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DEDICATION.

T0. THE

ADMIRERS OF MR. WORDSWORTH’S POETRY.

I RECoMMEND these “Beauties” of Wordsworth
to your especial consideration, not doubting but you will be
‘as happy to accept as I am to present them. The work will
patronize itself; it only remains for you to make it known.

Many of you who, like myself, are employed in the honour-
able office of Tuition, will be enabled to gratify yourselves
by putting into the hands of your pupils, of both sexes, this
unexpected and valuable Selection ; by means of which you
will inspire them, as you know by experience, with feelings
and tastes noble, enviable, and virtuous, and will provide
them with an introduction and a passport to rational and
lasting enjoyment.

How grateful ought we to be to those immortal minds, that
have spent their energies for our advantage, in bettering the
situation of mankind by their divine labours! That our living
Poet may long share our love, admiration, and gratitude, with
his deceased predecessors, is the wish and prayer of,

Ladies and Gentlemen,

Your devoted fellow admirer,

J. HINE.






PREFACE.

i

THE history of the following book is briefly this.—
Having for many years been extensively engaged in
the tuition of youth, I could not be ignorant of the
great importance of good poetry in this office; whether
by giving the pupil a relish for literature, in order to
open, enlarge, and strengthen his mind ; or by awaken-
ing in him a sympathy for all truly desirable things,
and producing a clearer perception of all moral and
religious, all virtuous, principle. Under these necessi-
ties T have been accustomed to read, from the volumes
of our great poets, such productions as 1 thought
were suitable to the ends I had in view; and I
need scarcely say how great was the effect, when
Mr. Wordsworth’s poems were read : the pupils were
in a glow of delight, and never failed to listen with
much attention; were always deeply impressed with
the matter, and eager to hear more; and numbers of
them would apply to me to borrow the volume to read
more and again.— Upon this hint T spake.” I felt in
my own case how advantageous it would be to have
a selection from Mr, Wordsworth’s writings, in the
form and at the price of a class-book, so that a copy
might be put into the hands of each pupil ; and other
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conductors of schools, I doubted not, would stand in
similar want, and might derive similar benefits. These
had been my practices and opinions and wishes for
many years; without hope, however, (considering that
Mr. Wordsworth is a living poet, and that his works
sell high,) that my wishes stood any proximate chance of
beingrealized. These remote expectancies have become -
approaching realities, An opportunity offered of com-
municating with the poet ; who, in the most handsome
manner, for which he has my gratitude and thanks, gave
up all other considerations, with a permission to select,
without limitation, from his entire works, such poems
and parts of poems as might best answer the inten-
tions of the editor, who is almost ashamed and
conscience stricken at the havock he has made in the
five volumes of the author’s works ! He is, however,
somewhat reassured ; for they who prefer the works
complete may procure them from the publishers,
Longman and Co., to whom also are due the thanks
of governesses, masters, parents, and youth, for this
selection ; which, on account both of size, matter,
and form, is entitled to claim admission into every
private family, and every school in this and othey
countries where the English language, in its simpli-
city, force, purity, and elegance, is cultivated.

It is well understood by schoolmasters, that there
are few poets whose writings can be put into the
hands of youth without proviso. Gay’s Fables would
be a useful book for the earlier stages of poetic read-
ings, did they not contain many examples of grossness
and vulgarity not to be tolerated. A teacher is thus
hampered ; for, in despite of the latitudinarians, evil
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communications corrupt good manners, and it 1s best
to remove temptation. In this respect, Mr. Words-
worth’s writings challenge minute scrutiny; he has
an uncommon sympathy with all that conduces to the
formation and preservation of purity in youth. The
chastity and good taste that run through Mr. Words-
worth’s poetry, independently of other high qualities,
render it highly desirable for ladies’ seminaries, and
female perusal. A piece may be taken up and read
aloud at any time, without being accessary to a blush,
either on the cheek of the reader or on the cheek of
others.

Many may deem it superfluous that any thing
should be said in defence of poetry, as an ingredient
in the education of youth; yet some men aré so
conformed to prejudice, and so exclusive by in-
struction, that they have pronounced poetry dan-
gerous. We should always distinguish between the
use and the abuse. The trifling, and, in many instan-
_ces, viclous prattle contained in our school selections,
has either given rise to, or strengthened these objec-
tions to poetry. An injudicious use even of that which
is good, 1s to be deplored ; to use what is bad, doubly
so. General truth and moral principle, conveyed
through the medium of poetry, make a deeper and
pleasanter impression than by any other means ; where
a love of poetry in youth is joined to othex pursuits, the
best consequences must result; in point of fact, no one
can be said tobe educated without this love. Musical
truth is all but irresistible, and the poetical writings
of Mr. Wordsworth will be found to contain the best
maxims of life and death, of infancy, youth, and age,
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for all ranks of men :—with every part of creation he
sympathises, and assigns to each its proper regard,
and he is laudably exclusive under his own poetical
canon—

He serves the muses erringly and ill,
Whose aim is pleasure, light and fugitive.

Many, however, it must be confessed, serve the muse
to no better purpose, and too many to much worse : but
the poetry of Mr. Wordsworth is not thus debased ;
it is with him Philosophy set to Music,

Man requires stimulus; his passions must be roused
as well as his reason directed., Nothing appears to be
so well calculated for this end as the occasional read-
ing of the Poets. In poetry the sense is quite martial,
and comes upon us like 2 well-disciplined legion,
firm, full, and measured, As kings usually select
the tallest and stoutest men for soldiers, so do poets
ransack the universe for the noblest creatures and
images, and the most striking, strong, and ‘beautiful
thoughts and actions ; which they clothe, decorate, and
marshal in the most graceful vestments, most lively
colours, most captivating Ornaments, and the most
harmonious order. And as soldiers are trained to
the most stately motions to the sound of music, so
does the poet put into like stately motion his bat-
talions ; hence a poem and an army are objects that
captivate all beholders.

Poetry leads to oratory ; he who has his ming
stored with poetical images, and his heart stored with
poetical feelings, is prepared to become an orator.

It appears, therefore, that true oratory must be the
result of true poetry; whoever, consequently, would
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become an orator, must first become a poet, not in
expression or the form of words, but in matter and
feeling ; in which process, the diligent perusal of
Mr. Wordsworth’s poetry will be especially service-
able : for where is the poet of our age (eminent as
many deservedly are) that sympathizes with all
parts of God’s creation so deeply, widely, and
highly, as he? He has shown us, also, by his
subdued and temperate style of expression, the diffi-
culty not only of writing good poetry, but of reading
it. Young people, as was before said, are particu-
larly struck by hearing Mr. ‘Wordsworth’s verses
when properly read ; when they are reflected from
the mirror of simplicity, dignity, and power. I have
seen many examples of this truth.

Commonplace readers level all distinctions; they
read all productions alike ; they attach the same degree
of importance to every action, to all affections and pas-
sions, weak and strong, great and small. A sublime
poem, a patriotic oration, an epitaph, an invitation to
¢ tea and supper,” and a newspaper, are disposed of
with the same degree of no meaning. In the high offices
of church and state, how many fail to produce those
effects that have been anticipated !—and for no other
reason than because they neglected to cultivate poetry
in their youth, and with it appropriate expression,
the result of universal sympathy, and a quickness to
discern that there were in the world other beings
than themselves. Young teachers will perhaps par-
don this consequent advice, that they should, in order
to fix the attention of their pupils, place themselves
before their schools or classes with this selection in
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their hands, and having chosen some particular piece,
let them read it with all the power and expression
they can command, in emphasis, tone, and gesture,
standing (to illustrate my meaning at the risque of
provoking a smile) in the position of Corporal Trim,
when he read Yorick’s Sermon on ¢« Conscience,”
with the palm of his hand a little outward, ¢ to
aid the sentence if it needed it.” Let them do this,
and all the rest will follow.

Students, then, should hear a good deal of poetry
properly read, should read a good deal aloud, and
should recite a good deal ; these are admirable exer-
cises upon feelings not entirely debased, or puffed
up by false criticism and pretension. It is a mode
of culture profitable to health, to manners, to the
understanding, and the social affections. However,
in order to do full Justice to the works of any great
writer, the reader should possess powers in no small
degree resembling those of the author; for a reader
can neither understand nor feel g production that
contains ideas, sentiments, principles, and combina-
tions, about which he has had no experience. Hence
it is that Mr. Wordsworth has numbered so few that
were able to go all lengths with him. Several poems
and passages that witlings have so often denounced,
are not only, we believe, Ais favourites, but will,
under a better poetical taste, please the public in
rivalry with those whose merit Is unquestioned. [p
fact, we already hear less upon points of difference ;
and criticasters are less busy in schooling our author,
having become ashamed of the presumption which led
them to think he was not aware that such minute
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objections might be made, and had not yet a reason
to counterbalance them in his own defence.

The people of the present age seem to be in danger
of living too fast; we had whipped our horses into a
maximum velocity years ago, and were in danger of
coming to a stand-still for want of farther impulse,
when our steam vessels and carriages set us all afloat
and in motion : and who shall say when and where
we are to stop? But of what use are or will be all
these advances in art and science? Are men better ?
are men wiser ? are they happier? If the answer be
yes, I deny it. If I am asked to be patient, as we
are only beginning, 1 will be patient and hope 1n
future for what has not yet been attained. I speak of
the community. Certainly our inventions have hitherto
been misunderstood or misapplied. If all the im-
provements in science had lessened human toil but one
hour in the day, it would be something; instead of
this, human toil has been prolonged : and allowing all
the advantages possible, we must take care that our
velocities, our momenta, our rail-ways, and inclined
planes, do not scare away the muses and the graces.
Although the early and middle parts of life delight in
a little bustle and noise, the latter part demands rest,
tranquillity, and comfort; for which purposes the cul-
tivation of poetry will come in for the greatest con-
sideration : nature will have her course. It is time
that the heads of our statesmen were occupied with
this question ; the bulk of the community are ready
to take it up : let not philosophers and the learned be
hackward in its examination.

The poetical student may here be informed briefly
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that, fifty or sixty years ago, our poetry had sunk to
a depression at which fame was too cheaply acquired.
Poetry, in the language of Milton, was nothing but
“flats and shallows, ragged notions and babblements,”
But to the glory of a few spirits of this age, at the
head of whom stands Mr. Wordsworth, these flats and
shallows have been elevated and deepened, and the
ragged notions and babblements repaired and rectified ;
poetry has been rendered impassioned, philosophical
and harmonious.

With respect to the selection, I am far from
giving myself credit for an unerring judgment; yet
having been guided by my own experience as a
Teacher, I feel that I ought not to be accused of
presumption, even by those who might have made,
in many instances, a different choice. This book, I
believe, stands every chance of being popular. Tt
was begun and finished upon principles the farthest
in the world from low-minded selfishness, as its size,
matter, and price, will abundantly testify. 1 haye
preferred, in general, entire pieces and long extracts
to detached passages and brilliant thoughts ; because
these never tell so forcibly, as when they stand in
the company assigned them by their authors,

JOoSEPH Hing,

Brixzton Lodge, Surrey,
May 18th, 1831.
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SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH.

THE BLIND HIGHLAND BOY.

A TALE TOLD BY THE FIRE-SIDE, AFTER RETURNING TO THE VALE OF

GRASMERE.

Now we are tired of boisterous joy,

Have romped enough, my little Boy !

Jane hangs her head upon my breast,

And you shall bring your stool and rest ;
This corner is your own,

There ! take your seat, and let me see
That you can listen quietly ;
And, as I promised, I will tell
That strange adventure which befel
A poor blind Highland Boy.

A Highland Boy !—why call him so?
Because, my Darlings, ye must know,
In land where many a mountain towers,
Far higher hills than these of ours !
He from his birth had lived.
B
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THE BLIND HIGHLAND BOY.

He ne'er had seen one earthly sight ;
The sun, the day ; the stars, the night ;
Or tree, or butterfly, or flower,
Or fish in stream, or bird in bower,

Or woman, man, or child,

And yet he neither drooped nor pined,

Nor had a melancholy mind ;

For God took pity on the Boy,

And was his friend ; and gave him joy
Of which we nothing know.

His Mother, too, no doubt, above

Her other Children him did love :

For, was she here, or was she there,

She thought of him with constant care,
And more than Mother’s love.

And proud she was of heart, when clad
In crimson stockings, tartan plaid,
And bonnet with a feather gay,
To Kirk he on the sabbath day
Went hand in hand with her.

A Dog, too, had he; not for need,
But one to play with and to feed ;
Which would have led him, if bereft
Of company or friends, and left
Without a better guide.

And then the bagpipes he could blow ;
And thus from house to house would go,
And all were pleased to hear and see ;
For none made sweeter melody

Than did the poor blind Boy.
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Yet he had many a restless dream ;
Both when he heard the Eagles scream,
And when he heard the torrents roar,
And heard the water beat the shore
Near which their Cottage stood.

Beside a lake their Cottage stood,

Not small like ours, a peaceful flood ;

But one of mighty size, and strange ;

That, rough or smooth, is full of change,
And stirring 1n its bed.

