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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

William Wordsworth was born in the small Lake District town of Cockermouth on April 7, 1770, the second of five children of John Wordsworth, a law agent, and Ann Cookson. While William received little formal education as a child, his father taught him to memorize the works of the great English poets, including Shakespeare, Milton, and Spenser. From a very early age, William was especially close to his younger sister Dorothy, born in 1771; after a more or less continuous separation while Wordsworth attended school and traveled throughout Europe (they were temporarily reunited in the summer of 1787 after an initial nine-year separation), the siblings were permanently reunited in 1794 and spent the rest of their lives cohabitating.

In 1779, a year after his mother died, Wordsworth was sent to a grammar school in the secluded Lake District village of Hawkshead, a place that remained beloved to him and inspired his early poems of rural life. Lodging with a local family, he spent many days exploring the landscape on walks and adventures. It was here that he began studying the Greek and Roman classics and made his first attempts at verse.

In 1787 he was admitted to Cambridge University, but proved to be a mediocre student. His first major poem, An Evening Walk, a survey of Lake District life, was written here in 1788. On a long vacation in the summer of 1790, Wordsworth took a tour, largely on foot, of the European Alps, inspiring the poem Descriptive Sketches, which was written soon after. Both An Evening Walk and Descriptive Sketches were published in 1793.

Traveling to France in 1791, he became a supporter of the French Revolution; he wrote prolifically about his political views, but his radical writings were never published in his lifetime. While in France, he fathered an illegitimate daughter, Anne-Caroline, to Annette Vallon, the daughter of an Orléans surgeon, but he was forced to return to England in the late fall of 1792 after his family cut off his income, leaving Annette and his daughter behind. War broke out between England and France in February 1793, and Wordsworth would not be able to return to France until 1802, when, in an effort to settle things between himself and Annette before his planned marriage in the fall of that year to an old schoolmate, he and Dorothy would spend four weeks with Caroline and Annette (he would see them both together only one more time, in 1820, at the Louvre).

After receiving a couple of small legacies in 1795, Wordsworth moved with Dorothy into Racedown Lodge in Dorsetshire near Crewkerne, where he wrote some of the poems that would appear in Lyrical Ballads, as well as The Ruined Cottage, which would eventually become a part of The Excursion. In August of that year in Bristol, he met Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who had been very impressed with An Evening Walk and Descriptive Sketches when they were first published in 1793 (though Wordsworth didn’t know that at the time). Over the next two years they became good friends, and eventually an extended visit from Coleridge in the early summer of 1797 resulted in the siblings’ move to Alfoxden House, near the elder poet’s home at Nether Stowey in Somersetshire. It was here that Wordsworth wrote some of his greatest poems, including “Lines Left upon a Seat in a Yew-tree,” “We Are Seven,” “The Idiot Boy,” and “Tintern Abbey.” These early poems were collected with Coleridge’s verse, including “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,” in their 1798 collaborative volume, Lyrical Ballads.

In the fall of 1798, right before Lyrical Ballads was to be published, Dorothy and William set off with Coleridge on a long trip to Germany, during which time Wordsworth began work on his magnum opus, The Prelude (The Prelude was meant to be just that, a prelude to another poem, The Recluse, about the solitary life of the poet; The Recluse, however, was never completed, and The Prelude ended up supplanting it). William and Dorothy, unhappy in Germany, returned to England in May of 1799, and by December were settled at Dove Cottage in Grasmere in the Lake District.

Wordsworth’s return to the Lakes, the setting of his idyllic childhood, inspired him to complete what would be the first of several incarnations of his great autobiographical poem, The Prelude, in 1799 (which was not, however, published until 1850, after Wordsworth had died). In 1800, he published an expanded edition of Lyrical Ballads, adding a preface that outlined his theories and opinions about poetry and called for a return to the subject matter of simple, unaffected rustic life, and including several new poems such as “Nutting,” “There Was a Boy,” “Michael,” and the Lucy poems. Following the publication of the second edition of Lyrical Ballads, Wordsworth continued to work on The Recluse. He also continued to revise and rearrange chapters of The Prelude, expanding it from a two-part poem to a thirteen-chapter book in 1805.

Wordsworth’s family and personal life proved tumultuous during the course of the new century’s first decade. On October 4, 1802, he married Mary Hutchinson, a childhood friend and schoolmate. The couple had five children between the years of 1803 and 1810, two of whom died in 1812. Another tragedy had struck in 1805, when Wordsworth’s favorite brother, John, a sailor, was drowned at sea when his ship sank. Also, by as early as 1808 relations with Coleridge had become strained, with a final rupture occurring in 1810 when offhanded remarks Wordsworth made about Coleridge’s character came to the attention of the elder poet. Though they would eventually reconcile, their relationship would never be the same.

Dorothy continued to live with Mary and William in a small cottage in Grasmere, assisting with the raising of the children. The growing size of his family forced Wordsworth to move to a larger house. After a series of unsatisfactory temporary residences, the extended family finally settled at Rydal Mount in Grasmere, where Wordsworth was to live for the rest of his life. In 1813, Wordsworth accepted the government position of tax collector for neighboring regions, which provoked criticism from the next generation of Romantic poets, including Byron and Shelley.

In a outpouring of creative energy between December 1801 and the spring of 1807, Wordsworth produced a substantial part of the first two books of The Excursion and most of the poems that were ultimately published in May of 1807 in Poems in Two Volumes, including the “Ode: Intimations of Immortality,” “Resolution and Independence,” “The Solitary Reaper,” and sonnets such as “Composed upon Westminster Bridge” and “London, 1802.” The reviews Poems in Two Volumes received were on the whole negative, a response which so pained Wordsworth that he gave up further revision on The Prelude and put aside a new poem he’d been working on called The White Doe of Rylstone. He would not publish another poem for seven years.

Wordsworth finally completed The Excursion, conceived originally as the middle part of the uncompleted and unpublished Recluse, and published it in 1814; the book was critically and commercially unsuccessful. Over the next three decades, Wordsworth continued to write and publish major poems, including the series of sonnets The River Duddon (1820); Ecclesiastical Sonnets, published in 1822; and “Yarrow Revisited” (1831), which was published in Yarrow Revisited and Other Poems in 1835. He also continued to revise The Prelude. His last separate volume of poems, Memorials of a Tour in Italy, which he composed during a trip to Italy in 1837, was published in 1842. Meanwhile, the reputation of his early work steadily grew, transforming Rydal Hall into something of a tourist attraction. He received such illustrious visitors as Ralph Waldo Emerson and made the acquaintance of a younger generation of poets, including John Keats and Matthew Arnold. He also received an honorary doctorate from the University of Durham in 1838 and from Oxford in 1839, and was made Poet Laureate in 1843.

