for ever.


“You’re overtasked, good Simon Lee,


Give me your tool,” to him I said;


And at the word right gladly he


Received my proffered aid.


I struck, and with a single blow


The tangled root I severed,


At which the poor old Man so long


And vainly had endeavoured.


The tears into his eyes were brought,


And thanks and praises seemed to run


So fast out of his heart, I thought


They never would have done.


—I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds


With coldness still returning;


Alas! the gratitude of men


Hath oftener left me mourning.





We Are Seven


_________




A simple child, dear brother Jim,


That lightly draws its breath,


And feels its life in every limb,


What should it know of death?


I met a little cottage girl,


She was eight years old, she said;


Her hair was thick with many a curl


That cluster’d round her head.


She had a rustic, woodland air,


And she was wildly clad;


Her eyes were fair, and very fair,


—Her beauty made me glad.


“Sisters and brothers, little Maid,


How many may you be?”


“How many? seven in all,” she said,


And wondering looked at me.


“And where are they, I pray you tell?”


She answered, “Seven are we,


And two of us at Conway dwell,


And two are gone to sea.


“Two of us in the church-yard lie,


My sister and my brother,


And in the church-yard cottage, I


Dwell near them with my mother.”


“You say that two at Conway dwell,


And two are gone to sea,


Yet you are seven; I pray you tell


Sweet Maid, how this may be?”


Then did the little Maid reply,


“Seven boys and girls are we;


Two of us in the church-yard lie,


Beneath the church-yard tree.”


“You run about, my little Maid,


Your limbs they are alive;


If two are in the church-yard laid,


Then ye are only five.”


“Their graves are green, they may be seen,”


The little Maid replied,


“Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,


And they are side by side.


“My stockings there I often knit,


My ’kerchief there I hem;


And there upon the ground I sit—


I sit and sing to them.


“And often after sunset, Sir,


When it is light and fair,


I take my little porringer,


And eat my supper there.


“The first that died was little Jane;


In bed she moaning lay,


Till God released her of her pain,


And then she went away.


“So in the church-yard she was laid,


And, when the grass was dry,


Together round her grave we played,


My brother John and I.


“And when the ground was white with snow,


And I could run and slide,


My brother John was forced to go,


And he lies by her side.”


“How many are you then,” said I,


“If they two are in Heaven?”


Quick was the little Maid’s reply:


“O Master! we are seven.”


“But they are dead; those two are dead!


Their spirits are in heaven!”


’Twas throwing words away; for still


The little Maid would have her will,


And said, “Nay, we are seven!”





Lines Written in Early Spring


_________




I heard a thousand blended notes,


While in a grove I sate reclined,


In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts


Bring sad thoughts to the mind.


To her fair works did nature link


The human soul that through me ran;


And much it griev’d my heart to think


What man has made of man.


Through primrose-tufts, in that sweet bower,


The periwinkle trail’d its wreathes;


And ’tis my faith that every flower


Enjoys the air it breathes.


The birds around me hopp’d and play’d:


Their thoughts I cannot measure,


But the least motion which they made,


It seem’d a thrill of pleasure.


The budding twigs spread out their fan,


To catch the breezy air;


And I must think, do all I can,


That there was pleasure there.


If this belief from heaven be sent,


If such be nature’s holy plan,


Have I not reason to lament


What man has made of man?





The Thorn


_________


I




There is a thorn; it looks so old,


In truth you’d find it hard to say


How it could ever have been young,


It looks so old and grey.


Not higher than a two-years’ child,


It stands erect this aged thorn;


No leaves it has, no thorny points;


It is a mass of knotted joints,


A wretched thing forlorn.


It stands erect, and like a stone


With lichens is it overgrown.





II




Like rock or stone, it is o’ergrown


With lichens to the very top,


And hung with heavy tufts of moss,


A melancholy crop:


Up from the earth these mosses creep,


And this poor thorn they clasp it round


So close, you’d say that they were bent


With plain and manifest intent,


To drag it to the ground;


And all had joined in one endeavour


To bury this poor thorn for ever.





III




High on a mountain’s highest ridge,


Where oft the stormy winter gale


Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds


It sweeps from vale to vale;


Not five yards from the mountain-path,


This thorn you on your left espy;


And to the left, three yards beyond,


You see a little muddy pond


Of water, never dry;


Though but of compass small, and bare


To thirsty suns and parching air.





IV




And close beside this aged thorn,


There is a fresh and lovely sight,


A beauteous heap, a hill of moss,


Just half a foot in height.


All lovely colours there you see,


All colours that were ever seen,


And mossy network too is there,


As if by hand of lady fair


The work had woven been,


And cups, the darlings of the eye,


So deep is their vermilion dye.





V




Ah me! what lovely tints are there!


Of olive-green and scarlet bright,


In spikes, in branches, and in stars,


Green, red, and pearly white.


This heap of earth o’ergrown with moss


Which close beside the thorn you see,


So fresh in all its beauteous dyes,


Is like an infant’s grave in size


As like as like can be:


But never, never any where,


An infant’s grave was half so fair.