For to this Lake, by night and day,
The great Sea-water finds its way
Through long, long windings of the hills;
And drinks up all the pretty rills

And rivers large and strong :

Then hurries back the road it came—
Returns, on errand still the same ;
This did it when the earth was new :
And this for evermore will do,

As long as earth shall last.

And with the coming of the Tide,
Come Boats and Ships that safely ride
Between the woods and lofty rocks;
And to the Shepherds with their flocks
Bring tales of distant lands.

3/

And of those tales, whate’er they were,
The blind Boy always had his share ;
Whether of mighty Towns, or Vales
With warmer suns and softer gales,
Or wonders of the Deep.
B 2
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Yet more it pleased him, more it stirred,
When from the water-side he heard
The shouting, and the jolly cheers,
The bustle of the mariners
In stillness or in storm.

But what do his desires avail ?
For He must never handle sail <
Nor mount the mast, nor row, nor float
In Sailor’s ship, or Fisher’s boat
Upon the rocking waves.

His Mother often thought, and said,

What sin would be upon her head

If she should suffer this ; ¢ My Son,

Whate'er you do, leave this undone:
The danger is so great.”

Thus lived he by Loch Leven’s side
Still sounding with the sounding tide,
And heard the billows leap and dance.
Without a shadow of mischance,

Till he was ten years old.

When one day (and now mark me well

Ye soon shall know how this befel)

He in a vessel of his own,

On the swift flood is hurrying down
Towards the mighty Sea.

In such a vessel never more
May human Creature leave the shore !
If this or that way he should stir,
Woe to the poor blind Mariner !

For death will be his doom.
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But say what bears him ?—Ye have seen
The Indian’s Bow, his arrows keen,
Rare beasts, and birds with plumage bright ;
Gifts which, for wonder or delight,

Are brought in ships from far.

Such gifts had those seafaring men
Spread round that Haven in the glen;
Each hut, perchance, might have its own,
And to the Boy they all were known ;

He knew and prized them all.

The rarest was a Turtle Shell
Which he, poor Child, had studied well ;
A shell of ample size, and light
As the pearly Car of Amphitrite,
That sportive Dolphins drew.

And, as a Coracle that braves
On Vaga’s breast the fretful waves,
This Shell upon the deep would swim,
And gaily lift its fearless brim

Above the tossing surge.

And this the little blind Boy knew :

- And he a story strange, yet true,

Had heard, how in a Shell like this

An English Boy, O thought of bliss!
Had stoutly launched from shore ;

Launched from the margin of a bay
Among the Indian Isles, where lay
His Father’s ship, and had sailed far,
To join that gallant Ship of war,

In his delightful Shell.
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Our Highland Boy oft visited
The house which held this prize ; and, led
By choice or chance, did thither come
One day when no one was at home,

And found the door unbarred.

While there he sate, alone and blind,
That Story flashed upon his mind ;—
A bold thought roused him, and he took
The Shell from out its secret nook,

And bore it on his head.

He launched his Vessel—and in pride
Of spirit, from Loch Leven’s side,
Stepped into it—his thoughts all free
As the light breezes that with glee
Sang through the Adventurer’s hair.

A while he stood upon his feet ;
He felt the motion—took his seat ;
Still better pleased as more and more
The tide retreated from the shore,
And sucked, and sucked him in.

And there he is in face of Heaven.

How rapidly the Child is driven !

The fourth part of a mile I ween

He thus had gone, ere he was seen
By any human eye.

But when he was first seen, oh me

What shrieking and what misery !

For many saw; among the rest

His Mother, she who loved him best,
She saw her poor blind Boy.
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But for the Child, the sightless Boy,

It is the triumph of his joy!

The bravest Traveller in balloon.

Mounting as if to reach the moon,
Was never half so blessed.

And let him, let him go his way,
Alone, and innocent, and gay!
For, if good Angels love to wait
On the forlorn unfortunate,

This Child will take no harm.

But now the passionate lament,
Which from the crowd on shore was sent,
The cries which broke from old and young
In Gaelic, or the English tongue,

Are stifled—all is still.

And quickly with a silent crew
A Boat is ready to pursue;
And from the shore their course they take,
And swiftly down the running Lake
They follow the blind Boy.

But soon they move with softer pace ;

So have ye seen the fowler chase

On Grasmere’s clear unruffled breast

A Youngling of the wild-duck’s nest
With deftly-lifted oar.

Or as the wily Sailors crept

To seize (while on the Deep it slept)

The hapless Creature which did dwell

Erewhile within the dancing Shell,
They steal upon their prey.
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With sound the least that can be made
They follow, more and more afraid,
More cautious as they draw more near -
But in his darkness he can hear,

And guesses their intent,

“ Lei-gha—Lei-gha"—then did he cry

“ Let-gh a—Lei-gha”—most eagerly ;

Thus did he cry, and thus did pray,

And what he meant was, « Keep away,
And leave me to myself!”

Alas ! and when he felt their hands——
You've often heard of magic Wands,
That with a motion overthrow
A palace of the proudest show,

Or melt it into air,

So all his dreams, that inward light
With which his soul had shone so bright,
All vanished ;—’twas a heartfelt Cross
To him, a heavy, bitter loss,
As he had ever known.

But hark ! a gratulating voice

With which the very hills rejoice :

"Tis from the crowd, who tremblingly

Had watched the event, and now can see
That he is safe at last,

And then, when he was brought to land,
Full sure they were a happy band,
Which gathering round did on the banks
Of that great Water give God thanks,
And welcomed the poor Child,
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And in the general joy of heart

The blind Boy’s little Dog took part ;

He leapt about, and oft did kiss

His master’s hands in sign of bliss,
‘With sound like lamentation.

But most of all, his Mother dear,
She who had fainted with her fear,
Rejoiced when waking she espies

The Child ; when she can trust her eyes,
And touches the blind Boy.

She led him home, and wept amain,

When he was in the house again :

Tears flowed in torrents from her eyes;

She could not blame him, or chastise :
She was too happy far.

Thus, after he had fondly braved
The perilous Deep, the Boy was saved ;
And, though his fancies had been wild,
Yet he was pleased and reconciled

To live in peace on shore.

And in the lonely Highland Dell

Still do they keep the Turtle Shell ;

And long the story will repeat

Of the blind Boy’s adventurous feat,
And how he was preserved.

See note at the end of this poem in the Author’s works, vol. 1.
p- 56.

Bit 30
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THE MOTHER'S RETURN.

THE MOTHER’S RETURN.

A MowTH, sweet Little-ones, is passed
Since your dear Mother went away,—
And she to-morrow will return ;
To-morrow is the happy day.

O blessed tidings ! thought of joy!
The eldest heard with steady glee ;
Silent he stood ; then laughed amain,—
And shouted, ““ Mother, come to me !”

Louder and louder did he shout,

With witless hope to bring her near ;
““ Nay, patience ! patience, little boy !
Your tender mother cannot hear.”

I told of hills, and far-off towns,

And long, long vales to travel through ;—
He listens, puzzled, sore perplexed,

But he submits; what can he do ?

No strife disturbs his Sister’s breast ;
She wars not with the mystery

Of time and distance, night and day,
The bonds of our humanity.

Her joy is like an instinct, joy
Of kitten, bird, or summer fly ;
She dances, runs without an alm,
She chatters in her ecstacy.
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Her Brother now takes up the note,
And echoes back his Sister’s glee;
They hug the Infant in my arms,
As if to force his sympathy.

Then, settling into fond discourse,
We rested in the garden bower ;
While sweetly shone the evening sun,
In his departing hour.

We told o’er all that we had done,—
Our rambles by the swift brook’s side
Far as the willow-skirted pool,

Where two fair swans together glide.

We talked of change, of winter gone,
Of green leaves on the hawthorn spray,
Of birds that build their nests and sing,
And ¢ all since Mother went away !”

To her these tales they will repeat,
To her our new-born tribes will show,
The goslings green, the ass’s colt,
The lambs that in the meadow go.

—But, see, the evening Star comes forth !
To bed the Children must depart ;

A moment’s heaviness they feel,

A sadness at the heart :

’Tis gone—and in a merry fit
They run up stairs in gamesome race ;
I, too, infected by their mood,
I could have joined the wanton chase.

11
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LUCY GRAY.

Five minutes past—and, O the change
Asleep upon their beds they lie ;

Their busy limbs in perfect rest,

And closed the sparkling eye.

LUCY GRAY.

Ort I had heard of Lucy Gray :
And, when I crossed the Wild,
I chanced to see at break of day
The solitary Child.

No Mate, no comrade Lucy knew ;
She dwelt on a wide 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.”
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At this the Father raised his hook,
And snapped 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 powdery snow,
That rises up like smoke.

~ The storm came on before its time :
She wandered up and down ;

And many a hill did Lucy climb ;
But never reached 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 overlooked 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.

Half breathless from the steep hill’s edge
They tracked the footmarks small ;

And through the broken hawthorn-hedge,
And by the long stone-wall ;
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MY HEART LEAPS.

And then an open field they crossed :
The marks were still the same;
They tracked them on, nor ever lost ;
And to the Bridge they came,

They followed 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.

MY HEART LEAPS.

My heart leaps up when I behold
A Rainbow in the sky ;
So was it when my life began ;
So isit now I am a Man ;
S0 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.
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WE ARE SEVEN.

A simple Child,

That lightly draws his 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 clustered 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.”
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“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea,

Yet ye are seven !—1 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 sun-set, 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.
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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 ?”
The little Maiden did 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 !”

B e

POWER OF MUSIC.

Ax Orpheus! an Orpheus !—yes, Faith may grow bold,
And take to herself all the wonders of old ;—

Near the stately Pantheon you'll meet with the same
In the street that from Oxford hath borrowed its name.

His station is there ;—and he works on the crowd,
He sways them with harmony merry and loud ;

He fills with his power all their hearts to the brim—
Was aught ever heard like his Fiddle and him ?
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What an eager assembly ! what an empire is this !
The weary have life, and the hungry have bliss ;
The mourner is cheered, and the anxious have rest ;
And the guilt-burthened soul is no longer opprest.

Asthe Moon brightens round her the clouds of the night,
So he, where he stands, is a centre of light ;

It gleams on the face, there, of dusky-browed Jack,
And the pale-visaged Baker’s, with basket on back.

That errand-bound *Prentice was passing in haste—

What matter ! he’s caught—and his time runs to waste-
The Newsman is stopped, though he stops on the fret,
And the half-breathless Lamplighter—he’s in the net !

The Porter sits down on the weight which he bore ;
The Lass with her barrow wheels hither her store ;—
If a Thief could be here he might pilfer at ease;

She sees the Musician, ’tis all that she sees!

He stands, backed by the Wall ;—he abates not his din :

His hat gives him vigour, with boons dropping in,

From the Old and the Young, from the Poorest: and
there !

The one-pennied Boy has his penny to spare.

O blest are the Hearers, and proud be the Hand
Of the pleasure it spreads through so thankful a Band:
Iam glad for him, blind as he is I—all the while
If they speak ’tis to praise, and they praise with a smile.

That tall Man, a Giant in bulk and in height,

Not an inch of his body is free from delight ;

Can he keep himself still, if he would ? oh, not he'!
The music stirs in him like wind through a tree,
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Mark that Cripple who leans on his Crutch; like a Tower
That long has leaned forward, leans hour after hour !—
That Mother, whose Spirit in fetters is bound,

While she dandles the babe in her arms to the sound.

Now, Coaches and Chariots ! roar on like a stream ;
Here are twenty souls happy as Souls in a dream :
They are deaf to your murmurs—they care not for you,

Nor what ye are flying, nor what ye pursue!

RURAL ARCHITECTURE.

Turre’s George Fisher, Charles Fleming, and Reginald
Shore,

Three rosy-cheek’d school-boys, the highest not more

Than the height of a Counsellor’s bag ;

To the top of GrEat How did it please them to climb;

And there they built up, without mortar or lime,

A man on the peak of the Crag.

They built him of stones gathered up as they lay ;
They built him and christen’d him all in one day,
An urchin both vigorous and hale ;

And so without scruple they called him Ralph Jones.
Now Ralph is renown’d for the length of his bones ;
The Magog of Legberthwaite dale.

Just half aweek after, the wind sallied forth,

And, in anger or merriment, out of the North

Coming on with a terrible pother,

From the peak of the crag blew the Giant away.

And what did these School-boys ?—The very next day
They went and they build up another.
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—Some little I've seen of blind boisterous works

By Christian Disturbers more savage than Turks,
Spirits busy te do and undo :

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag';
Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top of the crag ;

And T'll build up a Giant with you.

Grear How is a single and conspicuous hill, which rises towards
the foot of Thirlmere, on the western side of the beautiful dale of
Legberthwaite, along the high road between Keswick and Ambleside.

THE CHILDLESS FATHER.

“Up, Timothy, up with your staff and away !

Not a soul in the village this morning will stay ;
The Hare has just started from Hamilton’s grounds,
And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds.”

—Of coats and of jackets grey, scarlet, and green,

On the slopes of the pastures all colours were seen :
With their comely blue aprons, and caps white as snow,
The girls on the hills made a holiday show.