Family tragedies, however, persisted, and in 1835 Dorothy succumbed to early senile dementia and remained an invalid until her death in 1855. William Wordsworth died at Rydal Mount on April 13, 1850, and is buried at Grasmere Churchyard. After his death his fame continued to grow, and his poetry continued to influence and inspire new generations of poets. “I firmly believe,” wrote Matthew Arnold in 1879, “that the poetical performance of Wordsworth is, after that of Shakespeare and Milton, undoubtedly the most considerable in our language from the Elizabethan age to the present time.”
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INTRODUCTION
David Bromwich

Wordsworth’s poetry divides us into believers and doubters. The power to create so fierce a response is not a necessary or perhaps a usual quality of great poets. But Wordsworth begins his career by raising the stakes. A poet should address his readers, he says in the Preface to Lyrical Ballads, as “a man speaking to men.” The assertion is as obvious as it is unprecedented. A peculiar and radical sense must be given to the words “man,” “speaking,” and “men” to explain the poet’s belief that by descending to the common he has touched the sublime. Wordsworth soon goes further. The pleasure that he uniquely gives will be “a homage paid to the native and naked dignity of man.” His poems will be found to show that “the human mind is capable of being excited without the application of gross and violent stimulants,” because he draws his words not from a special poetic diction but “the real language of men in a state of vivid sensation.” The case for the realness, the vividness, the elementary strength of poetry has never been put more uncompromisingly, and it may seem captious that so large a quantity of the debate about his achievement has always centered on the question how far Wordsworth’s language typifies the speech of anyone but himself. Readers who can admire freely when he writes “I had no human fears,” often will not extend the same generosity to a line like “Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face.”

The dramatic rightness of Wordsworth’s language can be trusted to vindicate itself—with the reminder that some quite individual expressions may be suitable chiefly to a poet. A larger challenge remains concerning his preoccupation with the importance of having a moral purpose. His admirer John Keats was a skeptic on this point: “we hate poetry that has a palpable design upon us.” The challenge is fair and the criticism has found many echoes. Yet even the most appreciative contemporaries underrated the originality of Wordsworth’s design. The truth is that he does not aim to catch hidden lights and shadows in the life of social man. His poetry tends to show instead that man is not essentially a social creature. That is the meaning of his saying that his subject is “The pleasure which there is in life itself.” It is also the meaning of his praise of the energy and anarchy of childhood—“An appetite; a feeling and a love, / That had no need of a remoter charm / By thought supplied.” Poetry exists for the sake of a recollection of feeling, and feeling is valued for its impression of sheer contact with life. By the compositional process of “emotion recollected in tranquillity,” which Wordsworth speaks of in his Preface, the tranquillity of the poet “gradually disappears,” and something akin to the original feeling returns “and does itself actually exist in the mind.” Does itself actually exist. No poet or philosopher has believed more plainly in the substantial reality of thoughts and feelings. This stubborn insistence may account for the hold Wordsworth continues to have on readers without denomination or expertise. He is loved for a sense of radical sufficiency in the fact that life is—the faith of many people who espouse a religion without a name. Wordsworth writes of a human nature that is not to be judged by the utility of some goods over others, the propriety of some behaviors, or the reasonableness of getting and spending as the market teaches getting and spending. The life his poetry describes cannot be reduced to a series of preferable and less preferable options. We learn its deeper claim in the presence of suffering and joy, in suffering not less than in joy.

The connection of the poet’s mission with the recorded life of a child born in 1770 of the smaller rural gentry, who lost his mother and father when young and grew up among four siblings, the most remarkable of whom, Dorothy, would become his closest friend and “second self”: all this remains a mystery, as it must be in the effort to understand a poet. But in Wordsworth a knot of motives keeps returning—a cause of perplexity and a spur to the self-imagining he makes us share. In the summer of 1790, on vacation from Cambridge, he had set out on a walking tour in Europe accompanied by a friend, and met on his way the French Revolution. Wordsworth shared the deeper democratic and egalitarian impulses of the time. He saw close up, in a year of residence in France that started in late 1791, the accidents and treachery by which revolutionary hope was crushed and “the radiance which was once so bright” turned from possibility to memory. Gradually, and at a cost to his own aspirations, he decided that the renewal he sought for human feeling was not to be found in politics. His poetry came to be addressed to individual readers, and to readers not without some salutary fear of themselves. When he returned to England, he had left in France his lover and their child.

Few of the men and women in Wordsworth’s poems embody directly the moral good the poet aims to inculcate. On the contrary, his typical characters, in the early poems especially, are convicts, vagrants, beggars, the impotent and the incontinent and the mad. They inhabit his work with a prosaic density that has not been equaled by any poetry before or since. No poet has been less eager, by his choice of subject and treatment, to solicit an understanding that he himself belongs among the respectable. Of the scandalized reception of the Lyrical Ballads—published in 1798 by Wordsworth and his friend and collaborator Samuel Taylor Coleridge—the leveling aesthetic of the poetry and its touches of primitivism were doubtless the leading cause. But the attacks exposed Wordsworth, at a vulnerable moment, to what would become the usual fate of the avant-garde artist, and the reverberations can be traced far into his career. The Excursion—the long poem written during the Napoleonic wars and published in 1814, by which a larger public finally came to recognize him—offered the dutiful gestures of community and piety that had been missed in his earlier work. Meanwhile, his great autobiographical poem, The Prelude, with its new subject, “the growth of a poet’s mind,” was suppressed by Wordsworth during his lifetime, parts of it anxiously revised or canceled. His life reveals a similar pattern of growing prudence and economy of enterprise. He married and had children, moved from the tiny cottage in Grasmere, called Town-End, where his experiments in “vivid sensation” were written, to the stately Rydal Mount, which would become a place of pilgrimage for squadrons of readers in search of counsel or a glimpse of the distinguished man. By the age of sixty, he had become the first of the Victorian sages. But his greatest poetry had borne witness to a faith less reconciled.

He remains, at his most exuberant, the prophet of a purposeless attention to nature for its own sake, a listening that can hardly be distinguished from reflection. This is the posture of the child in “There Was a Boy” who blows his mimic hooting at the owls across a lake:


Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise
Has carried far into his heart the voice
Of mountain-torrents; or the visible scene
Would enter unawares into his mind
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks,
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven received
Into the bosom of the steady lake.



The pause of the child foreshadows the pause of an adult. When the routine or custom of ordinary life somehow relaxes its grip, an intimation of thought may “enter unawares.” It can happen in reading a book or meeting a person, or in a flicker of self-knowledge where a life is glimpsed under a new aspect.

Wordsworth still draws a good many readers by a process of accidental discovery. You find the book in your hands and start to read; some process of enchantment works, and you read on. A list of poems may be helpful to sort out and begin to organize the odd and miscellaneous impression these poems are bound to make. Almost the first to be written were the ballads (in this volume, roughly the poems of 1798 and 1799), and the first part of Wordsworth’s life is chronicled in The Prelude, but neither is the right place to start. Rather, begin with the lyrics that touch on ecstatic and meditative moments of experience: “A Night-Piece,” “Lines Written in Early Spring,” “There Was a Boy,” “Nutting,” “Yew-trees.” Close behind should come the sonnets on liberty that deal with human memory and commemoration, especially “To Toussaint L’Ouverture” and “It Is a Beauteous Evening, Calm and Free.” Then the poems of fortuitous and quite arbitrary human encounters, which form so arresting a ground note of Wordsworth’s genius—“Resolution and Independence” and “The Solitary Reaper”—along with two poems about children, “Anecdote for Fathers” and “We Are Seven.” To Wordsworth, a child is as strange a being as a singer in a foreign tongue or a laborer bent double by age and toil.

Turn next to the poet’s inquest into the natural history of his own mind, in “Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey,” “Ode: Intimations of Immortality,” the “Ode to Duty,” and the “Elegiac Stanzas” on Peele Castle, with its poignant retraction of hope after the death at sea of the poet’s brother John:


A power is gone, which nothing can restore;
A deep distress hath humanised my Soul.



