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LYRIC POEMS

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN’S HOMER


Much have I travell’d in the realms of gold,

    And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;

    Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told

    That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne;

    Yet did I never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

    When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

    He star’d at the Pacific — and all his men

Look’d at each other with a wild surmise —

    Silent, upon a peak in Darien.



ADDRESSED TO HAYDON


Great spirits now on earth are sojourning;

    He of the cloud, the cataract, the lake,

Who on Helvellyn’s summit, wide awake,

Catches his freshness from Archangel’s wing:

He of the rose, the violet, the spring,

    The social smile, the chain for Freedom’s sake:

    And lo! — whose stedfastness would never take

A meaner sound than Raphael’s whispering.

And other spirits there are standing apart

    Upon the forehead of the age to come;

These, these will give the world another heart,

    And other pulses. Hear ye not the hum

Of mighty workings? —

    Listen awhile ye nations, and be dumb.



ON THE GRASSHOPPER AND CRICKET


The poetry of earth is never dead:

    When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,

    And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;

That is the Grasshopper’s — he takes the lead

    In summer luxury, — he has never done

    With his delights; for when tired out with fun

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.

The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

    On a lone winter evening, when the frost

               Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills

The Cricket’s song in warmth increasing ever,

    And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

               The Grasshopper’s among some grassy hills.



AFTER DARK VAPOURS


After dark vapours have oppress’d our plains

    For a long dreary season, comes a day

    Born of the gentle South, and clears away

From the sick heavens all unseemly stains.

The anxious month, relieving from its pains,

    Takes as a long-lost right the feel of May,

    The eyelids with the passing coolness play,

Like rose leaves with the drip of summer rains.

The calmest thoughts come round us — as of leaves

    Budding, — fruit ripening in stillness, — autumn suns

Smiling at eve upon the quiet sheaves, —

Sweet Sappho’s cheek, — a sleeping infant’s breath, —

    The gradual sand that through an hour-glass runs, —

A woodland rivulet, — a Poet’s death.



CHAUCER’S ‘THE FLOURE and THE LEEFE’


This pleasant tale is like a little copse:

    The honied lines do freshly interlace

    To keep the reader in so sweet a place,

So that he here and there full-hearted stops;

And oftentimes he feels the dewy drops

    Come cool and suddenly against his face,

    And by the wandering melody may trace

Which way the tender-legged linnet hops.

Oh! what a power hath white simplicity!

    What mighty power has this gentle story!

    I that for ever feel athirst for glory

Could at this moment be content to lie

    Meekly upon the grass, as those whose sobbings

    Were heard of none beside the mournful robins.



ON FIRST SEEING THE ELGIN MARBLES


My spirit is too weak — mortality

    Weighs heavily on me like unwilling sleep,

    And each imagin’d pinnacle and steep

Of godlike hardship tells me I must die

Like a sick Eagle looking at the sky.

    Yet ’tis a gentle luxury to weep

    That I have not the cloudy winds to keep

Fresh for the opening of the morning’s eye.

Such dim-conceived glories of the brain

    Bring round the heart an undescribable feud

So do these wonders a most dizzy pain,

    That mingles Grecian grandeur with the rude

Wasting of old Time — with a billowy main —

    A sun — a shadow of a magnitude.



WHEN I HAVE FEARS


When I have fears that I may cease to be

    Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain,

Before high-piled books, in charact’ry,

    Hold like rich garners the full-ripen’d grain;

When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face,

    Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,

And think that I may never live to trace

    Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;

And when I feel, fair creature of an hour!

    That I shall never look upon thee more,

Never have relish in the faery power

    Of unreflecting love! — then on the shore

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think

Till love and fame to nothingness do sink.



ON THE SEA


It keeps eternal whisperings around

    Desolate shores, and with its mighty swell

    Gluts twice ten thousand caverns, till the spell

Of Hecate leaves them their old shadowy sound.

Often ’tis in such gentle temper found,

    That scarcely will the very smallest shell

    Be moved for days from where it sometime fell,

When last the winds of heaven were unbound.

Oh ye! who have your eye-balls vexed and tired,

    Feast them upon the wideness of the Sea;

               Oh ye! whose ears are dinn’d with uproar rude,

    Or fed too much with cloying melody, —

               Sit ye near some old cavern’s mouth, and brood

Until ye start, as if the sea-nymphs quired!



TO HOMER


Standing aloof in giant ignorance,

    Of thee I hear and of the Cyclades,

As one who sits ashore and longs perchance

    To visit dolphin-coral in deep seas.