Fresh springs of green box-wood; not six months before,
Filled the funeral basin * at Timothy’s door ;

A coffin through Timothy’s threshold had past ;

One Child did it bear, and that Child was his last.

Now fast up the dell came the noise and the fray,
The horse and the horn, and the hark ! hark away !

* In several parts of the North of England, when a funeral takes
place, a basin full of Sprigs of Box-wood is placed at the door of
the house from which the coffin is taken up, and each person who
attends the funeral, ordinarily takes a Sprig of this Box-wood, and
throws it into the grave of the deceased.
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Old Timothy took up his staff, and he shut
With a leisurely motion the door of his hut.

Perhaps to himself at that moment he said,

““The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead.”

But of this in my ears not a word did he speak,
And he went to the chase with a tear on his cheek.

THE IDIOT BOY.

"T1s eight o’clock,—a clear March night,
The Moon is up—the Sky is blue,

The Owlet, in the moonlight air,

Shouts, from nobody knows where ;

He lengthens out his lonely shout,
Halloo ! halloo ! a long halloo !

—Why bustle thus about your door,
What means this bustle, Betty Foy?
Why are you in this mighty fret ?
And why on horseback have you set
Him whom you love, your Idiot Boy ?

There’s scarce a soul that’s out of bed ;
Good Betty, put him down again ;

His lips with joy they burr at you;
But, Betty ! what has he to do

With stirrup, saddle, or with rein,?

But Betty’s bent on her intent ;

For her good neighbour, Susan Gale,
Old Susan, she who dwells alone,

Is sick, and makes a piteous moan,
As if her very life would fail.
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There's not a house within a mile,
No hand to help them in distress :
Old Susan lies a-bed in pain,

And sorely puzzled are the twain,
For what she ails they cannot guess.

And Betty’s Husband’s at the wood,
Where by the week he doth abide,

A woodman in the distant vale ;
There’s none to help poor Susan Gale ;
What must be done ? what will betide ?

And Betty from the lane has fetched
Her Pony, that is mild and good,
Whether he be in joy or pain,
Feeding at will along the lane,

Or bringing faggots from the wood.

And he is all in travelling trim,—
And, by the moonlight, Betty Foy
Has up upon the saddle set

(The like was never heard of yet)
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

And he must post without delay

Across the bridge and through the dale,
And by the church, and o’er the down,
To bring a Doctor from the town,

Or she will die, old Susan Gale.

There is no need of boot or spur,

There is no need of whip or wand ;

For Johnny has his holly-bough,

And with a hurly-burly now

He shakes the green bough in his hand.
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And Betty o’er and o’er has told
The Boy, who is her best delight,
Both what to follow, what to shun,
What do, and what to leave undone,
How turn to left, and how to right.

And Beity’s most especial charge,

Was, ¢ johnny ! Johnny ! mind that you
Come home again, nor stop at all,

Come home again, whate’er befal,

My Johnny, do, I pray you do.”

To this did Johnny answer make,
Both with his head, and with his hand,
And proudly shook the bridle too;
And then ! his words were not a few,
Which Betty well could understand.

And now that Johnny is just going,
Though Betty’s in a mighty flurry,
She gently pats the Pony’s side,
On which her Idiot Boy must ride,
And seems no longer in a hurry.

But when the Pony moved his legs.
Oh'! then for the poor Idiot Boy!
For joy he cannot hold the bridle,
For joy his head and heels are idle,
He’s idle all for very joy.

And while the Pony moves his legs,

In Johnny’s left hand you may see
The green bough motionless and dead :
The Moon that shines above his head
Is not more still and mute than he.

23
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His heart it was so full of glee,
That till full fifty yards were gone,
He quite forgot his holly whip,
And all his skill in horsemanship.
Oh ! happy, happy, happy John.

And while the Mother, at the door,
Stands fixed, her face with joy o’erflows,
Proud of herself, and proud of him,

She sees him in his travelling trim,

How quietly her Johnny goes.

The silence of her Idiot Boy,

What hopes it sends to Betty’s heart !
He's at the Guide-post—he turns right,
She watches till he’s out of sight,

And Betty will not then depart.

Burr, burr—now Johnny’s lips they burr,
As loud as any mill, or near it;

Meek as a lamb the Pony moves,

And Johnny makes the noise he loves,
And Betty listens, glad to hear it.

Away she hies to Susan Gale :

Her Messenger’s in merry tune ;

The Owlets hoot, the Owlets curr,

And Johnny’s lips they burr, burr, burr,
As on he goes beneath the Moon.

His Steed and He right well agree ;
For of this Pony there’s a rumour,
That, should he lose his eyes and ears,
And should he live a thousand years,
He never will be out of humour.
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But then he is a Horse that thinks

And when he thinks his pace is slack ;
Now, though he knows poor Johnny well,
Yet, for his life, he cannot tell

What he has got upon his back.

So through the moonlight lanes they go,
And far into the moonlight dale,

And by the church, and o’er the down,
To bring a Doctor from the town,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale,

And Betty, now at Susan’s side,

Is in the middle of her story,

What comfort soon her Boy will bring,
With many a most diverting thing,

Of Johnny’s wit, and Johnny’s glory.

And Betty, still at Susan’s side,

By this time is not quite so flurried :
Demure with porringer and plate
She sits, as if in Susan’s fate

Her life and soul were buried.

But Betty, poor good Woman ! she,
You plainly in her face may read it,
Could lend out of that moment’s store
Five years of happiness or more,

To any that might need it.

But yet I guess that now and then
With Betty all was not so well ;
And to the road she turns her ears,
And thence full many a sound she hears,
Which she to Susan will not tell.
c
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Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans ;
“ As sure as there’s a moon in heaven,”
Cries Betty, ¢ he’ll be back again;
They’ll both be here—'tis almost ten—
Both will be here before eleven.”

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans ;
The clock gives warning for eleven ;

"Tis on the stroke—¢ He must be near,”’
Quoth Betty, «“ and will soon be here,
As sure as there’s a moon in heaven.”

The clock is on the stroke of twelve,
And Johnny is not yet in sight,

—The Moon’s in heaven, as Betty sees,
But Betty is not quite at ease ;

And Susan h;as a dreadful night.

And Betty, half an hour ago,

On Johnny vile reflections cast :

“ A little idle sauntering Thing!”
With other names, an endless string ;
But now that time is gone and past.

And Betty’s drooping at the heart,
That happy time all past and gone,
““ How can it be he is so late ?

The Doctor he has made him wait,

Susan ! they’ll both be here anon.”

And Susan’s growing worse and worse,
And Betty’s in a sad quandary ;

And then there’s nobody to say

If she must go or she must stay !
—>She’s in a sad quandary.
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The clock 1s on the stroke of one ;
But neither Doctor nor his Guide
Appear along the moonlight road ;
There’s neither horse nor man abroad,
And Betty’s still at Susan’s side,

And Susan now begins to fear

Of sad mischances not a few,

That Johnny may perhaps be drowned,
Or lost, perhaps, and never found ;
Which they must both for ever rue.

She prefaced half a hint of this

With, ¢ God forbid it should be true !”
At the first word that Susan said

Cried Betty, rising from the bed,

¢ Susan, I'd gladly stay with you.

1 must be gone, I must away,
Consider Johnny’s but half-wise ;
Susan, we must take care of him,
If he is hurt in life or limb”—

““ O God forbid ! poor Susan cries.

¢ What can I do ?” says Betty, going,
““ What can I do to ease your pain ?
Good Susan tell me, and T'll stay ;

I fear you’re in a dreadful way,

But I shall soon be back again.”

¢ Nay, Betty, go! good Betty, go !
There’s nothing that can ease my pain.”
Then off she hies; but with a prayer
That God poor Susan’s life would spare,

Till she comes back again.
c 2



28

THE IDIOT EBOY.

So, through the moonlight lane she goes,

And far into the moonlight dale ;

And how she ran, and how she walked,
And all that to herself she talked,
Would surely be a tedious tale.

In high and low, above, below,

In great and small, in round and square,
In tree and tower was Johnny seen,

In bush and brake, in black and green,
“Twas Johnny, Johnny, every where.

The bridge is past—far in the dale;
And now the thought torments her sore,
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook,

To hunt the moon within the brook,
And never will be heard of more.

Now is she high upon the down,
Alone amid a prospect wide ;

There's neither Johnny nor*his Horse
Among the fern or in the gorse;
There’s neither Doctor nor his Guide.

¢ Oh saints ! what is become of him ?
Perhaps he’s climbed into an oak,
Where he will stay till he is dead ;
Or, sadly he has been misled,

And joined the wandering gipsy-folk.

¢ Or him that wicked Pony’s carried
To the dark cave, the goblin’s hall ;
Or in the castle he’s pursuing
Among the ghosts his own undoing ;
Or playing with the waterfall.”
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At poor old Susan then she railed,
While to the town she posts away ;
¢ If Susan had not been so ill,

Alas! I should have had him still,

My Johnny, till my dying day.”

Poor Betty, in this sad distemper,

The Doctor’s self could hardly spare;
Unworthy things she talked, and wild ;
Even he, of cattle the most mild,

The Pony had his share.

And now she’s got into the town,
And to the Doctor’s door she hies ;
"Tis silence all on every side ;

The town so long, the town so wide,
Is silent as the skies.

And now she’s at the Doctor’s door,

She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap;

The Doctor at the casement shows

His glimmering eyes that peep and dose!
And one hand rubs his old night-cap.

¢« Oh Doctor! Doctor! where’s my Johnny!”
¢ ’m here, what is’t you want with me ?”

¢« Oh Sir! you know I'm Betty Foy,

And I have lost my poor dear Boy,

You know him—him you often see ;

¢« He’s not so wise as some folks be.”

<« The devil take his wisdom !”” said

The Doctor, looking somewhat grim,

¢« What, Woman ! should I know of him ?”
And, grumbling, he went back to bed.
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“0 woe is me! O woe is me !
Here will T die ; here will I die;

I thought to find my lost one here,
But he is neither far nor near,

Oh ! what a wretched Mother I

She stops, she stands, she looks about :
Which way to turn she cannot tell.

Poor Betty ! it would ease her pain

If she had heart to knock again ;

—The clock strikes three——a dismal knell !

Then up along the town she hies,

No wonder if her senses fail,

This piteous news so much it shocked her,
She quite forgot to send the Doctor,

To comfort poor old Susan Gale.

And now she’s high upon the down,
And she can see a mile of road ;

“ Oh cruel ! I'm almost threescore ;
Such night as this was ne’er before,
There’s not a single soul abroad.”

She listens, but she cannot hear

The foot of horse, the voice of man 2

The streams with softest sound are flowing,
The grass you almost hear it growing,

You hear it now if e’er you can.

The Owlets through the long blue night
Are shouting to each other stil] :

Fond lovers ! yet not quite hob nob,
They lengthen out the tremulous sob,
That echoes far from hill to hill,
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Poor Betty now has lost all hope,

Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin:
A green-grown pond she just has past,
And from the brink she hurries fast,
Lest she should drown herself therein.

And now she sits her down and weeps ;
Such tears she never shed before ;

¢ Oh dear, dear Pony ! my sweet joy !
Oh carry back my Idiot Boy !

And we will ne’er o’erload thee more.”

A thought is come into her head :

« The Pony he is mild and good,
And we have always used him well;
Perhaps he’s gone along the dell,
And carried Johnny to the wood.”

Then up she springs as if on wings ;
She thinks no more of deadly sin ;

If Betty fifty ponds should see,

The last of all her thoughts would be
To drown herself therein.

O Reader! now that I might tell

What Johnny and his Horse are doing !
What they’ve been doing all this time,
Oh could I put it into rhyme,

A most delightful tale pursuing !

Perhaps, and no unlikely thought !
He with his Pony now doth roam
The cliffs and peaks so high that are,
To lay his hands upon a star,

And in his pocket bring it home.

31
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Perhaps he’s turned himself about,
His face unto his horse’s tail,

And, still and mute, in wonder lost,
All like a silent Horseman-Ghost,
He travels on along the vale.

And now, perhaps, is hunting sheep,

A fierce and dreadful hunter he ;

Yon valley, now so trim and green,

In five months’ time, should he be seen,
A desert wilderness will be!

Perhaps, with head and heels on fire,
And like the very soul of evil,

He’s galloping away, away,

And so will gallop on for aye,

The bane of all that dread the devil !

I to the Muses have been bound

These fourteen years, by strong indentures :
O gentle Muses ! let me tell

But half of what to him befel -

He surely met with strange adventures.

O gentle Muses ! is this kind ?

Why will ye thus my suit repel ?

Why of your further aid bereayve me ?
And can ye thus unfriended leave me ;
Ye Muses ! whom I love so wel] ?

Who's yon, that, near the waterfall, '
Which thunders down with headlong force,
Beneath the Moon, yet shining fair,

As careless as if nothing were,

Sits upright on a feeding Horse ?
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Unto his Horse, there feeding free,
He seems, I think, the rein to give ;
Of Moon or Stars he takes no heed ;
Of such we in romances read :
—'Tis Johnny ! Johnny! as I live.