That deep distress may humanize is a paradox of psychology which Wordsworth did as much as anyone to discover. His exactingness on this modern theme can be felt in The Prelude, whose final books deal explicitly with imagination “impaired and restored.” When, in the autobiographical poem itself, one has felt from within how his balance is restored in the later 1790s, one may appreciate the peculiar sense of human loneliness and solidarity from which he undertook to write the Lyrical Ballads. Perhaps the most fully achieved of these, in the startling turns they give to stories that could easily lend themselves to tragedy or melodrama, are “The Thorn,” “The Idiot Boy,” “The Old Cumberland Beggar,” and “Michael.” There is nothing else like them in literature.

Many readers have said of Wordsworth that he changed their lives. For a modern poet, this is an exceptional compliment, but also an ambiguous one. Is changing a life what we should expect or want from a writer? John Stuart Mill, the political theorist of liberty, credited the poetry of Wordsworth with having restored his sense of purpose and continuity at a time of profound self-doubt. The poetry, said Mill, seemed to impart “the very culture of the feelings, which I was in quest of,” and all the more effectively as Wordsworth was “the poet of unpoetical natures.” In framing his description, Mill did Wordsworth an unconscious disservice and paid him a delicate homage. The disservice lay in the choice of words—as if feelings were merely another walk of “culture” with their own forms of mastery and therapy; as if, once the poetic devices have been cleared away, what is left is the “unpoetic” subject matter to operate at last without obstruction. Wordsworth’s program had actually declared an opposite faith: that there is no such thing as a subject by its nature poetic, and no specialized domain of taste and sensibility. And yet Mill’s genuine homage may be felt in the praise he meant but could not speak. He had begun reading Wordsworth when assailed by loss of belief in systematic projects of reform; and at that moment he found Wordsworth’s poetry did for him what the hope of universal progress could not do: it gave back or, simply, gave what had never been there, a sentiment of the good in life itself. This was indeed the attachment Wordsworth sought to convey—attachment to “the very world, which is the world / Of all of us,—the place where, in the end, / We find our happiness, or not at all!” Was he ever tempted to surrender the quest? He certainly feared that he himself might falter. He once regretted the requirement that poetry should give pleasure to the reader, on the ground that fulfilling this expectation might distract the poet from “the image of things.” In his own case, Wordsworth’s fear was misjudged. No poet has come closer to the image of things.

—

DAVID BROMWICH is a professor of English at Yale University and the author of numerous books, including, most recently, Disowned by Memory: Wordsworth’s Poetry of the 1790s.


1787–89

AN EVENING WALK
ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY


General Sketch of the Lakes — Author’s regret of his youth which was passed amongst them — Short description of Noon — Cascade — Noontide Retreat — Precipice and sloping Lights — Face of Nature as the Sun declines — Mountain-farm, and the Cock — Slate-quarry — Sunset — Superstition of the Country connected with that moment — Swans — Female Beggar — Twilight-sounds — Western Lights — Spirits — Night — Moonlight — Hope — Night-sounds — Conclusion.



Far from my dearest Friend, ’tis mine to rove
Through bare grey dell, high wood, and pastoral cove;
Where Derwent rests, and listens to the roar
That stuns the tremulous cliffs of high Lodore;
Where peace to Grasmere’s lonely island leads,
To willowy hedge-rows, and to emerald meads;
Leads to her bridge, rude church, and cottaged grounds,
Her rocky sheepwalks, and her woodland bounds;
Where, undisturbed by winds, Winander sleeps
’Mid clustering isles, and holly-sprinkled steeps;

10

Where twilight glens endear my Esthwaite’s shore,
And memory of departed pleasures, more.

Fair scenes, erewhile, I taught, a happy child,
The echoes of your rocks my carols wild:
The spirit sought not then, in cherished sadness,
A cloudy substitute for failing gladness.
In youth’s keen eye the livelong day was bright,
The sun at morning, and the stars at night,
Alike, when first the bittern’s hollow bill
Was heard, or woodcocks roamed the moonlight hill.

20

In thoughtless gaiety I coursed the plain,
And hope itself was all I knew of pain;
For then, the inexperienced heart would beat
At times, while young Content forsook her seat,
And wild Impatience, pointing upward, showed,
Through passes yet unreached, a brighter road,
Alas! the idle tale of man is found
Depicted in the dial’s moral round;
Hope with reflection blends her social rays
To gild the total tablet of his days;

30

Yet still, the sport of some malignant power,
He knows but from its shade the present hour.

But why, ungrateful, dwell on idle pain?
To show what pleasures yet to me remain,
Say, will my Friend, with unreluctant ear,
The history of a poet’s evening hear?

When, in the south, the wan noon, brooding still,
Breathed a pale steam around the glaring hill,
And shades of deep-embattled clouds were seen,
Spotting the northern cliffs with lights between;

40

When crowding cattle, checked by rails that make
A fence far stretched into the shallow lake,
Lashed the cool water with their restless tails,
Or from high points of rock looked out for fanning gales:
When school-boys stretched their length upon the green;
And round the broad-spread oak, a glimmering scene,
In the rough fern-clad park, the herded deer
Shook the still-twinkling tail and glancing ear;
When horses in the sunburnt intake stood,
And vainly eyed below the tempting flood,

50

Or tracked the passenger, in mute distress,
With forward neck the closing gate to press—
Then, while I wandered where the huddling rill
Brightens with water-breaks the hollow ghyll
As by enchantment, an obscure retreat
Opened at once, and stayed my devious feet.
While thick above the rill the branches close,
In rocky basin its wild waves repose,
Inverted shrubs, and moss of gloomy green, 
Cling from the rocks, with pale wood-weeds between;

60

And its own twilight softens the whole scene,
Save where aloft the subtle sunbeams shine
On withered briars that o’er the crags recline;
Save where, with sparkling foam, a small cascade
Illumines, from within, the leafy shade;
Beyond, along the vista of the brook,
Where antique roots its bustling course o’erlook,
The eye reposes on a secret bridge
Half grey, half shagged with ivy to its ridge;
There, bending o’er the stream, the listless swain

70

Lingers behind his disappearing wain.
—Did Sabine grace adorn my living line,
Blandusia’s praise, wild stream, should yield to thine!
Never shall ruthless minister of death
’Mid thy soft glooms the glittering steel unsheath;
No goblets shall, for thee, be crowned with flowers,
No kid with piteous outcry thrill thy bowers;
The mystic shapes that by thy margin rove
A more benignant sacrifice approve—
A mind, that, in a calm angelic mood

80

Of happy wisdom, meditating good,
Beholds, of all from her high powers required,
Much done, and much designed, and more desired,—
Harmonious thoughts, a soul by truth refined,
Entire affection for all human kind.

Dear Brook, farewell! To-morrow’s noon again
Shall hide me, wooing long thy wildwood strain;
But now the sun has gained his western road,
And eve’s mild hour invites my steps abroad.