So thou wast blind! — but then the veil was rent,

    For Jove uncurtain’d Heaven to let thee live,

And Neptune made for thee a spumy tent,

    And Pan made sing for thee his forest-hive;

Aye, on the shores of darkness there is light,

    And precipices show untrodden green;

There is a budding morrow in midnight;

    There is a triple sight in blindness keen;

Such seeing hadst thou, as it once befel

To Dian, Queen of Earth, and Heaven, and Hell.



HAPPY IS ENGLAND


Happy is England! I could be content

    To see no other verdure than its own;

    To feel no other breezes than are blown

Through its tall woods with high romances blent;

Yet do I sometimes feel a languishment

    For skies Italian, and an inward groan

    To sit upon an Alp as on a throne,

And half forget what world or worldling meant.

Happy is England, sweet her artless daughters:

    Enough their simple loveliness for me,

               Enough their whitest arms in silence clinging:

    Yet do I often warmly burn to see

               Beauties of deeper glance, and hear their singing,

And float with them about the summer waters.



TO ONE WHO HAS BEEN LONG IN CITY PENT


To one who has been long in city pent,

    ’Tis very sweet to look into the fair

    And open face of heaven, — to breathe a prayer

Full in the smile of the blue firmament.

Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content,

    Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair

    Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair

And gentle tale of love and languishment?

Returning home at evening, with an ear

    Catching the notes of Philomel, — an eye

Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career,

    He mourns that day so soon has glided by,

E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear

    That falls through the clear ether silently.



TO KOSCIUSKO


Good Kosciusko! thy great name alone

    Is a full harvest whence to reap high feeling;

    It comes upon us like the glorious pealing

Of the wide spheres — an everlasting tone.

And now it tells me, that in worlds unknown,

    The names of heroes burst from clouds concealing,

    And change to harmonies, for ever stealing

Through cloudless blue, and round each silver throne.

It tells me too, that on a happy day,

    When some good spirit walks upon the earth,

Thy name with Alfred’s, and the great of yore,

    Gently commingling, gives tremendous birth

To a loud hymn, that sounds far, far away

To where the great God lives for evermore.



ON SITTING DOWN TO READ ‘KING LEAR’ ONCE AGAIN


O golden-tongued Romance with serene lute!

    Fair plumed Syren! Queen of far away!

    Leave melodizing on this wintry day,

Shut up thine olden pages, and be mute.

Adieu! for once again the fierce dispute,

    Betwixt damnation and impassion’d clay

    Must I burn through; once more humbly assay

The bitter-sweet of this Shakespearian fruit.

Chief Poet! and ye clouds of Albion,

    Begetters of our deep eternal theme,

When through the old oak forest I am gone,

    Let me not wander in a barren dream,

But when I am consumèd in the fire

Give me new Phœnix wings to fly at my desire.



THE HUMAN SEASONS


Four Seasons fill the measure of the year;

    There are four seasons in the mind of man:

He has his lusty Spring, when fancy clear

    Takes in all beauty with an easy span:

He has his Summer, when luxuriously

    Springs honey’d cud of youthful thought he loves

To ruminate, and by such dreaming high

    Is nearest unto Heaven: quiet coves

His soul has in its Autumn, when his wings

    He furleth close; contented so to look

On mists in idleness — to let fair things

    Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook.

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature,

Or else he would forego his mortal nature.



SONNET WRITTEN IN THE COTTAGE WHERE BURNS WAS BORN


This mortal body of a thousand days

Now fills, O Burns, a space in thine own room,

Where thou didst dream alone on budded bays,

Happy and thoughtless of thy day of doom!

My pulse is warm with thine own Barley-bree,

My head is light with pledging a great soul,

My eyes are wandering, and I cannot see,

Fancy is dead, and drunken at its goal;

Yet can I stamp my foot upon thy floor,

Yet can I ope thy window-sash to find

The meadow thou hast trampèd o’er and o’er, —

Yet can I think of thee till thought is blind, —

Yet can I gulp a bumper to thy name, —

O smile among the shades, for this is fame!



WHY DID I LAUGH TO-NIGHT?


Why did I laugh to-night? No voice will tell:

    No God, no Demon of severe response,

Deigns to reply from Heaven or from Hell.

    Then to my human heart I turn at once.

Heart! Thou and I are here, sad and alone;

    Say, wherefore did I laugh? O mortal pain!

O Darkness! Darkness! ever must I moan,

    To question Heaven and Hell and Heart in vain.

Why did I laugh? I know this Beings lease,

    My fancy to its utmost blisses spreads;

Yet would I on this very midnight cease,

    And the world’s gaudy ensigns see in shreds;

Verse, Fame, and Beauty are intense indeed,

But Death intenser — Death is Life’s high meed.



WHERE’S THE POET?


Where’s the Poet? show him, show him,

Muses nine, that I may know him!