And that’s the very Pony too !
Where is she, where is Betty Foy ?
She hardly can sustain her fears;
The roaring waterfall she hears,
And cannot find her Idiot Boy.

Your Pony’s worth his weight in gold :
Then calm your terrors, Betty Foy !
She’s coming from among the trees,
And now all full in view she sees

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy.

And Betty sees the Pony too:

Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy *
It is no goblin, ’tis no ghost,

*Tis he whom you so long have lost,
He whom you love, your Idiot Boy.

She looks again—her arms are up—
She screams—she cannot move for joy ;
She darts, as with a torrent’s force,
She almost has o’erturned the Horse,
And fast she holds her Idiot Boy.

And Johnny burrs, and laughs aloud,
Whether in cunning or in joy
I cannot tell ; but while he laughs,
Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs
To hear again her Idiot Boy.

Ci3
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And now she’s at the Pony’s tail,
And now is at the Pony's head,—
On that side now, and now on this ;
And, almost stifled with her bliss,
A few sad tears does Betty shed.

She kisses o’er and o’er again

Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy ;
She’s happy here, is happy there,
She is uneasy every where ;

Her limbs are all alive with joy.

She pats the Pony, where or when
She knows not, happy Betty Foy !
The little Pony glad may be,

But he is milder far than she,
You hardly can perceive his joy.

““ Oh! Johnny, never mind the Doctor ;
You've done your best, and that is all.”
She took the reins, when this was said,
And gently turned the Pony’s head
From the loud waterfall,

By this the stars were almost gone,
The moon was setting on the hill,
So pale you scarcely looked at her:
The little birds began to stir,
Though yet their tongues were still.

The Pony, Betty, and her Boy,

Wind slowly through the woody dale ;
And who is she, betimes abroad,

That hobbles up the steep rough road ?
Who is it, but old Susan Gale ?
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Long time lay Susan lost in thought,
And many dreadful fears beset her,
Both for her Messenger and Nurse ;
And as her mind grew worse and worse,
Her body it grew better.

She turned, she tossed herself in bed,
On all sides doubts and terrors met her;
Point after point did she discuss ;

And while her mind was fighting thus,
Her body still grew better.

<« Alas ! what is become of them ?

These fears can never be endured,

I'll to the wood.”—The word scarce said,
Did Susan rise up from her bed,

As if by magic cured.

Away she posts up hill and down,

And to the wood at length is come ;

She spies her Friends, she shouts a greeting ;
Oh me ! it is a merry meeting

As ever was in Christendom.

The Owls have hardly sung their last,
While our four Travellers homeward wend ;
The Owls have hooted all night long,

And with the Owls began my song,

And with the Owls must end.

For while they all were travelling home,
Cried Betty, ¢ Tell us, Johnny, do,

Where all this long night you have been,
What you have heard, what you have seen,
And, Johnny, mind you tell us true.”
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Now Johnny all night long had heard
The Owls in tuneful consort strive ;
No doubt too he the Moon had seen ;
For in the moonlight he had been
From eight o’clock till five,

And thus, to Betty’s question, he

Made answer, like a Traveller bold,

(His very words I give to you,)

“The Cocks did crow to-whoo, to-whoo,
And the Sun did shine so cold.”

—Thus answered Johnny in his glory,
And that was all his travel’s story.

AR NPt e

INFLUENCE OF NATURAL OBJECTS

IN CALLING FORTH AND STRENGTHENING THE IMAGINATION IN BOY-

HOOD AND EARLY YOUTH.

Wispom and Spirit of the Universe !

Thou Soul, that art the Eternity of thought !
And givest to forms and images a breath
And everlasting motion ! not in vain,

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

The elements of feeling and of thought,

And sanctifying by such discipline

Both pain and fear,—until we recognise

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart.
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Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me

With stinted kindness. In November days,
When vapours rolling down the valleys made

A lonely scene more lonesome ; among woods

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

In solitude, such intercourse was mine :

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

And in the frosty season, when the sun

Was set, and, visible for many a mile,

The cottage windows through the twilight blazed,
I heeded not the summons :—happy time

It was indeed for all of us; for me

It was a time of rapture !—Clear and loud

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

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

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

The leafless trees and every icy crag

Tinkled like iron ; while the distant hills

Into the tumult sent an alien sound

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

Not seldom from the uproar I retired
Into a silent bay,—or sportively
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Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng,
To cut across the reflex of a Star,

Image, that, flying still before me, gleam’d
Upon the glassy plain : and oftentimes,

When we had given our bodies to the wind,
And all the shadowy banks on either side

Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning still
The rapid line of motion, then at once

Have I, reclining back upon my heels,

Stopp’d short ; yet still the solitary cliffs
Wheel’d by me—even as if the earth had roll’d
With visible motion her diurnal round !

Behind me did they stretch in solemn train,
Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watch'd
Till all was tranquil as a summer sea.

S bt s s
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WHERE art thou, my beloved Son,
Where art thou, worse to me than dead ?
Oh find me, prosperous or undone !

Or, if the grave be now thy bed,

Why am I ignorant of the same

That T may rest ; and neither blame

Nor sorrow may attend thy name ?

Seven years, alas! to have received

No tidings of an only child ;

To have despaired and have believed,
And be for evermore beguiled ;
Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss !
I catch at them, and then I miss :
Was ever darkness like to this ?
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He was among the prime in worth,

An object beauteous to behold ;

Well born, well bred ; I sent him forth
Ingenuous, mnocent, and bold :

If things ensued that wanted grace,

As hath been said, they were not base ;
And never blush was on my face.

Ah! little doth the Young-one dream,
When full of play and childish cares,
What power hath even his wildest scream,
Heard by his Mother unawares !

He knows it not, he cannot guess :

Years to a Mother bring distress ;

But do not make her love the less.

Neglect me ! no, I suffered long

From that ill thought ; and, being blind,
Said, ¢ Pride shall help me in my wrong :
Kind mother have I been, as kind

As ever breathed :”” and that is true ;

I've wet my path with tears like dew,
Weeping for him when no one knew.

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor,
Hopeless of honour and of gain,

Oh ! do not dread thy mother’s door ;
Think not of me with grief and pain :
I now can see with better eyes ;

And worldly grandeur 1 despise,
And fortune with her gifts and lies.

Alas ! the fowls of Heaven have wings,
And blasts of Heaven will aid their flight ;
They mount, how short a voyage brings
The Wanderers back to their delight !

39
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Chains tie us down by land and sea ;
And wishes, vain as mine, may be
All that is left to comfort thee,

Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan, .
Maimed, mangled by inhuman men :
Or thou upon a Desert thrown
Inheritest the Lion’s Den ;

Or hast been summoned to the Deep,
Thou, Thou and all thy mates, to keep
An incommunicable sleep.

I look for Ghosts ; but none will force
Their way to me :—’tis falsely said
That there was ever intercourse
Betwixt the living and the dead ;

For, surely, then I should have sight
Of Him I wait for day and night,
With love and longings infinite.

My apprehensions come in crowds !

I dread the rustling of the grass ;

The very shadows of the clouds

Have power to shake me as they pass :
I question things, and do not find
One that will answer to my mind ;
And all the world appears unkind.

Beyond participation lie

My troubles, and beyond relief :

If any chance to heave a sigh,

They pity me and not my grief.

Then come to me, my Son, or send
Some tidings that my woes may end ;
I have no other earthly friend.
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ADDRESS TO A CHILD.

BY A FEMALE FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR.

WAt way does the wind come? What way does he go?
He rides over the water, and over the snow,

Through wood, and through vale; and o’er rocky height,
Which the goat cannot climb, takes his sounding flight;
He tosses about in every bare tree,

As, if you look up, you plainly may see;

But how he will come, and whither he goes

There’s never a Scholar in England knows.

He will suddenly stop in a cunning nook,

And rings a sharp larum ;—but, if you should look,
There’s nothing to see but a cushion of snow
Round as a pillow, and whiter than milk,

And softer than if it were covered with silk.
Sometimes he’ll hide in the cave of a rock,

Then whistle as shrill as the buzzard cock;

—Yet seek him,—and what shall you find in the place ?
Nothing but silence and empty space ;

Save, in a corner, a heap of dry leaves,

That he’s left, for a bed, to beggars or thieves !

As soon as ’tis daylight, to-morrow, with me

You shall go to the orchard, and then you will see
That he has been there, and made a great rout,

And cracked the branches, and strewn them about;
Heaven grant that he spare but that one upright twig
That looked up at the sky so proud and big

All last summer, as well you know,

Studded with apples, a beautiful show !

Hark ! over the roof he makes a pause,
And growls as if he would fix his claws
Right in the slates, and with a huge rattle
Drive them down, like men in a battle :
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—But let him range round ; he does us no harm,
We build up the fire, we're snug and warm ;
Untouch’d by his breath see the candle shines bright
And burns with a clear and steady light ;

Books have we to read,—but that half-stifled knell,
Alas ! ’tis the sound of the eight o’clock bell.

b

—Come now we'll to bed ! and when we are there
He may work his own will, and what shall we care ?
He may knock at the door,—we’ll not let him in :
May drive at the windows,— we’ll laugh at his din ;
Let him seek his own home wherever it be ;

Here’s a cozie warm House for Edward and me.

o

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 T

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.
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THE PET-LAMB.

Tue dew was falling fast, the stars began to blink ;

I heard a voice; it said, “Drink, pretty Creature, drink !”’
And, looking o’er the hedge, before me I espied

A snow-white mountain Lamb with a Maiden at its side.

No other sheep were near, the Lamb was all alone,
And by a slender cord was tether’d to a stone;

With one knee on the grass did the little Maiden kneel,
While to that Mountain Lamb she gave its evening meal.

The Lamb, while from her hand he thus his supper took,

Seem’d to feed with head and ears; and his tail with
pleasure shook.

“ Drink, pretty Creature, drink,” she said in such a tone

That T almost received her heart into my own.

"Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a Child of beauty rare !
I watch’d them with delight, they were a lovely pair.
Now with her empty Can the Maiden turn'd away ;
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay.

Towards the Lamb she look’d; and from that shady
place

I unobserved could see the workings of her face :

If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring,

Thus, thought I, to her Lamb that little Maid might sing:

¢« What ails thee, Young One ? what? why pull so at
thy cord ?

Is it not well with thee ? well both for bed and board ?

Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be ;

Rest, little Young One, rest ; what is't that aileth thee?
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“ What is it thou wouldst seek ? What is wanting to
thy heart ?

Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art :

This grass is tender grass; these flowers they have no
peers;;

And that green corn all day is rustling in thy ears !

“If the Sun be shining hot, do but stretch thy woollen
chain, .

This beech is standing by, its covert thou canst gain ;

For rain and mountain storms! the like thou need’st
not fear—

The rain and storm are things that scarcely can come
here.

“ Rest, little Young One, rest; thou hast forgot the day

When my Father found thee first in places far away ;

Many flocks were on the hills, but thou wert own'd by
none,

And thy mother from thy side for evermore was gone.

‘“ He took thee in his arms, and in pity brought thee
home:

A blessed day for thee! then whither wouldst thou
roam ?

A faithful Nurse thou hast ; the dam that did thee yean

Upon the mountain tops no kinder could have been.

“Thou know’st that twice a day I have brought thee
in this Can

Fresh water from the brook, as clear as ever ran .

And twice in the day, when the ground is wet with dew,

I bring thee draughts of milk, warm milk it is and new.
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¢Thy limbs will shortlybe twice as stout as they are now,
Then I'll yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the plough;
My Playmate thou shalt be ; and when the wind is cold
Our hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy fold.

« It will not, will not rest !—Poor Creature, can 1t be

That ’tis thy mother’s heart which is working so in thee ?

Things that I know not of belike to thee are dear,

And dreams of things which thou canst neither see nor
hear,

< Alas, the mountain tops that look so green and fair !
I've heard of fearful winds and darkness that come there ;
The little brooks that seem all pastime and all play,
When they are angry, roar like Lions for their prey.

« Here thou need’st not dread the raven in the sky;
Night and day thou art safe,—our cottage is hard by.
Why bleat so after me? Why pull so at thy chain ?
Sleep—and at break of day I will come to thee again !”

__As homeward through the lane T went with lazy feet,
This song to myself did I oftentimes repeat ;

And it seem’d, as I retrac’d the ballad line by line,
That but half of it was hers, and one half of it was mine.

Again, and once again, did I repeat the song ;

« Nay,” said I, ¢ more than half to the Damsel must
belong,

For she look’d with such a look, and she spake with
such a tone,

That I almost received her heart into my own.”
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FORESIGHT.

Tuart is work of waste and ruin—
Do as Charles and I are doing!
Strawberry-blossoms, one and all,
We must spare them—here are many :
Look at it—the Flower is small,
Small and low, though fair as any :
Do not touch it ! summers two

I am older, Anne, than you.

Pull the Primrose, Sister Anne !

Pull as many as you can.

—Here are Daisies, take your fill ;
Pansies, and the Cuckoo-flower :

Of the lofty Daffodil

Make your bed, and make your bower :
Fill your lap, and fill your bosom ;
Only spare the Strawberry-blossom !