While, near the midway cliff, the silvered kite
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In many a whistling circle wheels her flight;
Slant watery lights, from parting clouds, apace
Travel along the precipice’s base;
Cheering its naked waste of scattered stone,
By lichens grey, and scanty moss, o’ergrown;
Where scarce the foxglove peeps, or thistle’s beard;
And restless stone-chat, all day long, is heard,

How pleasant, as the sun declines, to view 
The spacious landscape change in form and hue!
Here, vanish, as in mist, before a flood
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Of bright obscurity, hill, lawn, and wood;
There, objects, by the searching beams betrayed,
Come forth, and here retire in purple shade;
Even the white stems of birch, the cottage white,
Soften their glare before the mellow light;
The skiffs, at anchor where with umbrage wide
Yon chestnuts half the latticed boat-house hide,
Shed from their sides, that face the sun’s slant beam,
Strong flakes of radiance on the tremulous stream:
Raised by yon travelling flock, a dusty cloud
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Mounts from the road, and spreads its moving shroud;
The shepherd, all involved in wreaths of fire,
Now shows a shadowy speck, and now is lost entire.

Into a gradual calm the breezes sink,
A blue rim borders all the lake’s still brink;
There doth the twinkling aspen’s foliage sleep,
And insects clothe, like dust, the glassy deep:
And now, on every side, the surface breaks
Into blue spots, and slowly lengthening streaks;
Here, plots of sparkling water tremble bright
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With thousand thousand twinkling points of light;
There, waves that, hardly weltering, die away,
Tip their smooth ridges with a softer ray;
And now the whole wide lake in deep repose
Is hushed, and like a burnished mirror glows,
Save where, along the shady western marge,
Coasts, with industrious oar, the charcoal barge.

Their panniered train a group of potters goad,
Winding from side to side up the steep road;
The peasant, from yon cliff of fearful edge
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Shot, down the headlong path darts with his sledge;
Bright beams the lonely mountain-horse illume
Feeding ’mid purple heath, ‘green rings,’ and broom;
While the sharp slope the slackened team confounds,
Downward the ponderous timber-wain resounds;
In foamy breaks the rill, with merry song,
Dashed o’er the rough rock, lightly leaps along; 
From lonesome chapel at the mountain’s feet,
Three humble bells their rustic chime repeat;
Sounds from the water-side the hammered boat;
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And blasted quarry thunders, heard remote!

Even here, amid the sweep of endless woods,
Blue pomp of lakes, high cliffs, and falling floods,
Not undelightful are the simplest charms,
Found by the grassy door of mountain-farms.

Sweetly ferocious, round his native walks,
Pride of his sister-wives, the monarch stalks;
Spur-clad his nervous feet, and firm his tread;
A crest of purple tops the warrior’s head.
Bright sparks his black and rolling eye-ball hurls
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Afar, his tail he closes and unfurls;
On tiptoe reared, he strains his clarion throat,
Threatened by faintly-answering farms remote:
Again with his shrill voice the mountain rings,
While, flapped with conscious pride, resound his wings.

Where, mixed with graceful birch, the sombrous pine
And yew-tree o’er the silver rocks decline;
I love to mark the quarry’s moving trains,
Dwarf panniered steeds, and men, and numerous wains;
How busy all the enormous hive within,
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While Echo dallies with its various din!
Some (hear you not their chisels’ clinking sound?)
Toil, small as pigmies in the gulf profound;
Some, dim between the lofty cliffs descried,
O’erwalk the slender plank from side to side;
These, by the pale-blue rocks that ceaseless ring,
In airy baskets hanging, work and sing.

Just where a cloud above the mountain rears
An edge all flame, the broadening sun appears;
A long blue bar its ægis orb divides,
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And breaks the spreading of its golden tides;
And now that orb has touched the purple steep
Whose softened image penetrates the deep.
’Cross the calm lake’s blue shades the cliffs aspire,
With towers and woods, a ‘prospect all on fire;’
While coves and secret hollows, through a ray 
Of fainter gold, a purple gleam betray.
Each slip of lawn the broken rocks between
Shines in the light with more than earthly green:
Deep yellow beams the scattered stems illume,
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Far in the level forest’s central gloom:
Waving his hat, the shepherd, from the vale,
Directs his winding dog the cliffs to scale,—
The dog, loud barking, ’mid the glittering rocks,
Hunts, where his master points, the intercepted flocks.
Where oaks o’erhang the road the radiance shoots
On tawny earth, wild weeds, and twisted roots;
The druid-stones a brightened ring unfold;
And all the babbling brooks are liquid gold;
Sunk to a curve, the day-star lessens still,
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Gives one bright glance, and drops behind the hill.

In these secluded vales, if village fame,
Confirmed by hoary hairs, belief may claim;
When up the hills, as now, retired the light,
Strange apparitions mocked the shepherd’s sight.

The form appears of one that spurs his steed
Midway along the hill with desperate speed;
Unhurt pursues his lengthened flight, while all
Attend, at every stretch, his headlong fall.
Anon, appears a brave, a gorgeous show
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Of horsemen-shadows moving to and fro;
At intervals imperial banners stream,
And now the van reflects the solar beam;
The rear through iron brown betrays a sullen gleam.
While silent stands the admiring crowd below,
Silent the visionary warriors go,
Winding in ordered pomp their upward way
Till the last banner of the long array
Has disappeared, and every trace is fled
Of splendour—save the beacon’s spiry head
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Tipt with eve’s latest gleam of burning red.

Now, while the solemn evening shadows sail,
On slowly-waving pinions, down the vale;
And, fronting the bright west, yon oak entwines
Its darkening boughs and leaves, in stronger lines; 
’Tis pleasant near the tranquil lake to stray
Where, winding on along some secret bay,
The swan uplifts his chest, and backward flings
His neck, a varying arch, between his towering wings:
The eye that marks the gliding creature sees
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How graceful pride can be, and how majestic, ease.
While tender cares and mild domestic loves
With furtive watch pursue her as she moves,
The female with a meeker charm succeeds,
And her brown little-ones around her leads,
Nibbling the water lilies as they pass,
Or playing wanton with the floating grass.
She, in a mother’s care, her beauty’s pride
Forgetting, calls the wearied to her side;
Alternately they mount her back, and rest
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Close by her mantling wings’ embraces prest.

Long may they float upon this flood serene;
Theirs be these holms untrodden, still, and green,
Where leafy shades fence off the blustering gale,
And breathes in peace the lily of the vale!
Yon isle, which feels not even the milkmaid’s feet,
Yet hears her song, “by distance made more sweet,”
Yon isle conceals their home, their hut-like bower;
Green water-rushes overspread the floor;
Long grass and willows form the woven wall,
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And swings above the roof the poplar tall.
Thence issuing often with unwieldy stalk,
They crush with broad black feet their flowery walk;
Or, from the neighbouring water, hear at morn
The hound, the horse’s tread, and mellow horn;
Involve their serpent-necks in changeful rings,
Rolled wantonly between their slippery wings,
Or, starting up with noise and rude delight,
Force half upon the wave their cumbrous flight.
Fair Swan! by all a mother’s joys caressed,
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Haply some wretch has eyed, and called thee blessed;
When with her infants, from some shady seat
By the lake’s edge, she rose—to face the noontide heat;
Or taught their limbs along the dusty road 
A few short steps to totter with their load.

I see her now, denied to lay her head,
On cold blue nights, in hut or straw-built shed
Turn to a silent smile their sleepy cry,
By pointing to the gliding moon on high.
—When low-hung clouds each star of summer hide,
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And fireless are the valleys far and wide,
Where the brook brawls along the public road
Dark with bat-haunted ashes stretching broad,
Oft has she taught them on her lap to lay
The shining glow-worm; or, in heedless play,
Toss it from hand to hand, disquieted;
While others, not unseen, are free to shed
Green unmolested light upon their mossy bed.