VI




Now would you see this aged thorn,


This pond and beauteous hill of moss,


You must take care and chuse your time


The mountain when to cross.


For oft there sits, between the heap,


So like an infant’s grave in size,


And that same pond of which I spoke,


A woman in a scarlet cloak,


And to herself she cries,


“Oh misery! oh misery!


Oh woe is me! oh misery!”





VII




At all times of the day and night


This wretched woman thither goes,


And she is known to every star,


And every wind that blows;


And there beside the thorn she sits


When the blue day-light’s in the skies,


And when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


Or frosty air is keen and still,


And to herself she cries,


“Oh misery! oh misery!


Oh woe is me! oh misery!”





VIII




“Now wherefore thus, by day and night,


In rain, in tempest, and in snow,


Thus to the dreary mountain-top


Does this poor woman go?


And why sits she beside the thorn


When the blue day-light’s in the sky,


Or when the whirlwind’s on the hill,


Or frosty air is keen and still,


And wherefore does she cry?—


Oh wherefore? wherefore? tell me why


Does she repeat that doleful cry?”





IX




I cannot tell; I wish I could;


For the true reason no one knows,


But would you gladly view the spot,


The spot to which she goes;


The hillock like an infant’s grave,


The pond—and thorn, so old and grey,


Pass by her door—’tis seldom shut—


And if you see her in her hut,


Then to the spot away!—


I never heard of such as dare


Approach the spot when she is there.





X




“But wherefore to the mountain-top


Can this unhappy woman go,


Whatever star is in the skies,


Whatever wind may blow?”


“Full twenty years are past and gone


Since she (her name is Martha Ray)


Gave with a maiden’s true good-will


Her company to Stephen Hill;


And she was blithe and gay,


While friends and kindred all approved


Of him whom tenderly she loved.





XI




And they had fix’d the wedding-day,


The morning that must wed them both;


But Stephen to another maid


Had sworn another oath;


And with this other maid to church


Unthinking Stephen went—


Poor Martha! on that woful day


A pang of pitiless dismay


Into her soul was sent:


A fire was kindled in her breast,


Which might not burn itself to rest.





XII




They say, full six months after this,


While yet the summer leaves were green,


She to the mountain-top would go,


And there was often seen.


What could she seek?—or wish to hide?


Her state to any eye was plain;


She was with child, and she was mad,


Yet often she was sober sad


From her exceeding pain.


Oh guilty Father—would that death


Had saved him from that breach of faith!





XIII




Sad case for such a brain to hold


Communion with a stirring child!


Sad case, as you may think, for one


Who had a brain so wild!


Last Christmas-eve we talked of this,


And grey-haired Wilfred of the glen


Held that the unborn infant wrought


About its mother’s heart, and brought


Her senses back again:


And, when at last her time drew near,


Her looks were calm, her senses clear.





XIV




More know I not, I wish I did,


And it should all be told to you;


For what became of this poor child


No mortal ever knew;


Nay—if a child to her was born


No earthly tongue could ever tell;


And if ’twas born alive or dead,


Far less could this with proof be said;


But some remember well,


That Martha Ray about this time


Would up the mountain often climb.





XV




And all that winter, when at night


The wind blew from the mountain-peak,


’Twas worth your while, though in the dark,


The church-yard path to seek:


For many a time and oft were heard


Cries coming from the mountain-head,


Some plainly living voices were,


And others, I’ve heard many swear,


Were voices of the dead:


I cannot think, whate’er they say,


They had to do with Martha Ray.





XVI




But that she goes to this old thorn,


The thorn which I’ve described to you,


And there sits in a scarlet cloak,


I will be sworn is true.


For one day with my telescope,


To view the ocean wide and bright,


When to this country first I came,


Ere I had heard of Martha’s name,


I climbed the mountain’s height:


A storm came on, and I could see


No object higher than my knee.





XVII




’Twas mist and rain, and storm and rain,


No screen, no fence could I discover,


And then the wind! in sooth, it was


A wind full ten times over.


I looked around, I thought I saw


A jutting crag, and oft’ I ran,


Head-foremost, through the driving rain,


The shelter of the crag to gain,


And, as I am a man,


Instead of jutting crag, I found


A woman seated on the ground.





XVIII




I did not speak—I saw her face;


Her face!—it was enough for me;


I turned about and heard her cry,


“O misery! O misery!”


And there she sits, until the moon


Through half the clear blue sky will go,


And when the little breezes make


The waters of the pond to shake,


As all the country know,


She shudders and you hear her cry,


“Oh misery! oh misery!”





XIX




“But what’s the thorn? and what’s the pond?


And what’s the hill of moss to her?


And what’s the creeping breeze that comes


The little pond to stir?”


I cannot tell; but some will say


She hanged her baby on the tree,


Some say she drowned it in the pond,


Which is a little step beyond,


But all and each agree,


The little babe was buried there,


Beneath that hill of moss so fair.





XX




I’ve heard the moss is spotted red


With drops of that poor infant’s blood;


But kill a new-born infant thus!


I do not think she could.