Primroses, the Spring may love them—
Summer knows but little of them -
Violets, a barren kind,

Withered on the ground must lie ;
Daisies leave no fruit behind

When the pretty flowerets die ;

Pluck them, and another year

As many will be blowing here.

God has given a kindlier power

To the favoured Strawberry-flower.
When the months of Spring are fled
Hither let us bend our walk ;
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Lurking berries, ripe and red,

Then will hang on every stalk,

Each within its leafy bower ;

And for that promise spare the flower!

THE LONGEST DAY.

Let us quit the leafy Arbour,
And the torrent murmuring by :
Sol has dropp’d into his harbour,
Weary of the open sky.

Evening now unbinds the fetters
Fashion’d by the glowing light ;

All that breathe are thankful debtors
To the harbinger of night.

Yet by some grave thoughts attended
Eve renews her calm career :

For the day that now is ended,

Is the Longest of the Year.

Laura ! sport, as now thou sportest,
On this platform, light and free ;
Take thy bliss, while longest, shortest,
Are indifferent to thee !

Who would check the happy feeling
That inspires the linnet’s song ?

Who would stop the swallow, wheeling
On her pinions swift and strong ?
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Yet at this impressive season,
Words which tenderness can speak
From the truths of homely reason,
Might exalt the loveliest cheek ;

And, while shades to shades succeeding
Steal the landscape from the sight,

I would urge this moral pleading,

Last forerunner of ¢ Good night 1”

SuMMER ebbs ;—each day that follows
Is a reflux from on high,

Tending to the darksome hollows
Where the frosts of winter lie.

He who governs the creation,
In his providence, assign’d
Such a gradual declination
To the life of human kind.

Yet we mark it not ; —fruits redden,
Fresh flowers blow, as flowers have blown,
And the heart is loth to deaden

Hopes that she so long hath known.

Be thou wiser, youthful Maiden !

And when thy decline shall come,
Let not flowers, or boughs fruit-laden,
Hide the knowledge of thy doom.

2

Now, even now, ere wrapp’d in slumber
Fix thine eyes upon the sea

That absorbs time, space, and number :
Look towards Eternity.
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Follow thou the flowing River

On whose breast are thither borne

All Deceived, and each Deceiver,
Through the gates of night and morn ;

Through the year’s successive portals ;
Through the bounds which many a star
Marks, not mindless of frail mortals,
When his light returns from far.

Thus when Thou with Time hast travell’d

Tow'rds the mighty gulf of things,
And the mazy Stream unravell’d
With thy best imaginings ;

Think, if thou on beauty leanest,
Think how pitiful that stay,

Did not virtue give the meanest
Charms superior to decay.

Duty, like a strict preceptor,
Sometimes frowns, or seems to frown ;
Choose her thistle for thy sceptre,
While thy brow youth’s roses crown.

Grasp it,—if thou shrink and tremble, -

Fairest Damsel of the green,
Thou wilt lack the only symbol
That proclaims a genuine Queen;

And ensures those palms of honour

Which selected spirits wear,

Bending low before the Donor,

Lord of Heaven’s unchanging Year !
D
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THE LAST OF THE FLOCK.

Ix distant countries have I been,

And yet I have not often seen

A healthy Man, a Man full grown,
Weep in the public roads alone.

But such a one, on English ground,
And in the broad highway, I met;
Along the broad highway he came,
His cheeks with tears were wet.
Sturdy he seemed, though he was sad ;
And in his arms a Lamb he had.

He saw me, and he turned aside,

As if he wished himself to hide :

Then with his coat he made essay

To wipe those briny tears away.

I followed him, and said, ¢ My Friend,
What ails you ? wherefore weep you so ?
—¢“ Shame on me, Sir! this lusty Lamb,
He makes my tears to flow.

To-day I fetched him from the rock ;
He is the last of all my flock.

)

When I was young, a single Man,

And after youthful follies ran,

Though little given to care and thought,
Yet, so it was, a Ewe I bought;

And other sheep from her I raised,

As healthy sheep as you might see ;
And then I married, and was rich

As I could wish to be;

Of sheep I numbered a full score,

And every year increased my store.



THE LAST OF THE FLOCK.

Year after year my stock it grew ;

And from this one, this single Ewe,
Full fifty comely sheep I raised,

As sweet a flock as ever grazed !

Upon the mountain did they feed,

They throve, and we at home did thrive.
—This lusty Lamb of all my store

Is all that is alive ;

And now I care not if we die,

And perish all of poverty.

Six Children, Sir! had I to feed ;

Hard labour in a time of need !

My pride was tamed, and in our grief

I of the Parish asked relief.

They said, I was a wealthy man ;

My sheep upon the mountain fed,

And it was fit that thence I took
Whereof to buy us bread.”
¢ Do this: how can we give to you,”
They cried, < what to the poor is due ?”

I sold a sheep, as they had said,

And bought my little children bread,
And they were healthy with their food ;
For me—it never did me good.

A woeful time it was for me,

To see the end of all my gains,

The pretty flock which I had reared
With all my care and pains,

To see it melt like snow away !

For me it was a woeful day.

Another still! and still another !
A little lamb, and then its mother !
15y
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It was a vein that never stopped—

Like blood-drops from my heart they dropped.
Till thirty were not left alive

They dwindled, dwindled, one by one,

And I may say, that many a time

I wished they all were gone—

Reckless of what might come at last

Were but the bitter struggle past.

To wicked deeds I was inclined,

And wicked fancies crossed my mind ;

And every man I chanced to see,

I thought he knew some ill of me.

No peace, no comfort could I find,

No ease, within doors or without ;

And crazily and wearily,

I went my work about,

Bent oftentimes to flee from home,

And hide my head where wild beasts roam.

Sir ! "twas a precious flock to me,
As dear as my own children be ;
For daily with my growing store

I loved my children more and more.
Alas ! it was an evil time ;

God cursed me in my sore distress ;
I prayed, yet every day I thought

I loved my children less ;

And every week, and every day,
My flock it seemed to melt away.

They dwindled, Sir, sad sight to see
From ten to five, from five to three,
A lamb, a wether, and a ewe ;—

And then at last from three to two ;
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And, of my fifty, yesterday

I had but only one:

And here it lies upon my arm,
Alas! and I have none ;—
To-day I fetched it from the rock ;
It is the last of all my flock.”

LAODAMIA.

«“ Wit sacrifice before the rising morn

Vows have I made by fruitless hope inspired ;
And from the infernal Gods, mid shades forlorn,
Of night, my slaughtered Lord have I required :
Celestial pity I again implore ;—

Restore him to my sight—great Jove, restore !”

So speaking, and by fervent love endowed

With faith, the Suppliant heavenward lifts her hands ;
While, like the Sun emerging from a Cloud,

Her countenance brightens—and her eye expands ;
Her bosom heaves and spreads, her stature grows ;
And she expects the issue in repose.

O terror ! what hath she perceived %—O joy!
What doth she look on ?—whom doth she behold ?
Her Hero slain upon the beach of Troy ?

His vital presence—his corporeal mould ?

It is—if sense deceive her not—’tis He!

And a God leads him—winged Mercury !

Mild Hermes spake—and touched her with his wand
That calms all fear, ¢ Such grace hath crowned thy
prayer,
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Laodamia ! that at Jove's command

Thy Husband walks the paths of upper air :

He comes to tarry with thee three hours’ space;
Accept the gift, behold him face to face!”

Forth sprang the impassioned Queen her Lord to
clasp;

Again that consummation she essayed ;

But unsubstantial Form eludes her grasp

As often as that eager grasp was made.

The Phantom parts—but parts to re-unite,

And re-assume his place before her sight.

“ Protesilaus, lo ! thy guide is gone !

Confirm, I pray, the Vision with thy voice :

This is our Palace,—yonder is thy throne :
Speak, and the floor thou tread’st on will rejoice.
Not to appal me have the Gods bestowed

This precious boon,—and blest a sad Abode.”

¢ Great Jove, Laodamia! doth not leave
His gifts imperfect :—Spectre though I be,
I am not sent to scare thee or deceive;
But in reward of thy fidelity. .

And something also did my worth obtain ;
For fearless virtue bringeth boundless gain.

“ Thou know’st, the Delphic oracle foretold

That the first Greek who touched the Trojan strand
Should die ; but me the threat could not withhold :
A generous cause a Victim did demand ;

And forth I leapt upon the sandy plain ;

A self-devoted Chief—by Hector slain.”
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¢« Supreme of Heroes—bravest, noblest, best !

Thy matchless courage I bewail no more,

Which then, when tens of thousands were deprest
By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore ;

Thou found’st—and I forgive thee—here thou art—
A nobler counsellor than my poor heart.

¢ But thou, though capable of sternest deed,
Wert kind as resolute, and good as brave ;

And he, whose power restores thee, hath decreed
That thou should’st cheat the malice of the grave ;
Redundant are thy locks, thy lips as fair

As when their breath enriched Thessalian air.

“ No Spectre greets me,—no vain Shadow this:
Come, blooming Hero, place thee by my side !

Give, on this well-known couch, one nuptial kiss

To me, this day, a second time thy bride !”

Jove frowned in heaven ; the conscious Parcee threw
Upon those roseate lips a Stygian hue.

<«This visage tells thee that my doom is past :
Know, virtue were not virtue if the joys

Of sense were able to return as fast

And surely as they vanish.—Earth destroys
Those raptures duly—Erebus disdains :

Calm pleasures there abide—majestic pains.

“ Be taught, O faithful Consort, to control
Rebellious passion : for the Gods approve
The depth, and not the tumult, of the soul ;

A fervent, not ungovernable love.

Thy transports moderate ; and meekly mourn
When I depart, for brief is my sojourn—"
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“ Ah, wherefore —Did not Hercules by force
Wrest from the guardian Monster of the tomb
Alcestis, a reanimated Corse,

Given back to dwell on earth in vernal bloom ?
Medea’s spells dispersed the weight of years,
And ZEson stood a Youth ’mid youthful peers.

“The Gods to us are mereiful—and they

Yet further may relent : for mightier far

Than strength of nerve and sinew, or the sway

Of magic potent over sun and star,

Is love, though oft to agony distrest,

And though his favourite seat be feeble Woman’s breast.

“But if thou go'st, I follow—” ¢ Peace!” he said—
She looked upon him and was calmed and cheered 3
The ghastly colour from his lips had fled ;

In his deportment, shape, and mien, appeared

Elysian beauty, melancholy grace,

Brought from a pensive though a happy place.

He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel

In worlds whose course is equable and pure ;
No fears to beat away—no strife to heal—
The past unsighed for, and the future sure ;
Spake of heroic arts in graver mood
Revived, with finer harmony pursued ;

Of all that is most beauteous—imaged there

In happier beauty ; more pellucid streams,

An ampler ether, a diviner air,

And fields invested with purpureal gleams ;

Climes which the Sun, who sheds the brightest day
Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey.
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LAODAMIA,

Yet there the Soul shall enter which hath earned
That privilege by virtue.—* Ill,” said he,

““The end of man’s existence I discerned,

Who from ignoble games and revelry

Could draw, when we had parted, vain delight
While tears were thy best pastime,—day and night :

And while my youthful peers, before my eyes,
(Each Hero following his peculiar bent)
Prepared themselves for glorious enterprize

By martial sports,—or, seated in the tent,
Chieftains and kings in council were detained ;
What time the fleet at Aulis lay enchained.

The wished-for wind was given :—I then revolved
The oracle, upon the silent sea ;

And, if no worthier led the way, resolved

That, of a thousand vessels, mine should be

The foremost prow in pressing to the strand,—
Mine the first blood that tinged the Trojan sand.

Yet bitter, oft-times bitter, was the pang

When of thy loss I thought, beloved Wife !

On thee too fondly did my memory hang,

And on the joys we shared in mortal life,—

The paths which we had trod—these fountains—flowers ;
My new-planned Cities, and unfinished Towers.

But should suspense permit the Foe to cry,
¢ Behold they tremble !—haughty their array,
Yet of their number no one dares to die ? "—
In soul I swept the indignity away :
Old frailties then recurred :—but lofty thought,
In act embodied, my deliverance wrought.

D 3
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And thou, though strong in love, art all too weak
In reason, in self-government too slow ;

I counsel thee by fortitude to seek

Our blest re-union in the shades below.

The invisible world with thee hath sympathized ;
Be thy affections raised and solemnized.

Learn by a mortal yearning to ascend

Towards a higher object.—Love was given,
Encouraged, sanctioned, chiefly for that end :
For this the passion to excess was driven—
That self might be annulled ; her bondage prove
The fetters of a dream, opposed to love.”

Aloud she shrieked ! for Hermes re-appears !

Round the dear Shade she would have clung—'tis vain :
The hours are past—too brief had they heen years ;
And him no mortal effort can detain :

Swift, tow’rd the realms that know not earthly day,
He through the portal takes his silent way,

And on the palace floor a lifeless corse she lay.

By no weak pity might the Gods be moved ;
She who thus perished, not without the crime
Of Lovers that in Reason’s spite have loved,
Was doomed to wander in a grosser clime,
Apart from happy Ghosts—that gather fowers
Of blissful quiet *mid unfading bowers.