Oh! when the sleety showers her path assail,
And like a torrent roars the headstrong gale;
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No more her breath can thaw their fingers cold,
Their frozen arms her neck no more can fold;
Weak roof a cowering form two babes to shield,
And faint the fire a dying heart can yield!
Press the sad kiss, fond mother! vainly fears
Thy flooded cheek to wet them with its tears;
No tears can chill them, and no bosom warms,
Thy breast their death-bed, coffined in thine arms!

Sweet are the sounds that mingle from afar,
Heard by calm lakes, as peeps the folding star,
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Where the duck dabbles ’mid the rustling sedge,
And feeding pike starts from the water’s edge,
Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and bill
Wetting, that drip upon the water still;
And heron, as resounds the trodden shore,
Shoots upward, darting his long neck before.

Now, with religious awe, the farewell light
Blends with the solemn colouring of night;
’Mid groves of clouds that crest the mountain’s brow,
And round the west’s proud lodge their shadows throw,
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Like Una shining on her gloomy way,
The half-seen form of Twilight roams astray; 
Shedding, through paly loop-holes mild and small,
Gleams that upon the lake’s still bosom fall;
Soft o’er the surface creep those lustres pale
Tracking the motions of the fitful gale.
With restless interchange at once the bright
Wins on the shade, the shade upon the light.
No favoured eye was e’er allowed to gaze
On lovelier spectacle in faery days;
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When gentle Spirits urged a sportive chase,
Brushing with lucid wands the water’s face:
While music, stealing round the glimmering deeps,
Charmed the tall circle of the enchanted steeps.
—The lights are vanished from the watery plains:
No wreck of all the pageantry remains.
Unheeded night has overcome the vales:
On the dark earth the wearied vision fails;
The latest lingerer of the forest train,
The lone black fir, forsakes the faded plain;
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Last evening sight, the cottage smoke, no more,
Lost in the thickened darkness, glimmers hoar;
And, towering from the sullen dark-brown mere,
Like a black wall, the mountain-steeps appear.
—Now o’er the soothed accordant heart we feel
A sympathetic twilight slowly steal,
And ever, as we fondly muse, we find
The soft gloom deepening on the tranquil mind.
Stay! pensive, sadly-pleasing visions, stay!
Ah no! as fades the vale, they fade away:
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Yet still the tender, vacant gloom remains;
Still the cold cheek its shuddering ear retains.

The bird, who ceased, with fading light, to thread
Silent the hedge or steamy rivulet’s bed,
From his grey re-appearing tower shall soon
Salute with gladsome note the rising moon,
While with a hoary light she frosts the ground,
And pours a deeper blue to Æther’s bound;
Pleased, as she moves, her pomp of clouds to fold
In robes of azure, fleecy-white, and gold.
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Above yon eastern hill, where darkness broods
O’er all its vanished dells, and lawns, and woods;
Where but a mass of shade the sight can trace,
Even now she shews, half-veiled, her lovely face:
Across the gloomy valley flings her light,
Far to the western slopes with hamlets white;
And gives, where woods the chequered upland strew,
To the green corn of summer, autumn’s hue.

Thus Hope, first pouring from her blessed horn
Her dawn, far lovelier than the moon’s own morn,
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Till higher mounted, strives in vain to cheer
The weary hills, impervious, blackening near;
Yet does she still, undaunted, throw the while
On darling spots remote her tempting smile.

Even now she decks for me a distant scene,
(For dark and broad the gulf of time between)
Gilding that cottage with her fondest ray,
(Sole bourn, sole wish, sole object of my way;
How fair its lawns and sheltering woods appear!
How sweet its streamlet murmurs in mine ear!)
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Where we, my Friend, to happy days shall rise,
Till our small share of hardly-paining sighs
(For sighs will ever trouble human breath)
Creep hushed into the tranquil breast of death.

But now the clear bright Moon her zenith gains,
And, rimy without speck, extend the plains:
The deepest cleft the mountain’s front displays
Scarce hides a shadow from her searching rays;
From the dark-blue faint silvery threads divide
The hills, while gleams below the azure tide;
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Time softly treads; throughout the landscape breathes
A peace enlivened, not disturbed, by wreaths
Of charcoal-smoke, that o’er the fallen wood,
Steal down the hill, and spread along the flood.

The song of mountain-streams, unheard by day,
Now hardly heard, beguiles my homeward way.
Air listens, like the sleeping water, still,
To catch the spiritual music of the hill,
Broke only by the slow clock tolling deep, 
Or shout that wakes the ferry-man from sleep,
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The echoed hoof nearing the distant shore,
The boat’s first motion—made with dashing oar;
Sound of closed gate, across the water borne,
Hurrying the timid hare through rustling corn;
The sportive outcry of the mocking owl;
And at long intervals the mill-dog’s howl;
The distant forge’s swinging thump profound;
Or yell, in the deep woods, of lonely hound.
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Were there, below, a spot of holy ground
Where from distress a refuge might be found,
And solitude prepare the soul for heaven;
Sure, nature’s God that spot to man had given
Where falls the purple morning far and wide
In flakes of light upon the mountain side;
Where with loud voice the power of water shakes 
The leafy wood, or sleeps in quiet lakes.

Yet not unrecompensed the man shall roam,
Who at the call of summer quits his home,
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And plods through some wide realm o’er vale and height,
Though seeking only holiday delight;
At least, not owning to himself an aim
To which the sage would give a prouder name.
No gains too cheaply earned his fancy cloy,
Though every passing zephyr whispers joy;
Brisk toil, alternating with ready ease,
Feeds the clear current of his sympathies.
For him sod-seats the cottage-door adorn;
And peeps the far-off spire, his evening bourn!
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Dear is the forest frowning o’er his head,
And dear the velvet green-sward to his tread:
Moves there a cloud o’er mid-day’s flaming eye?
Upward he looks—“and calls it luxury:”
Kind Nature’s charities his steps attend;
In every babbling brook he finds a friend;
While chastening thoughts of sweetest use, bestowed
By wisdom, moralise his pensive road.
Host of his welcome inn, the noon-tide bower,
To his spare meal he calls the passing poor;
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He views the sun uplift his golden fire,
Or sink, with heart alive like Memnon’s lyre;
Blesses the moon that comes with kindly ray,
To light him shaken by his rugged way.
Back from his sight no bashful children steal;
He sits a brother at the cottage-meal;
His humble looks no shy restraint impart;
Around him plays at will the virgin heart.
While unsuspended wheels the village dance,
The maidens eye him with enquiring glance,
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Much wondering by what fit of crazing care,
Or desperate love, bewildered, he came there.

A hope, that prudence could not then approve,
That clung at Nature with a truant’s love,
O’er Gallia’s wastes of corn my footsteps led;
Her files of road-elms, high above my head 
In long-drawn vista, rustling in the breeze;
Or where her pathways straggle as they please
By lonely farms and secret villages.
But lo! the Alps ascending white in air,
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Toy with the sun and glitter from afar.