Some say, if to the pond you go,


And fix on it a steady view,


The shadow of a babe you trace,


A baby and a baby’s face,


And that it looks at you;


Whene’er you look on it, ’tis plain


The baby looks at you again.





XXI




And some had sworn an oath that she


Should be to public justice brought;


And for the little infant’s bones


With spades they would have sought.


But instantly the hill of moss


Before their eyes began to stir!


And for full fifty yards around,


The grass it shook upon the ground!


Yet all do still aver


The little babe is buried there,


Beneath that hill of moss so fair.





XXII




I cannot tell how this may be,


But plain it is, the thorn is bound


With heavy tufts of moss that strive


To drag it to the ground;


And this I know, full many a time,


When she was on the mountain high,


By day, and in the silent night,


When all the stars shone clear and bright,


That I have heard her cry,


“Oh misery! oh misery!


O woe is me! oh misery!”





Expostulation and Reply


_________




“Why William, on that old grey stone,


Thus for the length of half a day,


Why William, sit you thus alone,


And dream your time away?


“Where are your books? that light bequeath’d


To beings else forlorn and blind!


Up! Up! and drink the spirit breath’d


From dead men to their kind.


“You look round on your mother earth,


As if she for no purpose bore you;


As if you were her first-born birth,


And none had lived before you!”


One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,


When life was sweet I knew not why,


To me my good friend Matthew spake,


And thus I made reply.


“The eye it cannot choose but see,


We cannot bid the ear be still;


Our bodies feel, where’er they be,


Against, or with our will.


“Nor less I deem that there are powers,


Which of themselves our minds impress,


That we can feed this mind of ours,


In a wise passiveness.


“Think you, ’mid all this mighty sum


Of things for ever speaking,


That nothing of itself will come,


But we must still be seeking?


“Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,


Conversing as I may,


I sit upon this old grey stone,


And dream my time away.”





The Tables Turned


_________


AN EVENING SCENE, ON THE SAME SUBJECT




Up! up! my friend, and quit your books,


Or surely you’ll grow double:


Up! up! my friend, and clear your looks,


Why all this toil and trouble?


The sun above the mountain’s head,


A freshening lustre mellow,


Through all the long green fields has spread,


His first sweet evening yellow.


Books! ’tis a dull and endless strife,


Come, hear the woodland linnet,


How sweet his music; on my life,


There’s more of wisdom in it.


And hark! how blithe the throstle sings!


He, too, is no mean preacher;


Come forth into the light of things,


Let Nature be your teacher.


She has a world of ready wealth,


Our minds and hearts to bless—


Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health,


Truth breathed by chearfulness.


One impulse from a vernal wood


May teach you more of man;


Of moral evil and of good,


Than all the sages can.


Sweet is the lore which nature brings;


Our meddling intellect


Mis-shapes the beauteous forms of things;


We murder to dissect.


Enough of science and of art;


Close up these barren leaves;


Come forth, and bring with you a heart


That watches and receives.





Lines Composed a Few Miles
Above Tintern Abbey


_________


ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR, JULY 13, 1798




Five years have past; five summers, with the length


Of five long winters! and again I hear


These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs


With a soft inland murmur.—Once again


Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,


That on a wild secluded scene impress


Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect


The landscape with the quiet of the sky.


The day is come when I again repose


Here, under this dark sycamore, and view


These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,


Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,


Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves


’Mid groves and copses. Once again I see


These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines


Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,


Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke


Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!


With some uncertain notice, as might seem


Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,


Or of some Hermit’s cave, where by his fire


The Hermit sits alone.


These beauteous forms,


Through a long absence, have not been to me


As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye:


But oft, in lonely rooms, and ’mid the din


Of towns and cities, I have owed to them,


In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,


Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;


And passing even into my purer mind


With tranquil restoration:—feelings too


Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,


As have no slight or trivial influence


On that best portion of a good man’s life,


His little, nameless, unremembered, acts


Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,


To them I may have owed another gift,


Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,


In which the burthen of the mystery,


In which the heavy and the weary weight


Of all this unintelligible world,


Is lightened:—that serene and blessed mood,


In which the affections gently lead us on,—


Until, the breath of this corporeal frame


And even the motion of our human blood


Almost suspended, we are laid asleep


In body, and become a living soul:


While with an eye made quiet by the power


Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,


We see into the life of things.


If this


Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft—


In darkness and amid the many shapes


Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir


Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,


Have hung upon the beatings of my heart—


How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,


O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro’ the woods,


How often has my spirit turned to thee!