Yet tears to human suffering are due ;

And mortal hopes defeated and o’erthrown
Are mourned by man, and not by man alone,
As fondly he believes.—Upon the side

Of Hellespont (such faith was entertained)
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A knot of spiry trees for ages grew

From out the tomb of him for whom she died ;
And ever, when such stature they had gained
That Ilium’s walls were subject to their view,
The trees’ tall summits withered at the sight ;
A constant interchange of growth and blight ! *

N PP L LSOOI AP

DEAR NATIVE REGIONS.

DEar native Regions, 1 foretell,
From what I feel at this farewell,
That, wheresoe’er my steps shall tend,
And whensoe’er my course shall end,
If in that hour a single tie

Survive of local sympathy,

My soul will cast the backward view,
The longing look alone on you.

Thus, when the Sun, prepared for rest,

Hath gained the precincts of the West,
Though his departing radiance fail

To illuminate the hollow Vale,

A lingering light he fondly throws

On the dear mountain-tops where first he rose.

* For the account of these long-lived trees, see Pliny’s Natural
History, lib. 16. cap, 44. ; and for the features in the character of
Protesilaus (page 56,) see the Iphigenia in Aulis of Euripides.
Virgil places the shade of Laodamia in a mournful region, among
unhappy Lovers,

His Laodamia
It comes, —~—
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THE SAILOR’'S MOTHER.

OxE morning (raw it was and wet,
A foggy day in winter time)
A Woman on the road I met,
Not old, though something past her prime :
Majestic in her person, tall and straight ;
And like a Roman matron’s was her mien and gait.

The ancient Spirit is not dead ;

Old times, thought I, are breathing there ;

Proud was I that my country bred

Such strength, a dignity so fair :

She begged an alms, like one in poor estate ;
I looked at her again, nor did my pride abate.

When from these lofty thoughts I woke,

“ What treasure,” said I, ¢ do you bear,

Beneath the covert of your Cloak,

Protected from the cold damp air ?”

She answered, soon as she the question heard,
““ A simple burthen, Sir, a little Singing-bird.

‘I had a Son,—the waves might roar,
He feared them not, a Sailor gay !
But he will cross the deep no more :
In Denmark he was cast away ;
And T have travelled weary miles to see
If aught which he had owned might still remain for me,

“ The Bird and Cage they both were his:
"Twas my Son’s Bird ; and neat and trim
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He kept it: many voyages

This Singing-bird had gone with him ;

When last he sailed, he left the Bird behind ;
From bodings as might be that hung upon his mind.

“ He to a Fellow-lodger’s care
Had left it, to be watched and fed,
And pipe its song in safety ;—there
I found it when my Son was dead ;
And now, God help me for my little wit!
I bear it with me, Sir! he took so much delight in it.”

THE COTTAGER TO HER INFANT.

Tue days are cold, the nights are long,
The north-wind sings a doleful song ;
Then hush again upon my breast ;
All merry things are now at rest,

Save thee, my pretty Love !

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth,

The crickets long have ceased their mirth :
There’s nothing stirring in the house

Save one wee, hungry, nibbling mouse,

Then why so busy thou ?

Nay! start not at that sparkling light ;
"Tis but the moon that shines so bright
On the window-pane bedropped with rain :
Then, little Darling! sleep again,

And wake when it is day.
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THE BROTHERS.*

“Turse Tourists, Heaven preserve us! needs must live
A profitable life : some glance along,

Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air,

And they were butterflies to wheel about

Long as the summer lasted ; some, as wise,
Perch’d on the forehead of a jutting crag,

Pencil in hand and book upon the knee,

Will look and scribble, scribble on and look,
Until a man might travel twelve stout miles,

Or reap an acre of his neighbour’s corn.

But, for that moping Son of Idleness,

Why can he tarry yonder —In our church-yard
Is neither epitaph nor monument,

Tombstone nor name—only the turf we tread
And a few natural graves.” To J ane, his wife,
Thus spake the homely Priest of Ennerdale.

It was a July evening ; and he sate

Upon the long stone-seat beneath the eaves

Of his old cottage,—as it chanced, that day,
Employed in winter’s work. Upon the stone

His Wife sate near him, teasing matted wool,
While, from the twin cards tooth’d with glittering wire,
He fed the spindle of his youngest Child,

Who turn’d her large round wheel in the open air
With back and forward steps. Towards the field
In which the Parish Chapel stood alone,

Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall,

While half an hour went by, the Priest had sent

* This Poem was intended to conclude a series of pastorals, the
scene of which was laid among the mountains of Cumberland and
Westmorland. I mention this to apologise for the abruptness with
which the poem begins.
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Many a long look of wonder : and at last,
Risen from his seat, beside the snow-white ridge
Of carded wool which the old man had piled
He laid his implements with gentle care,

Each in the other lock’d ; and, down the path
That from his cottage to the church-yard led,
He took his way, impatient to accost

The Stranger, whom he saw still lingering there.

"Twas one well known to him in former days,
A Shepherd-lad ;— who ere his sixteenth year
‘Had left that calling, tempted to entrust
His expectations to the fickle winds
And perilous waters,—with the mariners
A fellow-mariner,—and so had fared
Through twenty seasons ; but he had been rear’d
Among the mountains, and he in his heart
Was half a Shepherd on the stormy seas.
Oft in the piping shrouds had Leonard heard
The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds
Of caves and trees :—and, when the regular wind
Between the tropics fill'd the steady sail,
And blew with the same breath through days and weeks,
Lengthening invisibly its weary line
Along the cloudless Main, he, in those hours
Of tiresome indolence, would often hang
Over the vessel’s side, and gaze and gaze ;
And, while the broad green wave and sparkling foam
Flash’d round him images and hues that wrought
In union with the employment of his heart,
He, thus by feverish passion overcome,
Even with the organs of his bodily eye,
Below him, in the bosom of the deep,
Saw mountains,—saw the forms of sheep that grazed
On verdant hills—with dwellings among trees,
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And shepherds clad in the same country gray
Which he himself had worn.*

And now at last
From perils manifold, with some small wealth
Acquired by traffic mid the Indian Isles,
To his paternal home he is return’d,
With a determined purpose to resume
The life he had lived there ; both for the sake
Of many darling pleasures, and the love
Which to an only brother he has borne
In all his hardships, since that happy time
When, whether it blew foul or fair, they two
Were brother Shepherds on their native hills.
—They were the last of all their race : and now,
When Leonard had approach’d his home, his heart
Fail'd in him ; and, not venturing to inquire
Tidings of one whom he so dearly loved,
Towards the church-yard he had turn’d aside ;
That, as he knew in what particular spot
His family were laid, he thence might learn
If still his Brother lived, or to the file
Another grave was added.—He had found
Another grave,—near which a full half-hour
He had remain’d ; but, as he gazed, there grew
Such a confusion in his memory,
That he began to doubt ; and he had hopes
That he had seen this heap of turf before,—
That it was not another grave ; but one
He had forgotten. He had lost his path,
As up the vale, that afternoon, he walk’d
Through fields which once had been well known to him -
And oh what joy the recollection now

* This description of the Calenture is sketched from an imperfect
recollection of an admirable one in prose, by Mr, Gilbert, author of
The Hurricane.
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Sent to his heart ! He lifted up his eyes,

And, looking round, imagined that he saw
Strange alteration wrought on every side
Among the woods and fields, and that the rocks,
And everlasting hills themselves were changed.

By this the Priest, who down the field had come
Unseen by Leonard, at the church-yard gate
Stopp’d short,—and thence, at leisure, limb by limb
Perused him with a gay complacency.

Ay, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself,
"Tis one of those who needs must leave the path
Of the world’s business to go wild alone :
His arms have a perpetual holiday ;
The happy Man will creep about the fields,
Following his fancies by the hour, to bring
Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles
Into his face, until the setting sun
Write Fool upon his forehead. Planted thus
Beneath a shed that over-arch’d the gate
Of this rude church-yard, till the stars appear’d,
The good Man might have communed with himself,
But that the Stranger, who had left the grave,
Approach’d ; he recognised the Priest at once,
And, after greetings interchanged, and given
By Leonard to the Vicar as to one
Unknown to him, this dialogue ensued.

LEONARD.
You. live, Sir, in these dales, a quiet life :
Your years make up one peaceful family ;
And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come
And welcome gone, they are so like each other,
They cannot be remember'd ? Scarce a funeral
Comes to this church-yard once in eighteen months ;
And yet, some changes must take place among you :
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And you, who dwell here, even among these rocks
Can trace the finger of mortality,

And see, that with our threescore years and ten
We are not all that perish. [ remember,

(For many years ago I pass'd this road)

There was a foot-way all along the fields

By the brook-side—'tis gone—and that dark cleft !
To me it does not seem to wear the face

Which then it had.

PRIEST.
Nay, Sir, for aught I know,
That chasm is much the same—
LEONARD.
But, surely, yonder—
PRIEST.
Ay, there, indeed, your memory is a friend
That does not play you false.—On that tall pike
(It 1s the loneliest place of all these hills)
There were two Springs which bubbled side by side,
As if they had been made that they might be
Companions for each other : the huge crag
Was rent with Iightning——one hath disappear’d ;
The other, left behind, is flowing still, ¥
For accidents and changes such as these,
We want not store of them ;—a water-spout
Will bring down half a mountain ; what a feast
For folks that wander up and down like you,
To see an acre’s breadth of that wide cliff
One roaring cataract !—a sharp May-storm

Will come with loads of January snow,
And in one night send twenty score of sheep
To feed the ravens ; or a Shepherd dies

* This actually took place upon Kidstow Pike at the head of
Hawes-water.
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By some untoward death among the rocks:
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge—
A wood is fell'd :—and then for our own homes !
A Child is born or christen’d, a Field plough’d,
A Daughter sent to service, a Web spun.
The old House-clock is deck’d with a new face;
And hence, so far from wanting facts or dates
To chronicle the time, we all have here
A pair of diaries,—one serving, Sir,
For the whole dale, and one for each fire-side—
Yours was a stranger’s judgment : for Historians,
Commend me to these valleys!
LEONARD.
Yet your Church-yard
Seems, if such freedom may be used with you,
To say that you are heedless of the past:
An orphan could not find his mother’s grave :
Here’s neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass,
Cross-bones nor skull,—type of our earthly state
Nor emblem of our hopes : the dead man’s home
Is but a fellow to that pasture-field.
PRIEST.
Why, there, Sir, is a thought that’s new to me !
The Stone-cutters, ’tis true, might beg their bread
If every English Church-yard were like ours ;
Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth:
We have no need of names and epitaphs ;
We talk about the dead by our fire-sides.
And then, for our immortal part ! we want
No symbols, Sir, to tell us that plain tale :
The thought of death sits easy on the man
Who has been born and dies among the mountains.
LEONARD.
Your Dalesmen, then, do in each other’s thoughts
Possess a kind of second life : no doubt



68 THE BROTHERS.

You, Sir, could help me to the history
Of half these Graves ?

PRIEST.

For eight-score winters past,
With what I've witness'd, and with what I’ve heard,
Perhaps I might ; and, on a winter-evening,
If you were seated at my chimney’s nook,
By turning o’er these hillocks one by one,
We two could travel, Sir, through a strange round ;
Yet all in the broad highway of the world.
Now there’s a grave—ryour foot is half upon it,—
It looks just like the rest; and yet that Man
Died broken-hearted.

LEONARD.

"Tis a common case.
We’ll take another; who is he that lies
Beneath you ridge, the last of those three graves ?
It touches on that piece of native rock
Left in the church-yard wall.

PRIEST.

That’s Walter Ewbank.
He had as white a head and fresh a cheek
As ever were produced by youth and age
Engendering in the blood of hale fourscore.
Through five long generations had the heart
Of Walter’s forefathers o’erflow’d the bounds
Of their inheritance, that single cottage—
You see it yonder —and those few green fields.
They toil’d and wrought, and still, from Sire to Son,
Each struggled, and each yielded as before
A little—yet a little—and old Walter,
They left to him the family heart, and land
With other burthens than the crop it bore.
Year after year the old man still kept up
A cheerful mind,—and buffeted with bond,
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Interest, and mortgages ;- at last he sank,
And went into his grave before his time.
Poor Walter! whether it was care that spurr’d him
God only knows, but to the very last
He had the lightest foot in Ennerdale :
His pace was never that of an old man :
I almost see him tripping down the path
With his two Grandsons after him ;—but You,
Unless our Landlord be your host to-night,
Have far to travel,—and on these rough paths,
Even in the longest day of midsummer—
LEONARD.
But those two Orphans !
PRIEST.
Orphans !—Such they were—
Yet not while Walter lived :—for, though their parents
Lay buried side by side as now they lie,
The old Man was a father to the boys,
Two fathers in one father; and if tears,
Shed when he talk’'d of them where they were not,
And hauntings from the infirmity of love,
Are aught of what makes up a mother’s heart,
This old Man, in the day of his old age,
Was half a mother to them.—If you weep, Sir,
To hear a Stranger talking about Strangers,
Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred !
Ay—You may turn that way—it is a grave
Which will bear looking at.
LEONARD.
These Boys—1I hope
They loved this good old Man ?—
PRIEST.
They did—and truly :
But that was what we almost overlook’d,
They were such darlings of each other. For,
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Though from their cradles they had lived with Walter,
The only kinsman near them, and though he
Inclined to them by reason of his age,
With a more fond, familiar tenderness,
They, notwithstanding, had much love to spare,
And it all went into each other’s hearts.
Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months,
Was two years taller: ’twas a joy to see,
To hear, to meet them !—From their house the School
Is distant three short miles—and in the time
Of storm and thaw, when every water-course
And unbridged stream, such as you may have noticed
Crossing our roads at every hundred steps,
Was swoln into a noisy rivulet,
Would Leonard then, when elder boys perhaps
Remain’d at home, go staggering through the fords,
Bearing his Brother on his back. I’ve seen him,
On windy days, in one of those stray brooks,
Ay, more than once I've seen him mid-leg deep,
Their two books lying both on a dry stone
Upon the hither side : and once I said,
As I remember, looking round these rocks
And hills on which we all of us were born,
That God who made the great book of the world
Would bless such piety—
LEON ARD.
It may be then—
PRIEST.