And now, emerging from the forest’s gloom,
I greet thee, Chartreuse, while I mourn thy doom.
Whither is fled that Power whose frown severe
Awed sober Reason till she crouched in fear?
That Silence, once in deathlike fetters bound,
Chains that were loosened only by the sound
Of holy rites chanted in measured round?
—The voice of blasphemy the fane alarms,
The cloister startles at the gleam of arms.
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The thundering tube the aged angler hears,
Bent o’er the groaning flood that sweeps away his tears.
Cloud-piercing pine-trees nod their troubled heads,
Spires, rocks, and lawns a browner night o’erspreads;
Strong terror checks the female peasant’s sighs,
And start the astonished shades at female eyes.
From Bruno’s forest screams the affrighted jay,
And slow the insulted eagle wheels away.
A viewless flight of laughing Demons mock
The Cross, by angels planted on the aërial rock.
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The “parting Genius” sighs with hollow breath
Along the mystic streams of Life and Death.
Swelling the outcry dull, that long resounds
Portentous through her old woods’ trackless bounds,
vallombre, ’mid her falling fanes, deplores,
For ever broke, the sabbath of her bowers.

More pleased, my foot the hidden margin roves
Of Como, bosomed deep in chestnut groves.
No meadows thrown between, the giddy steeps
Tower, bare or sylvan, from the narrow deeps.
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—To towns, whose shades of no rude noise complain,
From ringing team apart and grating wain—
To flat-roofed towns, that touch the water’s bound.
Or lurk in woody sunless glens profound,
Or, from the bending rocks, obtrusive cling, 
And o’er the whitened wave their shadows fling—
The pathway leads, as round the steeps it twines;
And Silence loves its purple roof of vines.
The loitering traveller hence, at evening, sees
From rock-hewn steps the sail between the trees;
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Or marks, ’mid opening cliffs, fair dark-eyed maids
Tend the small harvest of their garden glades;
Or stops the solemn mountain-shades to view
Stretch o’er the pictured mirror broad and blue,
And track the yellow lights from steep to steep,
As up the opposing hills they slowly creep.
Aloft, here, half a village shines, arrayed
In golden light; half hides itself in shade;
While, from amid the darkened roofs, the spire,
Restlessly flashing, seems to mount like fire:
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There, all unshaded, blazing forests throw
Rich golden verdure on the lake below.
Slow glides the sail along the illumined shore,
And steals into the shade the lazy oar;
Soft bosoms breathe around contagious sighs,
And amorous music on the water dies.

How blest, delicious scene! the eye that greets
Thy open beauties, or thy lone retreats;
Beholds the unwearied sweep of wood that scales
Thy cliffs; the endless waters of thy vales;
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Thy lowly cots that sprinkle all the shore,
Each with its household boat beside the door;
Thy torrents shooting from the clear-blue sky;
Thy towns, that cleave, like swallows’ nests, on high;
That glimmer hoar in eve’s last light, descried
Dim from the twilight water’s shaggy side,
Whence lutes and voices down the enchanted woods
Steal, and compose the oar-forgotten floods;
Thy lake, that, streaked or dappled, blue or grey,
’Mid smoking woods gleams hid from morning’s ray
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Slow-travelling down the western hills, to enfold
Its green-tinged margin in a blaze of gold;
Thy glittering steeples, whence the matin bell
Calls forth the woodman from his desert cell, 
And quickens the blithe sound of oars that pass
Along the steaming lake, to early mass.
But now farewell to each and all—adieu
To every charm, and last and chief to you,
Ye lovely maidens that in noontide shade
Rest near your little plots of wheaten glade;
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To all that binds the soul in powerless trance,
Lip-dewing song, and ringlet-tossing dance;
Where sparkling eyes and breaking smiles illume
The sylvan cabin’s lute-enlivened gloom.
—Alas! the very murmur of the streams
Breathes o’er the failing soul voluptuous dreams,
While Slavery, forcing the sunk mind to dwell
On joys that might disgrace the captive’s cell,
Her shameless timbrel shakes on Como’s marge
And lures from bay to bay the vocal barge.
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Yet are thy softer arts with power indued
To soothe and cheer the poor man’s solitude.
By silent cottage doors, the peasant’s home
Left vacant for the day, I loved to roam.
But once I pierced the mazes of a wood
In which a cabin undeserted stood;
There an old man an olden measure scanned
On a rude viol touched with withered hand.
As lambs or fawns in April clustering lie.
Under a hoary oak’s thin canopy,
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Stretched at his feet, with stedfast upward eye,
His children’s children listened to the sound;
—A Hermit with his family around!

But let us hence; for fair Locarno smiles
Embowered in walnut slopes and citron isles:
Or seek at eve the banks of Tusa’s stream,
Where, ’mid dim towers and woods, her waters gleam.
From the bright wave, in solemn gloom, retire
The dull-red steeps, and, darkening still, aspire
To where afar rich orange lustres glow

160

Round undistinguished clouds, and rocks, and snow:
Or, led where Via Mala’s chasms confine
The indignant waters of the infant Rhine, 
Hang o’er the abyss, whose else impervious gloom
His burning eyes with fearful light illume.

The mind condemned, without reprieve, to go
O’er life’s long deserts with its charge of woe,
With sad congratulation joins the train
Where beasts and men together o’er the plain
Move on—a mighty caravan of pain:
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Hope, strength, and courage, social suffering brings,
Freshening the wilderness with shades and springs.
—There be whose lot far otherwise is cast:
Sole human tenant of the piny waste,
By choice or doom a gipsy wanders here,
A nursling babe her only comforter;
Lo, where she sits beneath yon shaggy rock,
A cowering shape half hid in curling smoke!

When lightning among clouds and mountain-snows
Predominates, and darkness comes and goes,
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And the fierce torrent, at the flashes broad
Starts, like a horse, beside the glaring road—
She seeks a covert from the battering shower
In the roofed bridge; the bridge, in that dread hour,
Itself all trembling at the torrent’s power.

Nor is she more at ease on some still night,
When not a star supplies the comfort of its light;
Only the waning moon hangs dull and red
Above a melancholy mountain’s head,
Then sets. In total gloom the Vagrant sighs,
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Stoops her sick head, and shuts her weary eyes;
Or on her fingers counts the distant clock,
Or, to the drowsy crow of midnight cock,
Listens, or quakes while from the forest’s gulf
Howls near and nearer yet the famished wolf.

From the green vale of Urseren smooth and wide
Descend we now, the maddened Reuss our guide;
By rocks that, shutting out the blessed day,
Cling tremblingly to rocks as loose as they;
By cells upon whose image, while he prays,
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The kneeling peasant scarcely dares to gaze;
By many a votive death-cross planted near, 
And watered duly with the pious tear,
That faded silent from the upward eye
Unmoved with each rude form of peril nigh;
Fixed on the anchor left by Him who saves
Alike in whelming snows, and roaring waves.

But soon a peopled region on the sight
Opens—a little world of calm delight;
Where mists, suspended on the expiring gale,

210

Spread rooflike o’er the deep secluded vale,
And beams of evening slipping in between,
Gently illuminate a sober scene:—
Here, on the brown wood-cottages they sleep,
There, over rock or sloping pasture creep.
On as we journey, in clear view displayed,
The still vale lengthens underneath its shade
Of low-hung vapour: on the freshened mead
The green light sparkles;—the dim bowers recede.
While pastoral pipes and streams the landscape lull,
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And bells of passing mules that tinkle dull,
In solemn shapes before the admiring eye
Dilated hang the misty pines on high,
Huge convent domes with pinnacles and towers,
And antique castles seen through gleamy showers.