And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,


With many recognitions dim and faint,


And somewhat of a sad perplexity,


The picture of the mind revives again:


While here I stand, not only with the sense


Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts


That in this moment there is life and food


For future years. And so I dare to hope,


Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first


I came among these hills; when like a roe


I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides


Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,


Wherever nature led: more like a man


Flying from something that he dreads, than one


Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then


(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days


And their glad animal movements all gone by)


To me was all in all.—I cannot paint


What then I was. The sounding cataract


Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,


The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,


Their colours and their forms, were then to me


An appetite; a feeling and a love,


That had no need of a remoter charm,


By thought supplied, not any interest


Unborrowed from the eye.—That time is past,


And all its aching joys are now no more,


And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this


Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts


Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,


Abundant recompense. For I have learned


To look on nature, not as in the hour


Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes


The still sad music of humanity,


Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power


To chasten and subdue.—And I have felt


A presence that disturbs me with the joy


Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime


Of something far more deeply interfused,


Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,


And the round ocean and the living air,


And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:


A motion and a spirit, that impels


All thinking things, all objects of all thought,


And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still


A lover of the meadows and the woods


And mountains; and of all that we behold


From this green earth; of all the mighty world


Of eye, and ear,—both what they half create,


And what perceive; well pleased to recognise


In nature and the language of the sense


The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,


The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul


Of all my moral being.


Nor perchance,


If I were not thus taught, should I the more


Suffer my genial spirits to decay:


For thou art with me here upon the banks


Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,


My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch


The language of my former heart, and read


My former pleasures in the shooting lights


Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while


May I behold in thee what I was once,


My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make,


Knowing that Nature never did betray


The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege,


Through all the years of this our life, to lead


From joy to joy: for she can so inform


The mind that is within us, so impress


With quietness and beauty, and so feed


With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,


Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,


Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all


The dreary intercourse of daily life,


Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb


Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold


Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon


Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;


And let the misty mountain-winds be free


To blow against thee: and, in after years,


When these wild ecstasies shall be matured


Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind


Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,


Thy memory be as a dwelling-place


For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,


If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,


Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts


Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,


And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance—


If I should be where I no more can hear


Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams


Of past existence—wilt thou then forget


That on the banks of this delightful stream


We stood together; and that I, so long


A worshipper of Nature, hither came


Unwearied in that service: rather say


With warmer love—oh! with far deeper zeal


Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,


That after many wanderings, many years


Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,


And this green pastoral landscape, were to me


More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!





Strange Fits of Passion Have I Known


_________




Strange fits of passion have I known:


And I will dare to tell,


But in the lover’s ear alone,


What once to me befell.


When she I loved look’d every day


Fresh as a rose in June,


I to her cottage bent my way,


Beneath an evening moon.


Upon the moon I fix’d my eye,


All over the wide lea;


With quickening pace my horse drew nigh


Those paths so dear to me.


And now we reach’d the orchard-plot;


And, as we climb’d the hill,


The sinking moon to Lucy’s cot


Came near and nearer still.


In one of those sweet dreams I slept,


Kind Nature’s gentlest boon!


And all the while my eyes I kept


On the descending moon.


My horse moved on; hoof after hoof


He raised, and never stopp’d:


When down behind the cottage roof,


At once, the bright moon dropp’d.


What fond and wayward thoughts will slide


Into a lover’s head!


“O mercy!” to myself I cried,


“If Lucy should be dead!”





She Dwelt Among
the Untrodden Ways


_________




She dwelt among the untrodden ways


Beside the springs of Dove,


A Maid whom there were none to praise


And very few to love:


A violet by a mossy stone,


Half hidden from the eye!


Fair as a star, when only one


Is shining in the sky.


She lived unknown, and few could know


When Lucy ceased to be;


But she is in her grave, and oh,


The difference to me!





I Travell’d Among Unknown Men


_________




I travell’d among unknown men,


In lands beyond the sea;


Nor, England! did I know till then


What love I bore to thee.


’Tis past, that melancholy dream!


Nor will I quit thy shore


A second time; for still I seem


To love thee more and more.


Among the mountains did I feel


The joy of my desire;


And she I cherish’d turn’d her wheel


Beside an English fire.


Thy mornings show’d, thy nights conceal’d,


The bowers where Lucy play’d;


And thine too is the last green field


That Lucy’s eyes survey’d.





Three Years She Grew
in Sun and Shower


_________




Three years she grew in sun and shower;


Then Nature said, “A lovelier flower


On earth was never sown;


This child I to myself will take;


She shall be mine, and I will make


A lady of my own.


“Myself will to my darling be


Both law and impulse; and with me


The girl, in rock and plain,


In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,


Shall feel an overseeing power


To kindle or restrain.


“She shall be sportive as the fawn


That wild with glee across the lawn


Or up the mountain springs;


And hers shall be the breathing balm,


And hers the silence and the calm


Of mute insensate things.


“The floating clouds their state shall lend


To her; for her the willow bend;


Nor shall she fail to see


Even in the motions of the storm


Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form


By silent sympathy.


“The stars of midnight shall be dear


To her; and she shall lean her ear


In many a secret place


Where rivulets dance their wayward round,


And beauty born of murmuring sound


Shall pass into her face.


“And vital feelings of delight


Shall rear her form to stately height,


Her virgin bosom swell;


Such thoughts to Lucy I will give


While she and I together live


Here in this happy dell.”


Thus Nature spake—the work was done—


How soon my Lucy’s race was run!


She died, and left to me


This heath, this calm and quiet scene;


The memory of what has been,


And never more will be.





A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal


_________




A slumber did my spirit seal;


I had no human fears:


She seem’d a thing that could not feel


The touch of earthly years.