Never did worthier lads break English bread ;
The finest Sunday that the Autumn saw
With all its mealy clusters of ripe nuts,
Could never keep these boys away from church,
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach.
Leonard and James! I warrant, every corner
Among these rocks and every hollow place
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Where foot could come, to one or both of them
Was known as well as to the flowers that grow there.
Like Roe-bucks they went bounding o’er the hills ;
They play’d like two young Ravens on the crags:
Then they could write, ay and speak too, as well
As many of their betters—and for Leonard !
The very night before he went away,
In my own house I put into his hand
A Bible, and I'd wager house and field
That, if he is alive, he has it yet.

LEONARD.
It seems, these Brothers have not lived to be
A comfort to each other.—

PRIEST.
That they might

Live to such end, is what both old and young
In this our valley all of us have wish’d,
And what, for my part, I have often pray’d :

But Leonard—
LEONARD.
Then James still is left among you?

PRIEST.

"Tis of the elder Brother I am speaking :

They had an Uncle .—he was at that time

A thriving man, and traffick’d on the seas :
And, but for that same Uncle, to this hour
Leonard had never handled rope or shroud.
For the Boy loved the life which we lead here ;
And though of unripe years, a stripling only,
His soul was knit to this his native soil.

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak

To strive with such a torrent ; when he died,
The Estate and House were sold ; and all their Sheep,
A pretty flock, and which, for aught I know,
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Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years : —
Well—all was gone, and they were destitute.
And ILeonard, chiefly for his Brother’s sake,
Resolv’d to try his fortune on the seas.
Twelve years are past since we had tidings from him.
If there were one among us who had heard
That Leonard Ewbank was come home again,
From the great Gavel,* down by Leeza’s Banks,
And down the Enna, far as Egremont,
The day would be a very festival ;
And those two bells of ours, which there you see—
Hanging in the open air—but, O good Sir,
This is sad talk—they’ll never sound for him—
Living or dead.—When last we heard of him,
He was in slavery among the Moors
Upon the Barbary Coast.—'Twas not a little
That would bring down his spirit; and no doubt,
Before it ended in his death, the Youth
Was sadly cross’d—Poor Leonard ! when we parted,
He took me by the hand, and said to me,
If ever the day came when he was rich,
He would return, and on his Father’s Land
He would grow old among us.
LEONARD.

If that day
Should come, ’twould needs be a glad day for him
He would himself, no doubt, be happy then
As any that should meet him—

* The Great Gavel, so called, I imagine, from its resemblance
to the Gable end of a house, is one of the highest of the Cumberland
mountains. It stands at the head of the several vales of Ennerdale,
Wastdale, and Borrowdale.

The Leeza is a river which flows into the Lake of Ennerdale : on
issuing from the Lake, it changes its name, and is called the End,
Eyne, or Enna. It falls into the sea a little below Egremont,
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PRIEST.
Happy! Sir—
LEONARD.
You said his kindred all were in their graves,
And that he had one Brother—
PRIEST.
That is but
A fellow tale of sorrow. From his youth
James, though not sickly, yet was delicate ;
And Leonard being always by his side
Had done so many offices about him,
That, though he was not of a timid nature,
Yet still the spirit of a Mountain Boy
In him was somewhat check’d ; and, when his Brother
Was gone to sea, and he was left alone,
The little colour that he had was soon
Stolen from his cheek; he droop'd, and pined, and

pined—
LEONARD.
But these are all the graves of full-grown men !
PRIEST.

Ay, Sir, that pass’d away; we took him to us;
He was the Child of all the dale—he lived
Three months with one, and six months with another;
And wanted neither food, nor clothes, nor love :
And many, many happy days were his.
But, whether blithe or sad, 'tis my belief
His absent Brother still was at his heart.
And, when he dwelt beneath our roof, we found
(A practice till this time unknown to him)
That often, rising from his bed at night,
He in his sleep would walk about, and sleeping
He sought his Brother Leonard.—You are moved !
Forgive me, Sir: before I spoke to you,
I judged you most unkindly.

E
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LEONARD.

But this Youth,
. How did he die at last ?

PRIEST.
One sweet May morning,
(It will be twelve years since when Spring returns)
He had gone forth among the new-dropp’d lambs,
With two or three Companions, whom their course
Of occupation led from height to height
Under a cloudless sun, till he, at length,
Through weariness, or, haply, to indulge
The humour of the moment, lagged behind.
You see yon precipice ;—it wears the shape
Of a vast building made of many crags ;
And in the midst is one particular rock
That rises like a column from the vale,
Whence by our shepherds it is call'd TuE Prrrar.
Upon its a€ry summit crown’d with heath,
The Loiterer, not unnoticed by his Comrades,
Lay stretch’d at ease; but, passing by the place
On their return, they found that he was gone.
No ill was fear’d ; but one of them by chance
Entering, when evening was far spent, the house
Which at that time was James’s home, there learn’d
That nobody had seen him all that day :
The morning came, and still he was unheard of:
The neighbours were alarm’d, and to the Brook
Some hasten’d, some towards the Lake : ere noon
They found him at the foot of that same Rock—
Dead, and with mangled limbs. The third day after
I buried him, poor Youth, and there he lies!
LEONARD.
And that then is his grave !—Before his death
You say that he saw many happy years ?
PRIEST.

Ay, that he did—
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LEONARD.
And all went well with him ?—
PRIEST.
If he had one, the youth had twenty homes.
LEONARD.
And you believe, then, that his mind was easy ?—
PRIEST.
Yes, long before he died, he found that time
Is a true friend to sorrow; and unless
His thoughts were turned on Leonard’s luckless fortune,
Hetalk’d about him with a cheerful love.
LEONARD.
He could not come to an unhallow’d end !
G P EEESTY
Nay, God forbid }~—You recollect I mention’d
A habit which disquietude and grief
Had brought upon him ; and we all conjectured
That, as the day was warm, he had laid down
Upon the grass,—and waiting for his comrades,
He there had fallen asleep ; that in his sleep
He to the margin of the precipice
Had walk’d, and from the summit had fallen headlong.
And so, no doubt, he perish’d : at the time,
We guess, that in his hands he must have held
His Shepherd’s staff'; for midway in the cliff
It had been caught ; and there for many years
It hung—and moulder’d there.

The Priest here ended —
The Stranger would have thank’d him, but he felt
A gushing from his heart, that took away
The power of speech. Both left the spot in silence
And Leonard, when they reach’d the church-yard gate,
As the Priest lifted up the latch, turn’d round,—
And, looking at the grave, he said, “ My Brother !”

i he)
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The Vicar did not hear the words : and now,
Pointing towards the Cottage, he entreated

That Leonard would partake his homely fare :
The other thank’d him with a fervent voice ;

But added, that, the evening being calm,

He would pursue his journey. So they parted.
It was not long ere Leonard reach’d a grove
That overhung the road : he there stopp’d short,
And, sitting down beneath the trees, review’d

All that the Priest had said : his early years
Were with him in his heart : his cherish’d hopes,
And thoughts which had been his an hour before,
All press’d on him with such a weight, that now,
This vale, where he had been so happy, seem’d

A place in which he could not bear to live :

So he relinquish’d all his purposes.

He travell’d on to Egremont : and thence,

That night, he wrote a letter to the Priest,
Reminding him of what had pass'd between them ;
And adding, with a hope to be forgiven,

That it was from the weakness of his heart

He had not dared to tell him who he was.

This done, he went on shipboard, and is now
A Seaman, a gray-headed Mariner.

A POET’S EPITAPH.

Art thou a Statesman, in the van

Of public business trained and bred ?
—First learn to love one living man ;
Then may’st thou think upon the dead.
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A Lawyer art thou ?—draw not nigh ;
Go, carry to some fitter place

The keenness of that practised eye,
The hardness of that sallow face.

Art thou a Man of purple cheer?
A rosy Man, right plump to see ?
Approach ; yet, Doctor, not too near ;
This grave no cushion is for thee.

Or art thou One of gallant pride,
A Soldier; and no man of chaff?
Welcome !—but lay thy sword aside,
And lean upon a Peasant’s staff.

Physician art thou? One, all eyes,
Philosopher! a fingering slave,
One that would peep and botanize
Upon his mother’s grave ?

Wrapt closely in thy sensual fleece,
O turn aside,—and take, I pray,
That he below may rest in peace,
That abject thing, thy soul, away!

—A Moralist perchance appears ;

Led, Heaven knows how! to this poor sod :
And He has neither eyes nor ears ;
Himself his world, and his own God ;

One to whose smooth-rubbed soul can cling
Nor form, nor feeling, great nor small;

A reasoning, self-sufficing thing,

An intellectual Allin All !
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Shut close the door; press down the latch :
Sleep in thy intellectual crust ;

Nor lose ten tickings of thy watch

Near this unprofitable dust.

But who is He, with modest looks,
And clad in homely russet brown ?
He murmurs near the running brooks

A music sweeter than their own.

He is retired as noontide dew,

Or fountain in a noon-day grove ;
And you must love him, ere to you
He will seem worthy of your love,

The outward shows of sky and earth,
Of hill and valley, he has viewed ;
And impulses of deeper birth

Have come to him in solitude.

In common things that round us lie
Some random truths he can impart,
—The harvest of a quiet eye

That broods and sleeps on his own heart.

But he is weak, both Man and Boy,
Hath been an idler in the land ;
Contented if he might enjoy

The things which others understand,

—Come hither in thy hour of strength ;
Come, weak as is a breaking wave !
Here stretch thy body at full length ;
Or build thy house upon this grave,
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THE FARMER OF TILSBURY VALE.

'T1s not for the unfeeling, the falsely refined,
The squeamish in taste, and the narrow of mind,
And the small critic wielding his delicate pen,
That I sing of old Adam, the pride of old men.

He dwells in the centre of London’s wide Town ;
His staff is a sceptre—his gray hairs a crown ;
Erect as a sunflower he stands, and the streak
Of the unfaded rose still enlivens his cheek.

Mid the dews, in the sunshine of morn,—mid the joy

Of the fields, he collected that bloom, when a Boy ;

There fashioned that countenance, which, in spite of a
stain

That his life hath received, to the last will remain.

A farmer he was; and his house far and near

Was the beast of the Country for excellent cheer :
How oft have I heard in Sweet Tilsbury Vale

Of the silver-rimmed horn whence he dealt his mild ale !

Yet Adam was far as the farthest from ruin,

His fields seemed to know what their Master was doing ;
And turnips, and corn-land, and meadow, and lea,

All caught the infection—as generous as he.

Yet Adam prized little the feast and the bowl,—

The fields better suited the ease of his Soul :

He strayed through the fields like an indolent Wight,
The quiet of nature was Adam’s delight.

For Adam was simple in thought, and the Poor,
Familiar with him, made an inn of his door :
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He gave them the best that he had ; or, to say
What less may mislead you, they took it away.

Thus thirty smooth years did he thrive on his farm ;
The Genius of plenty preserved him from harm :

At length, what to most is a season of sorrow,

His means are run out,—he must beg, or must borrow.

To the neighbours he went,—all were free with their
money ;

For his hive had so long been replenished with honey,

That they dreamt not of dearth ;—He continued his
rounds,

Knocked here—and knocked there, pounds still adding
to pounds.

He paid what he could with this ill-gotten pelf,

And something, it might be, reserved for himself:
Then, (what is too true,) without hinting a word,
Turned his back on the Country ; and off like a Bird.

You lift up your eyes !—but I guess that you frame
A judgment too harsh of the sin and the shame ;
In him it was scarcely a business of art,

For this he did all in the ease of his heart.

To London--a sad emigration I ween—

With his grey hairs he went from the brook and the
green ;

And there, with small wealth but his legs and his hands,

As lonely he stood as a Crow on the sands.

All trades, as need was, did old Adam assume,—
Served as Stable-boy, Errand-boy, Porter, and Groom:
But nature is gracious, necessity kind,

And, in spite of the shame that may lurk in his mind,
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He seems ten birthdays younger, is green and is stout ;
Twice as fast as before does his blood run about ;

You would say that each hair of his beard was alive,
And his fingers are busy as bees in a hive.