From such romantic dreams, my soul, awake!
To sterner pleasure, where, by Uri’s lake,
In Nature’s pristine majesty outspread,
Winds neither road nor path for foot to tread:
The rocks rise naked as a wall, or stretch
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Far o’er the water, hung with groves of beech;
Aërial pines from loftier steeps ascend,
Nor stop but where creation seems to end.
Yet here and there, if mid the savage scene
Appears a scanty plot of smiling green,
Up from the lake a zigzag path will creep
To reach a small wood-hut hung boldly on the steep,
—Before those thresholds (never can they know
The face of traveller passing to and fro,)
No peasant leans upon his pole, to tell
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For whom at morning tolled the funeral bell; 
Their watch-dog ne’er his angry bark foregoes,
Touched by the beggar’s moan of human woes;
The shady porch ne’er offered a cool seat
To pilgrims overcome by summer’s heat.
Yet thither the world’s business finds its way
At times, and tales unsought beguile the day,
And there are those fond thoughts which Solitude,
However stern, is powerless to exclude.
There doth the maiden watch her lover’s sail
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Approaching, and upbraid the tardy gale;
At midnight listens till his parting oar,
And its last echo, can be heard no more.
And what if ospreys, cormorants, herons, cry

Amid tempestuous vapours driving by,
Or hovering over wastes too bleak to rear
That common growth of earth, the foodful ear;
Where the green apple shrivels on the spray,
And pines the unripened pear in summer’s kindliest ray;
Contentment shares the desolate domain
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With Independence, child of high Disdain.
Exulting ’mid the winter of the skies,
Shy as the jealous chamois, Freedom flies,
And grasps by fits her sword, and often eyes;
And sometimes, as from rock to rock she bounds
The Patriot nymph starts at imagined sounds,
And, wildly pausing, oft she hangs aghast,
Whether some old Swiss air hath checked her haste
Or thrill of Spartan fife is caught between the blast.

Swoln with incessant rains from hour to hour,
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All day the floods a deepening murmur pour:
The sky is veiled, and every cheerful sight:
Dark is the region as with coming night;
But what a sudden burst of overpowering light!
Triumphant on the bosom of the storm,
Glances the wheeling eagle’s glorious form!
Eastward, in long perspective glittering, shine
The wood-crowned cliffs that o’er the lake recline;
Those lofty cliffs a hundred streams unfold,
At once to pillars turned that flame with gold:
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Behind his sail the peasant shrinks, to shun
The west, that burns like one dilated sun,
A crucible of mighty compass, felt
By mountains, glowing till they seem to melt.

But, lo! the boatman, overawed, before
The pictured fane of Tell suspends his oar;
Confused the Marathonian tale appears,
While his eyes sparkle with heroic tears.
And who, that walks where men of ancient days
Have wrought with godlike arm the deeds of praise,
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Feels not the spirit of the place control,
Or rouse and agitate his labouring soul?
Say, who, by thinking on Canadian hills,
Or wild Aosta lulled by Alpine rills,
On Zutphen’s plain; or on that highland dell,
Through which rough Garry cleaves his way, can tell
What high resolves exalt the tenderest thought
Of him whom passion rivets to the spot,
Where breathed the gale that caught Wolfe’s happiest sigh,
And the last sunbeam fell on Bayard’s eye;
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Where bleeding Sidney from the cup retired,
And glad Dundee in “faint huzzas” expired?

But now with other mind I stand alone
Upon the summit of this naked cone,
And watch the fearless chamois-hunter chase
His prey, through tracts abrupt of desolate space,
Through vacant worlds where Nature never gave
A brook to murmur or a bough to wave,
Which unsubstantial Phantoms sacred keep;
Thro’ worlds where Life, and Voice, and Motion sleep;
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Where silent Hours their deathlike sway extend,
Save when the avalanche breaks loose, to rend
Its way with uproar, till the ruin, drowned
In some dense wood or gulf of snow profound,
Mocks the dull ear of Time with deaf abortive sound.
—’Tis his, while wandering on from height to height,
To see a planet’s pomp and steady light
In the least star of scarce-appearing night;
While the pale moon moves near him, on the bound 
Of ether, shining with diminished round,
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And far and wide the icy summits blaze,
Rejoicing in the glory of her rays:
To him the day-star glitters small and bright,
Shorn of its beams, insufferably white,
And he can look beyond the sun, and view
Those fast-receding depths of sable blue
Flying till vision can no more pursue!
—At once bewildering mists around him close,
And cold and hunger are his least of woes;
The Demon of the snow, with angry roar
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Descending, shuts for aye his prison door.
Soon with despair’s whole weight his spirits sink;
Bread has he none, the snow must be his drink;
And, ere, his eyes can close upon the day,
The eagle of the Alps o’ershades her prey.

Now couch thyself where, heard with fear afar,
Thunders through echoing pines the headlong Aar;
Or rather stay to taste the mild delights
Of pensive Underwalden’s pastoral heights.
—Is there who ’mid these awful wilds has seen
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The native Genii walk the mountain green?
Or heard, while other worlds their charms reveal,
Soft music o’er the aërial summit steal?
While o’er the desert, answering every close,
Rich steam of sweetest perfume comes and goes.
—And sure there is a secret Power that reigns
Here, where no trace of man the spot profanes,
Nought but the chalets, flat and bare, on high
Suspended ’mid the quiet of the sky;
Or distant herds that pasturing upward creep,
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And, not untended, climb the dangerous steep.
How still! no irreligious sound or sight
Rouses the soul from her severe delight.
An idle voice the sabbath region fills
Of Deep that calls to Deep across the hills,
And with that voice accords the soothing sound
Of drowsy bells, for ever tinkling round;
Faint wail of eagle melting into blue 
Beneath the cliffs, and pine-woods’ steady sugh;
The solitary heifer’s deepened low;
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Or rumbling, heard remote, of falling snow.
All motions, sounds, and voices, far and nigh,
Blend in a music of tranquillity;
Save when, a stranger seen below, the boy
Shouts from the echoing hills with savage joy.

When, from the sunny breast of open seas,
And bays with myrtle fringed, the southern breeze
Comes on to gladden April with the sight
Of green isles widening on each snow-clad height;
When shouts and lowing herds the valley fill,
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And louder torrents stun the noon-tide hill,
The pastoral Swiss begin the cliffs to scale,
Leaving to silence the deserted vale;
And like the Patriarchs in their simple age
Move, as the verdure leads, from stage to stage:
High and more high in summer’s heat they go,
And hear the rattling thunder far below;
Or steal beneath the mountains, half-deterred,
Where huge rocks tremble to the bellowing herd.

One I behold who, ’cross the foaming flood,
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Leaps with a bound of graceful hardihood;
Another, high on that green ledge;—he gained
The tempting spot with every sinew strained;
And downward thence a knot of grass he throws,
Food for his beasts in time of winter snows.
—Far different life from what Tradition hoar
Transmits of happier lot in times of yore!
Then Summer lingered long; and honey flowed
From out the rocks, the wild bees’ safe abode:
Continual waters welling cheered the waste,
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And plants were wholesome, now of deadly taste:
Nor Winter yet his frozen stores had piled,
Usurping where the fairest herbage smiled:
Nor Hunger driven the herds from pastures bare,
To climb the treacherous cliffs for scanty fare.
Then the milk-thistle flourished through the land,
And forced the full-swoln udder to demand, 
Thrice every day, the pail and welcome hand.
Thus does the father to his children tell
Of banished bliss, by fancy loved too well.
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Alas! that human guilt provoked the rod
Of angry Nature to avenge her God.
Still, Nature, ever just, to him imparts
Joys only given to uncorrupted hearts.