No motion has she now, no force;


She neither hears nor sees;


Roll’d round in earth’s diurnal course,


With rocks, and stones, and trees.





Lucy Gray


_________


OR SOLITUDE




Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray,


And when I cross’d the wild,


I chanc’d to see at break of day


The solitary child.


No mate, no comrade Lucy knew;


She dwelt on a wild moor,


The sweetest thing that ever grew


Beside a human door!


You yet may spy the fawn at play,


The hare upon the green;


But the sweet face of Lucy Gray


Will never more be seen.


“To-night will be a stormy night,


You to the town must go,


And take a lantern, Child, to light


Your mother through the snow.”


“That, Father! will I gladly do;


’Tis scarcely afternoon—


The minster-clock has just struck two,


And yonder is the moon.”


At this the father rais’d his hook


And snapp’d a faggot-band;


He plied his work, and Lucy took


The lantern in her hand.


Not blither is the mountain roe,


With many a wanton stroke


Her feet disperse, the powd’ry snow


That rises up like smoke.


The storm came on before its time,


She wander’d up and down,


And many a hill did Lucy climb


But never reach’d the town.


The wretched parents all that night


Went shouting far and wide;


But there was neither sound nor sight


To serve them for a guide.


At day-break on a hill they stood


That overlook’d the moor;


And thence they saw the bridge of wood


A furlong from their door.


They wept—and, turning homeward, cried,


“In Heaven we all shall meet!”


When in the snow the mother spied


The print of Lucy’s feet.


Then downward from the steep hill’s edge


They track’d the footmarks small;


And through the broken hawthorn-hedge,


And by the long stone-wall;


And then an open field they cross’d,


The marks were still the same;


They track’d them on, nor ever lost,


And to the bridge they came.


They follow’d from the snowy bank


Those footmarks, one by one,


Into the middle of the plank,


And further there were none!


Yet some maintain that to this day


She is a living child,


That you may see sweet Lucy Gray


Upon the lonesome wild.


O’er rough and smooth she trips along,


And never looks behind;


And sings a solitary song


That whistles in the wind.





The Two April Mornings


_________




We walk’d along, while bright and red


Uprose the morning sun,


And Matthew stopp’d, he look’d, and said,


“The will of God be done!”


A village schoolmaster was he,


With hair of glittering grey;


As blithe a man as you could see


On a spring holiday.


And on that morning, through the grass,


And by the steaming rills,


We travell’d merrily, to pass


A day among the hills.


“Our work,” said I, “was well begun;


Then from thy breast what thought,


Beneath so beautiful a sun,


So sad a sigh has brought?”


A second time did Matthew stop,


And fixing still his eye


Upon the eastern mountain-top


To me he made reply.


“Yon cloud with that long purple cleft


Brings fresh into my mind


A day like this which I have left


Full thirty years behind.


“And just above yon slope of corn


Such colours, and no other,


Were in the sky, that April morn,


Of this the very brother.


“With rod and line I sued the sport


Which that sweet season gave,


And, to the church-yard come, stopped short


Beside my daughter’s grave.


“Nine summers had she scarcely seen,


The pride of all the vale;


And then she sang;—she would have been


A very nightingale.


“Six feet in earth my Emma lay;


And yet I loved her more,


For so it seemed, than till that day


I e’er had loved before.


“And, turning from her grave, I met,


Beside the church-yard yew,


A blooming girl, whose hair was wet


With points of morning dew.


“A basket on her head she bare;


Her brow was smooth and white:


To see a child so very fair,


It was a pure delight!


“No fountain from its rocky cave


E’er tripped with foot so free;


She seemed as happy as a wave


That dances on the sea.


“There came from me a sigh of pain


Which I could ill confine;


I looked at her, and looked again:


And did not wish her mine!”


Matthew is in his grave, yet now,


Methinks, I see him stand,


As at that moment, with a bough


Of wilding in his hand.





Nutting


_________




It seems a day


(I speak of one from many singled out)


One of those heavenly days that cannot die;


When, in the eagerness of boyish hope,


I left our cottage-threshold, sallying forth


With a huge wallet o’er my shoulders slung,


A nutting-crook in hand; and turned my steps


Tow’rd some far-distant wood, a Figure quaint,


Tricked out in proud disguise of cast-off weeds


Which for that service had been husbanded,


By exhortation of my frugal Dame—


Motley accoutrement, of power to smile


At thorns, and brakes, and brambles,—and, in truth,


More ragged than need was! O’er pathless rocks,


Through beds of matted fern, and tangled thickets,


Forcing my way, I came to one dear nook


Unvisited, where not a broken bough


Drooped with its withered leaves, ungracious sign


Of devastation; but the hazels rose


Tall and erect, with tempting clusters hung,


A virgin scene!—A little while I stood,


Breathing with such suppression of the heart


As joy delights in; and, with wise restraint


Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed


The banquet;—or beneath the trees I sate


Among the flowers, and with the flowers I played;


A temper known to those, who, after long


And weary expectation, have been blest


With sudden happiness beyond all hope.


Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves


The violets of five seasons re-appear


And fade, unseen by any human eye;


Where fairy water-breaks do murmur on


For ever; and I saw the sparkling foam,


And—with my cheek on one of those green stones


That, fleeced with moss, under the shady trees,


Lay round me, scattered like a flock of sheep—


I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound,


In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to pay


Tribute to ease; and, of its joy secure,


The heart luxuriates with indifferent things,


Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones,


And on the vacant air. Then up I rose,


And dragged to earth both branch and bough, with crash


And merciless ravage: and the shady nook


Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower,


Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up


Their quiet being: and, unless I now


Confound my present feelings with the past;


Ere from the mutilated bower I turned


Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings,


I felt a sense of pain when I beheld


The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky—


Then, dearest Maiden, move along these shades


In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand


Touch—for there is a spirit in the woods.





I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud


_________




I wandered lonely as a cloud


That floats on high o’er vales and hills,


When all at once I saw a crowd,


A host, of golden daffodils;


Beside the lake, beneath the trees,


Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.


Continuous as the stars that shine


And twinkle on the milky way,


They stretched in never-ending line


Along the margin of the bay:


Ten thousand saw I at a glance,


Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.


The waves beside them danced; but they


Out-did the sparkling waves in glee;


A poet could not but be gay


In such a jocund company;


I gazed—and gazed—but little thought


What wealth the show to me had brought:


For oft, when on my couch I lie


In vacant or in pensive mood,


They flash upon that inward eye


Which is the bliss of solitude;


And then my heart with pleasure fills,


And dances with the daffodils.





My Heart Leaps Up


_________




My heart leaps up when I behold


A rainbow in the sky:


So was it when my life began;


So is it now I am a man;


So be it when I shall grow old,


Or let me die!


The Child is father of the Man;


And I could wish my days to be


Bound each to each by natural piety.





Ode: Intimations of Immortality


_________




I


There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,


The earth, and every common sight,


  To me did seem


Apparelled in celestial light,


The glory and the freshness of a dream.


It is not now as it hath been of yore;—


Turn wheresoe’er I may,


  By night or day,


The things which I have seen I now can see no more.


II


The Rainbow comes and goes,


And lovely is the Rose,


The Moon doth with delight


Look round her when the heavens are bare,


Waters on a starry night


Are beautiful and fair;


The sunshine is a glorious birth;


But yet I know, where’er I go,


That there hath past away a glory from the earth.


III


Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,


And while the young lambs bound


As to the tabor’s sound,


To me alone there came a thought of grief:


A timely utterance gave that thought relief,


And I again am strong:


The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep;


No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;


I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,


The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,


And all the earth is gay;


   Land and sea


Give themselves up to jollity,


And with the heart of May


Doth every Beast keep holiday;—


Thou Child of Joy,


Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy


   Shepherd-boy!


IV


Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call


Ye to each other make; I see


The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;


My heart is at your festival,


My head hath its coronal,


The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.


Oh evil day! if I were sullen


While Earth herself is adorning,


This sweet May-morning,


And the Children are culling


On every side,


In a thousand valleys far and wide,


Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,


And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm:—


I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!


—But there’s a Tree, of many, one,


A single Field which I have looked upon,


Both of them speak of something that is gone:


The Pansy at my feet


Doth the same tale repeat:


Whither is fled the visionary gleam?


Where is it now, the glory and the dream?


V


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:


The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,


Hath had elsewhere its setting,


And cometh from afar:


Not in entire forgetfulness,


And not in utter nakedness,


But trailing clouds of glory do we come


From God, who is our home:


Heaven lies about us in our infancy!


Shades of the prison-house begin to close


Upon the growing Boy,


But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,


He sees it in his joy;


The Youth, who daily farther from the east


Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,


And by the vision splendid


Is on his way attended;


At length the Man perceives it die away,


And fade into the light of common day.


VI


Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;


Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,


And, even with something of a Mother’s mind,


And no unworthy aim,


The homely Nurse doth all she can


To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,


Forget the glories he hath known,


And that imperial palace whence he came.


VII


Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,


A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size!


See, where ’mid work of his own hand he lies,


Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses,


With light upon him from his father’s eyes!


See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,


Some fragment from his dream of human life,


Shaped by himself with newly-learned art;


A wedding or a festival,


A mourning or a funeral;


And this hath now his heart,


And unto this he frames his song:


Then will he fit his tongue


To dialogues of business, love, or strife;


But it will not be long


Ere this be thrown aside,


And with new joy and pride


The little Actor cons another part;


Filling from time to time his “humorous stage”


With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,


That Life brings with her in her equipage;


As if his whole vocation


Were endless imitation.


VIII


Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie


Thy Soul’s immensity;


Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep


Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,


That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,


Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,—


Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!


On whom those truths do rest,


Which we are toiling all our lives to find,


In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;


Thou, over whom thy Immortality


Broods like the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,


A Presence which is not to be put by;


To whom the grave


Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight


Of day or the warm light,


A place of thought where we in waiting lie;


Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might


Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,


Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke


The years to bring the inevitable yoke,


Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?


Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,


And custom lie upon thee with a weight


Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!


IX


O joy! that in our embers


Is something that doth live,


That nature yet remembers


What was so fugitive!