For he’s not like an Old Man that leisurely goes
About work that he knows, in a track that he knows ;
But often his mind is compelled to demur,

And you guess that the more then his body must stir.

In the throng of the Town like a Stranger is he,
Like one whose own Country’s far over the Sea ;
And Nature, while through the great City he hies,
Full ten times a day takes his heart by surprise.

This gives him the fancy of one that is young,

More of soul in his face than of words on his tongue ;
Like a Maiden of twenty he trembles and sighs,

And tears of fifteen will come into his eyes.

What’s a tempest to him, or the dry parching heats ?

Yet he watches the clouds that pass over the streets ;

With a look of such earnestness often will stand,

You might think he’d twelve Reapers at work in the
Strand.

Where proud Covent-garden, in desolate hours

Of snow and hoar-frost, spreads her fruit and her flowers,
Old Adam will smile at the pains that have made

Poor Winter look fine in such strange masquerade.

Mid coaches and chariots, a Waggon of straw,

Like a Magnet, the heart of old Adam can draw ;
With a thousand soft pictures his memory will team,
And his hearing is touched with the sounds of a dream.

E 3
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Up the Haymarket hill he oft whistles his way,
Thrusts his hands in the Waggon, and smells at the hay;
He thinks of the fields he so oftén hath mown,

And is happy as if the rich freight were his own.

But chiefly to Smithfield he loves to repair,—

If you pass by at morning, youw’ll meet with him there :
The breath of the Cows you may see him inhale,

And his heart all the while is in Tilsbury Vale.

Now farewell, Old Adam ; when low thou art laid,
May one blade of grass spring up over thy head ;
And I hope that thy grave, wheresoever it be,

Will hear the wind sigh through the leaves of a tree.

B e e e

THE OLD CUMBERLAND BEGGAR.

The class of Beggars, to which the Old Man here described belongs,
will probably soon be extinct. It consisted of poor, and, mostly,
old and infirm persons, who confined themselves to a stated round
in their neighbourhood, and had certain fixed days, on which, at
different houses, they regularlyreceived alms, sometimes in money,
but mostly in provisions.

I saw an aged Beggar in my walk ;

And he was seated, by the highway side,

On a low structure of rude masonry

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that they

Who lead their horses down the steep rough road

May thence remount at ease. The aged man

Had placed his staff’ across the broad smooth stone

That overlays the pile ; and, from a bag

All white with flour, the dole of village dames,

He drew his scraps and fragments, one by one;

And scanned them with a fixed and serious look

Of idle computation. In the sun,
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Upon the second step of that small pile,
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills,

He sat, and ate his food in solitude :

And ever, scattered from his palsied hand,

That, still attempting to prevent the waste,

Was baffled still, the crumbs in little showers

Fell on the ground ; and the small mountain birds,
Not venturing yet to peck their destined meal,
Approached within the length of half his staff.

Him from my childhood have I known ; and then
He was so old, he seems not older now ;
He travels on, a solitary Man, |
So helpless in appearance, that for him
The sauntering Horseman-traveller does not throw
With careless hand his alms upon the ground,
But stops,—that he may safely lodge the coin
Within the old Man’s hat ; nor quits him so,
But still, when he has given his horse the rein,
Watches the aged Beggar with a look
Sidelong—and half-reverted. She who tends
The Toll-gate, when in summer at her door
She turns her wheel, if on the road she sees
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work,
And lifts the latch for him that he may pass.
The Post-boy, when his rattling wheels o’ertake
The aged Beggar in the woody lane,
Shouts to him from behind ; and, if thus warned
The old Man does not change his course, the Boy
Turns with less noisy wheels to the road-side
And passes gently by—without a curse
Upon his lips, or anger at his heart.
He travels on, a solitary Man ;
His age has no companion. On the ground
His eyes are turned, and, as he moves along,
They move along the ground ; and, evermore,
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Instead of common and habitual sight

Of fields with rural works, of hill and dale,

And the blue sky, one little span of earth

Is all his prospect. Thus, from day to day,
Bow-bent, his eyes for ever on the ground,

He plies his weary journey; seeing still,

And seldom knowing that he sees, some straw,
Some scattered leaf, or marks which, in one track,
The nails of cart or chariot-wheel have left
Impressed on the white road,—in the same line
At distance still the same. Poor Traveller !

His staff trails with him ; scarcely do his feet
Disturb the summer dust ; he is so still

In look and motion, that the cottage curs,

Ere he have passed the door, will turn away,
Weary of barking at him. Boys and Girls,

The vacant and the busy, Maids and Youths,
And Urchins newly breeched—all pass him by :
Him even the slow-paced Waggon leaves behind.

But deem not this Man useless.—Statesmen ! ye
Who are so restless in your wisdom, ye
Who have a broom still ready in your hands
To rid the world of nuisances ; ye proud,
Heart-swoln, while in your pride ye contemplate
Your talents, power, and wisdom, deem him not
A burthen of the earth! ’Tis Nature’s law
That none, the meanest of created things,
Of forms created the most vile and brute,
The dullest or most noxious, should exist
Divorced from good—a spirit and pulse of good,
A life and soul, to every mode of being
Inseparably linked. ~While thus he creeps
From door to door, the Villagers in him
Behold a record which together binds
Past deeds and offices of charity,
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Else unremembered, and so keeps alive

The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years,
And that half-wisdom half-experience gives,
Make slow to feel, and by sure steps resign
To selfishness and cold oblivious cares.
Among the farms and solitary huts,

Hamlets and thinly-scattered villages,
Where’er the aged Beggar takes his rounds,
The mild necessity of use compels

To acts of love ; and habit does the work

Of reason ; yet prepares that after-joy

Which reason cherishes. And thus the soul,
By that sweet taste of pleasure unpursued,
Doth find itself insensibly disposed

To virtue and true goodness. Some there are,
By their good works exalted, lofty minds

And meditative, authors of delight

And happiness, which to the end of time

Will live, and spread, and kindle : even such minds

In childhood, from this solitary Being,

Or from like Wanderer, haply have received
(A thing more precious far than all that books
Or the solicitudes of love can do!)

That first mild touch of sympathy and thought,
In which they found their kindred with a world
Where want and sorrow were. The easy Man
Who sits at his own door,—and, like the pear
That overhangs his head from the green wall,
Feeds in the sunshine; the robust and young,
The prosperous and unthinking, they who live
Sheltered, and flourish in a little grove

Of their own kindred ;—all behold in him

A silent monitor, which on their minds

Must needs impress a transitory thought

Of self-congratulation, to the heart

Of each recalling his peculiar boons,
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His charters and exemptions ; and, perchance,
Though he to no one give the fortitude

And circumspection needful to preserve

His present blessings, and to husband up

The respite of the season, he, at least,

And ’tis no vulgar service, makes them felt.

Yet further. Many, I believe, there are
Who live a life of virtuous decency,
Men who can hear the Decalogue and feel
No self-reproach ; who of the moral law
Established in the land where they abide
Are strict observers ! and not negligent,
In acts of love to those with whom they dwell,
Their kindred, and the children of their blood.
Praise be to such, and to their slumbers peace!
—But of the poor man ask, the abject poor ;
Go, and demand of him, if there be here
In this cold abstinence from evil deeds,
And these inevitable charities,
Wherewith to satisfy the human soul ?
No—Man is dear to Man ; the poorest poor
Long for some moments in a weary life
When they can know and feel that they have been,
Themselves, the fathers and the dealers-out
Of some small blessings ; have been kind to such
As needed kindness, for this single cause,
That we have all of us one heart.
—Such pleasure is to one kind Being known,
My neighbour, when with punctual care, each week
Duly as Friday comes, though pressed herself
By her own wants, she from her store of meal
Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door
Returning with exhilarated heart,
Sits by her fire, and builds her hope in heaven. =
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Then let him pass, a blessing on his head !
And while in that vast solitude to which
The tide of things has borne him, he appears
To breathe and live but for himself alone,
Unblamed, uninjured, let him bear about
The good which the benignant law of Heaven
Has hung around him : and, while life is his,
Still let him prompt the unlettered Villagers
To tender offices and pensive thoughts.
—Then let him pass, a blessing on his head !
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe
The freshness of the valleys : let his blood
Struggle with frosty air and winter snows ;
And let the chartered wind that sweeps the heath
Beat his gray locks against his withered face.
Reverence the hope whose vital anxiousness
Gives the last human interest to his heart.
May never Housg, misnamed of INDUSTRY,
Make him a captive! for that pent-up din,
Those life-consuming sounds that clog the air,
Be his the natural silence of old age !
Let him be free of mountain solitudes ;
And have around him, whether heard or not,
The pleasant melody of woodland birds.
Few are his pleasures : if his eyes have now
Been doomed so long to settle on the earth
That not without some effort they behold
The countenance of the horizontal sun,
Rising or setting, let the light at least
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs.
And let him, where and when he will, sit down
Beneath the trees, or by the grassy bank
Of bighway side, and with the little birds
Share his chance-gathered meal ; and, finally,
As in the eye of Nature he has lived,
So in the eye of Nature let him die !

8
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CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY WARRIOR.

Wiao is the happy Warrior? Who is he

That every Man in arms should wish to be ?

It is the generous Spirit, who, when brought
Among the tasks of real life, hath wrought

Upon the plan that pleased his childish thought :
Whose high endeavours are an inward light
That make the path before him always bright :
Who, with a natural instinct to discern

What knowledge can perform, is diligent to learn;
Abides by this resolve, and stops not there,

But makes his moral being his prime care ;
Who, doomed to go in company with Pain,

And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train !
Turns his necessity to glorious gain ;

In face of these doth exercise a power

Which is our human nature’s highest dower ;
Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves
Of their bad influence, and their good receives ;
By objects, which might force the soul to abate
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate ;

Is placable—because occasions rise

So often that demand such sacrifice ;

More skilful in self-knowledge, even more pure,
As tempted more ; more able to endure,

As more exposed to suffering and distress ;
Thence, also, more alive to tenderness.

—'Tis he whose law is reason ; who depends
Upon that law as on the best of friends ;
Whence, in a state where men are tempted still
To evil for a guard against worse ill,

And what in quality or act is best

Doth seldom on a right foundation rest,
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He fixes good on good alone, and owes

To virtue every triumph that he knows:

—Who, if he rise to station of command,

Rises by open means; and there will stand

On honourable terms, or else retire,

And in himself possess his own desire ;

Who comprehends his trust, and to the same
Keeps faithful with a singleness of aim ;

And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait

For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state ;
Whom they must follow ; on whose head must fall,
Like showers of manna, if they come at all :
Whose powers shed round him in the common strife,
Or mild concerns of ordinary life,

A constant influence, a peculiar grace ;

But who, if he be called upon to face

Some awful moment to which Heaven has joined
Great issues, good or bad for human kind,

Is happy as a Lover ; and attired

With sudden brightness, like a Man inspired ;
And, through the heat of conflict, keeps the law
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw ;

Or if an unexpected call succeed,

Come when it will, is equal to the need :

—He who though thus endued as with a sense
And faculty for storm and turbulence,

Is yet a soul whose master-bias leans

To homefelt pleasures and to gentle scenes ;
Sweet Images ! which, wheresoe’er he be,

Are at his heart; and such fidelity

It is his darling passion to approve ;

More brave for this, that he hath much to love :—
"Tis, finally, the Man, who, lifted high
Conspicuous object in a Nation’s eye,

Or left unthought-of in obscurity,—
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Who, with a toward or untoward lot,
Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or not,
Plays, in the many games of life, that one
Where what he most doth value must be won :
Whom neither shape of danger can dismay,
Nor thought of tender happiness betray ;

Who, not content that former worth stand fast,
Looks forward, persevering to the last,

From well to better, daily self-surpast :

Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth,

Or He must go to dust without his fame,

And leave a dead unprofitable name,

Finds comfort in himself and in his cause ;
And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws
His breath in confidence of Heaven’s applause :
This is the happy Warrior; this is He

Whom every Man in arms should wish to be.

HOPES WHAT ARE THEY?

SUPPOSED TO BE FOUND IN A HERMIT’S CELL,

Horrs what are they 7—Beads of morning
Strung on slender blades of grass ;

Or a spider’s web adorning

In a strait and treacherous pass.

‘What are fears but voices airy ?
Whispering harm where harm is not ;
And deluding the unwary

Till the fatal bolt is shot !
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What is glory 7—in the socket
See how dying tapers fare !

What is pride ?—a whizzing rocket
That would emulate a star.

What is friendship ?—do not trust her,
Nor the vows which she has made;
Diamonds dart their brightest lustre
From a palsy-shaken head.

What is truth 7—a staff rejected ;
Duty ?—an unwelcome clog ;

Joy 7—a moon by fits reflected
In a swamp or watery bog ;

Bright, as if through ether steering,
To the Traveller’s eye it shone :
He hath hailed it re-appearing—
And as quickly it is gone ;

Gone, as if for ever hidden ;
Or mis-shapen to the sight,
And by sullen weeds forbidden
To resume its native light.

What is youth ?—a dancing billow,
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