’Tis the man who with a man

Is an equal, be he King,

Or poorest of the beggar-clan,

Or any other wondrous thing

A man may be ’twixt ape and Plato;

’Tis the man who with a bird,

Wren or Eagle, finds his way to

All its instincts; he hath heard

The Lion’s roaring, and can tell

What his horny throat expresseth,

And to him the Tiger’s yell

Comes articulate and presseth

On his ear like mother-tongue.



ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE


My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

    My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains

    One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

’Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,

    But being too happy in thine happiness, —

               That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees,

                         In some melodious plot

    Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,

               Singest of summer in full-throated ease.




O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been

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

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

    Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!

O for a beaker full of the warm South,

    Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

               With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

                         And purple-stained mouth;

    That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

               And with thee fade away into the forest dim:




Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

    What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret

    Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

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

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

               Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

                         And leaden-eyed despairs,

    Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

               Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.




Away! away! for I will fly to thee,

    Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

    Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:

Already with thee! tender is the night,

    And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

               Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays;

                         But here there is no light,

    Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

               Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy

                         ways.




I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

    Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet

    Wherewith the seasonable month endows

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;

    White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;

               Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves;

                         And mid-May’s eldest child,

    The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

               The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.




Darkling I listen; and, for many a time

    I have been half in love with easeful Death,

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

    To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,

    To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

               While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

                         In such an ectasy!

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

               To thy high requiem become a sod.




Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!

    No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard

    In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path

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

               She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

                         The same that oft-times hath

    Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam

               Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.




Forlorn! the very word is like a bell

    To toll me back from thee to my sole self!

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well

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

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades

    Past the near meadows, over the still stream,

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

                         In the next valley-glades:

    Was it a vision, or a waking dream?

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



ODE ON A GRECIAN URN


Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness,

    Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express

    A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fring’d legend haunts about thy shape

    Of deities or mortals, or of both,

               In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

    What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?

               What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?




Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard

    Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d,

    Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave

    Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare;

               Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal — yet, do not grieve;

    She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

               For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair!




Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed

    Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu;

And, happy melodist, unwearied,

    For ever piping songs for ever new;

More happy love! more happy, happy love!

    For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,

               For ever panting, and for ever young;

All breathing human passion far above,

    That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d,

               A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.




Who are these coming to the sacrifice?

    To what green altar, O mysterious priest,

Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

    And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?

What little town by river or sea shore,

    Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,

               Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore

    Will silent be; and not a soul to tell

               Why thou art desolate, can e’er return.




O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede

    Of marble men and maidens overwrought,

With forest branches and the trodden weed;

    Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

    When old age shall this generation waste,

               Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

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

    Beauty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all

               Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.



ODE TO PSYCHE


O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung

    By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear,

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung

    Even into thine own soft-conched ear:

Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see

    The winged Psyche with awaken’d eyes?

I wander’d in a forest thoughtlessly,

    And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side

    In deepest grass, beneath the whisp’ring roof

    Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran

                         A brooklet, scarce espied:

’Mid hush’d, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed,

    Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian,

    They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass;

               Their arms embraced, and their pinions too;

               Their lips touch’d not, but had not bid adieu,

    As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,

    And ready still past kisses to outnumber

               At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love:

                         The winged boy I knew;

    But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?

                         His Psyche true!

O latest born and loveliest vision far

    Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy!

Fairer than Phœbe’s sapphire-region’d star,

    Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;

Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,

               Nor altar heap’d with flowers;

Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan

               Upon the midnight hours;

No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet

    From chain-swung censer teeming;

No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat

    Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming.

O brightest! though too late for antique vows,

    Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,

When holy were the haunted forest boughs,

    Holy the air, the water, and the fire;

Yet even in these days so far retir’d

    From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,

    Fluttering among the faint Olympians,

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired.

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan

               Upon the midnight hours;

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet

    From swinged censer teeming;

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat

    Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming.

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane

    In some untrodden region of my mind,

Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain,

    Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind:

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trees

    Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep;

And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees,

    The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull’d to sleep;

And in the midst of this wide quietness

A rosy sanctuary will I dress

With the wreath’d trellis of a working brain,

    With buds, and bells, and stars without a name,

With all the gardener Fancy e’er could feign,

    Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same:

And there shall be for thee all soft delight

    That shadowy thought can win,

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night,

    To let the warm Love in!



ODE ON MELANCHOLY


No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist

    Wolf’s-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;

Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss’d

    By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;

Make not your rosary of yew-berries,

    Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be

               Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl

A partner in your sorrow’s mysteries;

    For shade to shade will come too drowsily,

               And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.




But when the melancholy fit shall fall

    Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,

That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,

    And hides the green hill in an April shroud;

Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,

    Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,

               Or on the wealth of globed peonies;

Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,

    Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,

               And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.




She dwells with Beauty — Beauty that must die;

    And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips

Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,

    Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:

Ay, in the very temple of Delight

    Veil’d
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