The thought of our past years in me doth breed


Perpetual benediction: not indeed


For that which is most worthy to be blest—


Delight and liberty, the simple creed


Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,


With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:—


Not for these I raise


The song of thanks and praise;


  But for those obstinate questionings


  Of sense and outward things,


  Fallings from us, vanishings;


  Blank misgivings of a Creature


Moving about in worlds not realised,


High instincts before which our mortal Nature


Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:


But for those first affections,


Those shadowy recollections,


  Which, be they what they may,


Are yet the fountain light of all our day,


Are yet a master light of all our seeing;


  Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make


Our noisy years seem moments in the being


Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,


To perish never;


Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,


Nor Man nor Boy,


Nor all that is at enmity with joy,


Can utterly abolish or destroy!


Hence in a season of calm weather


Though inland far we be,


Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea


Which brought us hither,


Can in a moment travel thither,


And see the Children sport upon the shore,


And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.


X


Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!


And let the young Lambs bound


As to the tabor’s sound!


We in thought will join your throng,


Ye that pipe and ye that play,


Ye that through your hearts to-day


Feel the gladness of the May!


What though the radiance which was once so bright


Be now for ever taken from my sight,


Though nothing can bring back the hour


Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;


We will grieve not, rather find


Strength in what remains behind;


In the primal sympathy


Which having been must ever be;


In the soothing thoughts that spring


Out of human suffering;


In the faith that looks through death,


In years that bring the philosophic mind.


XI


And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,


Forebode not any severing of our loves!


Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;


I only have relinquished one delight


To live beneath your more habitual sway.


I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,


Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;


The innocent brightness of a new-born Day


   Is lovely yet;


The Clouds that gather round the setting sun


Do take a sober colouring from an eye


That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality;


Another race hath been, and other palms are won.


Thanks to the human heart by which we live,


Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,


To me the meanest flower that blows can give


Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.





Ode to Duty


_________




Stern Daughter of the Voice of God!


O Duty! if that name thou love


Who art a light to guide, a rod


To check the erring, and reprove;


Thou, who art victory and law


When empty terrors overawe;


From vain temptations dost set free;


And clam’st the weary strife of frail humanity!


There are who ask not if thine eye


Be on them; who, in love and truth,


Where no misgiving is, rely


Upon the genial sense of youth:


Glad Hearts! without reproach or blot;


Who do thy work, and know it not:


Oh! if through confidence misplaced


They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! around them cast.


Serene will be our days and bright,


And happy will our nature be,


When love is an unerring light,


And joy its own security.


And they a blissful course may hold


Even now, who, not unwisely bold,


Live in the spirit of this creed;


Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need.


I, loving freedom, and untried:


No sport of every random gust,


Yet being to myself a guide,


Too blindly have reposed my trust:


And oft, when in my heart was heard


Thy timely mandate, I deferred


The task, in smoother walks to stray;


But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may.


Through no disturbance of my soul,


Or strong compunction in me wrought,


I supplicate for thy control;


But in the quietness of thought:


Me this unchartered freedom tires;


I feel the weight of chance desires:


My hopes no more must change their name,


I long for a repose that ever is the same.


Stern Lawgiver! yet thou dost wear


The Godhead’s most benignant grace;


Nor know we anything so fair


As is the smile upon thy face:


Flowers laugh before thee on their beds


And fragrance in thy footing treads;


Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong;


And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are fresh and strong.


To humbler functions, awful Power!


I call thee: I myself command


Unto thy guidance from this hour;


Oh! let my weakness have an end!


Give unto me, made lowly wise,


The spirit of self-sacrifice;


The confidence of reason give;


And, in the light of truth, thy Bondman let me live!





The Solitary Reaper


_________




Behold her, single in the field,


Yon solitary Highland Lass!


Reaping and singing by herself;


Stop here, or gently pass!


Alone she cuts and binds the grain,


And sings a melancholy strain;


O listen! for the Vale profound


Is overflowing with the sound.


No Nightingale did ever chaunt


More welcome notes to weary bands


Of travellers in some shady haunt,


Among Arabian sands:


A voice so shrilling ne’er was heard


In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,


Breaking the silence of the seas


Among the farthest Hebrides.


Will no one tell me what she sings?—


Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow


For old, unhappy, far-off things,


And battles long ago:


Or is it some more humble lay,


Familiar matter of to-day?


Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,


That has been, and may be again?


Whate’er the theme, the Maiden sang


As if her song could have no ending;


I saw her singing at her work,


And o’er the sickle bending;—


I listen’d, motionless and still;


And, as I mounted up the hill,


The music in my heart I bore,


Long after it was heard no more.





Elegiac Stanzas


_________


SUGGESTED BY A PICTURE OF PEELE CASTLE IN A STORM, PAINTED BY SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT




I was thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile!


Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee:


I saw thee every day; and all the while


Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea.


So pure the sky, so quiet was the air!


So like, so very like, was day to day!


Whene’er I looked, thy Image still was there;


It trembled, but it never passed away.