’Tis morn: with gold the verdant mountain glows
More high, the snowy peaks with hues of rose.
Far-stretched beneath the many-tinted hills,
A mighty waste of mist the valley fills,
A solemn sea! whose billows wide around
Stand motionless, to awful silence bound:
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Pines, on the coast, through mist their tops uprear,
That like to leaning masts of stranded ships appear.
A single chasm, a gulf of gloomy blue,
Gapes in the centre of the sea—and, through
That dark mysterious gulf ascending, sound
Innumerable streams with roar profound.
Mount through the nearer vapours notes of birds,
And merry flageolet; the low of herds,
The bark of dogs, the heifer’s tinkling bell,
Talk, laughter, and perchance a church-tower knell:
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Think not, the peasant from aloft has gazed
And heard with heart unmoved, with soul unraised:
Nor is his spirit less enrapt, nor less
Alive to independent happiness,
Then, when he lies, out-stretched, at eventide,
Upon the fragrant mountain’s purple side:
For as the pleasures of his simple day
Beyond his native valley seldom stray,
Nought round its darling precincts can he find
But brings some past enjoyment to his mind;
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While Hope, reclining upon Pleasure’s urn,
Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers his return.

Once, Man entirely free, alone and wild,
Was blest as free—for he was Nature’s child.
He, all superior but his God disdained,
Walked none restraining, and by none restrained 
Confessed no law but what his reason taught,
Did all he wished, and wished but what he ought.
As man in his primeval dower arrayed
The image of his glorious Sire displayed,
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Even so, by faithful Nature guarded, here
The traces of primeval Man appear;
The simple dignity no forms debase;
The eye sublime, and surly lion-grace:
The slave of none, of beasts alone the lord,
His book he prizes, nor neglects his sword;
Well taught by that to feel his rights, prepared
With this “the blessings he enjoys to guard.”

And, as his native hills encircle ground
For many a marvellous victory renowned,
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The work of Freedom daring to oppose,
With few in arms, innumerable foes,
When to those famous fields his steps are led,
An unknown power connects him with the dead:
For images of other worlds are there;
Awful the light, and holy is the air.
Fitfully, and in flashes, through his soul,
Like sun-lit tempests, troubled transports roll;
His bosom heaves, his Spirit towers amain,
Beyond the senses and their little reign.

460

And oft, when that dread vision hath past by,
He holds with God himself communion high,
There where the peal of swelling torrents fills
The sky-roofed temple of the eternal hills;
Or when, upon the mountain’s silent brow
Reclined, he sees, above him and below,
Bright stars of ice and azure fields of snow;
While needle peaks of granite shooting bare
Tremble in ever-varying tints of air.
And when a gathering weight of shadows brown
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Falls on the valleys as the sun goes down;
And Pikes, of darkness named and fear and storms,
Uplift in quiet their illumined forms,
In sea-like reach of prospect round him spread,
Tinged like an angel’s smile all rosy red— 
Awe in his breast with holiest love unites,
And the near heavens impart their own delights.

When downward to his winter hut he goes,
Dear and more dear the lessening circle grows;
That hut which on the hills so oft employs
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His thoughts, the central point of all his joys.
And as a swallow, at the hour of rest,
Peeps often ere she darts into her nest,
So to the homestead, where the grandsire tends
A little prattling child, he oft descends,
To glance a look upon the well-matched pair;
Till storm and driving ice blockade him there.
There, safely guarded by the woods behind,
He hears the chiding of the baffled wind,
Hears Winter calling all his terrors round,
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And, blest within himself, he shrinks not from the sound.

Through Nature’s vale his homely pleasures glide,
Unstained by envy, discontent, and pride;
The bound of all his vanity, to deck,
With one bright bell, a favourite heifer’s neck;
Well pleased upon some simple annual feast,
Remembered half the year and hoped the rest,
If dairy-produce, from his inner hoard,
Of thrice ten summers dignify the board.
—Alas! in every clime a flying ray
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Is all we have to cheer our wintry way;
And here the unwilling mind may more than trace
The general sorrows of the human race;
The churlish gales of penury, that blow
Cold as the north-wind o’er a waste of snow,
To them the gentle groups of bliss deny
That on the noon-day bank of leisure lie.
Yet more;—compelled by Powers which only deign
That solitary man disturb their reign,
Powers that support an unremitting strife
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With all the tender charities of life,
Full oft the father, when his sons have grown
To manhood, seems their title to disown;
And from his nest amid the storms of heaven 
Drives, eagle-like, those sons as he was driven;
With stern composure watches to the plain—
And never, eagle-like, beholds again!

When long-familiar joys are all resigned,
Why does their sad remembrance haunt the mind?
Lo! where through flat Batavia’s willowy groves,
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Or by the lazy Seine, the exile roves;
O’er the curled waters Alpine measures swell,
And search the affections to their inmost cell;
Sweet poison spreads along the listener’s veins,
Turning past pleasures into mortal pains;
Poison, which not a frame of steel can brave,
Bows his young head with sorrow to the grave.

Gay lark of hope, thy silent song resume!
Ye flattering eastern lights, once more the hills illume!
Fresh gales and dews of life’s delicious morn,
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And thou, lost fragrance of the heart, return!
Alas! the little joy to man allowed
Fades like the lustre of an evening cloud;
Or like the beauty in a flower installed,
Whose season was, and cannot be recalled.
Yet, when opprest by sickness, grief, or care,
And taught that pain is pleasure’s natural heir,
We still confide in more than we can know;
Death would be else the favourite friend of woe.

’Mid savage rocks, and seas of snow that shine,
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Between interminable tracts of pine,
Within a temple stands an awful shrine,
By an uncertain light revealed, that falls
On the mute Image and the troubled walls.
Oh! give not me that eye of hard disdain
That views, undimmed, Einsiedlen’s wretched fane.
While ghastly faces through the gloom appear,
Abortive joy, and hope that works in fear;
While prayer contends with silenced agony,
Surely in other thoughts contempt may die
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If the sad grave of human ignorance bear
One flower of hope—oh, pass and leave it there!

The tall sun, pausing on an Alpine spire, 
Flings o’er the wilderness a stream of fire:
Now meet we other pilgrims ere the day
Close on the remnant of their weary way;
While they are drawing toward the sacred floor
Where, so they fondly think, the worm shall gnaw no more.
How gaily murmur and how sweetly taste
The fountains reared for them amid the waste!

560

Their thirst they slake:—they wash their toil-worn feet
And some with tears of joy each other greet.
Yes, I must see you when ye first behold
Those holy turrets tipped with evening gold;
In that glad moment will for you a sigh
Be heaved, of charitable sympathy;
In that glad moment when your hands are prest
In mute devotion on the thankful breast!

Last, let us turn to Chamouny that shields
With rocks and gloomy woods her fertile fields:
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Five streams of ice amid her cots descend,
And with wild flowers and blooming orchards blend;—
A scene more fair than what the Grecian feigns
Of purple lights and ever-vernal plains;
Here all the seasons revel hand in hand:
’Mid lawns and shades by breezy rivulets fanned,
They sport beneath that mountain’s matchless height
That holds no commerce with the summer night.
From age to age, throughout his lonely bounds
The crash of ruin fitfully resounds;
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Appalling havoc! but serene his brow,
Where daylight
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