How perfect was the calm! it seemed no sleep;


No mood, which season takes away, or brings:


I could have fancied that the mighty Deep


Was even the gentlest of all gentle Things.


Ah! Then, if mine had been the Painter’s hand,


To express what then I saw; and add the gleam,


The light that never was, on sea or land,


The consecration, and the Poet’s dream;


I would have planted thee, thou hoary Pile


Amid a world how different from this!


Beside a sea that could not cease to smile;


On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss.


Thou shouldst have seemed a treasure-house divine


Of peaceful years; a chronicle of heaven;—


Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine


The very sweetest had to thee been given.


A Picture had it been of lasting ease,


Elysian quiet, without toil or strife;


No motion but the moving tide, a breeze,


Or merely silent Nature’s breathing life.


Such, in the fond illusion of my heart,


Such Picture would I at that time have made:


And seen the soul of truth in every part,


A steadfast peace that might not be betrayed.


So once it would have been,—’tis so no more;


I have submitted to a new control:


A power is gone, which nothing can restore;


A deep distress hath humanised my Soul.


Not for a moment could I now behold


A smiling sea, and be what I have been:


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


This, which I know, I speak with mind serene.


Then, Beaumont, Friend! who would have been the Friend,


If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore,


This work of thine I blame not, but commend;


This sea in anger, and that dismal shore.


O ’tis a passionate Work!—yet wise and well,


Well chosen is the spirit that is here;


That Hulk which labours in the deadly swell,


This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear!


And this huge Castle, standing here sublime,


I love to see the look with which it braves,


Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time,


The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves.


Farewell, farewell the heart that lives alone,


Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind!


Such happiness, wherever it be known,


Is to be pitied; for ’tis surely blind.


But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer,


And frequent sights of what is to be borne!


Such sights, or worse, as are before me here.—


Not without hope we suffer and we mourn.





Composed Upon
Westminster Bridge


_________


SEPTEMBER 3, 1802




Earth has not anything to show more fair:


Dull would he be of soul who could pass by


A sight so touching in its majesty:


This City now doth like a garment wear


The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,


Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie


Open unto the fields, and to the sky;


All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.


Never did sun more beautifully steep


In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;


Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!


The river glideth at his own sweet will:


Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;


And all that mighty heart is lying still!





London, 1802


_________




Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour:


England hath need of thee: she is a fen


Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen,


Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,


Have forfeited their ancient English dower


Of inward happiness. We are selfish men;


Oh! raise us up, return to us again;


And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.


Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart:


Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea:


Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free,


So didst thou travel on life’s common way,


In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart


The lowliest duties on herself did lay.





The World Is Too Much with Us


_________




The world is too much with us: late and soon,


Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:


Little we see in Nature that is ours;


We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!


This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;


The winds that will be howling at all hours,


And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;


For this, for everything, we are out of tune;


It moves us not.—Great God! I’d rather be


A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;


So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,


Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;


Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;


Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.





To a Butterfly


_________




Stay near me—do not take thy flight!


A little longer stay in sight!


Much converse do I find in thee,


Historian of my infancy!


Float near me; do not yet depart!


Dead times revive in thee:


Thou bring’st, gay creature as thou art!


A solemn image to my heart,


My father’s family!


Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,


The time, when in our childish plays,


My sister Emmeline and I


Together chased the butterfly!


A very hunter did I rush


Upon the prey:—with leaps and springs


I followed on from brake to bush;


But she, God love her, feared to brush


The dust from off its wings.





Alice Fell, or Poverty


_________




The post-boy drove with fierce career,


For threatening clouds the moon had drowned;


When, as we hurried on, my ear


Was smitten with a startling sound.


As if the wind blew many ways,


I heard the sound,—and more and more;


It seemed to follow with the chaise,


And still I heard it as before.


At length I to the boy called out;


He stopped his horses at the word,


But neither cry, nor voice, nor shout,


Nor aught else like it, could be heard.


The boy then smacked his whip, and fast


The horses scampered through the rain;


But, hearing soon upon the blast


The cry, I bade him halt again.


Forthwith alighting on the ground,


“Whence comes,” said I, “this piteous moan?”


And there a little girl I found,


Sitting behind the chaise, alone.


“My cloak!” no other word she spake,


But loud and bitterly she wept,


As if her innocent heart would break;


And down from off her seat she leapt.


“What ails you, child?”—she sobbed, “Look here!”


I saw it in the wheel entangled,


A weather-beaten rag as e’er


From any garden scare-crow dangled.


There, twisted between nave and spoke,


It hung, nor could at once be freed;


But our joint pains unloosed the cloak,


A miserable rag indeed!


“And whither are you going, child,


To-night alone these lonesome ways?”


“To Durham,” answered she, half wild—


“Then come with me into the chaise.”


Insensible to all relief


Sat the poor girl, and forth did send


Sob after sob, as if her grief


Could never, never have an end.


“My child, in Durham do you dwell?”


She checked herself in her distress,


And said, “My name is Alice Fell;


I’m fatherless and motherless.


“And I to Durham, Sir, belong.”


Again, as if the thought would choke


Her very heart, her grief grew strong;


And all was for her tattered cloak!
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