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Blessings be with them, and eternal praise,
Who gave us nobler loves, and nobler cares,
The Poets, who on earth have made us heirs

Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays |
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PREFACE

i

I CAME the other day upon a volume of poetry,
the gift, as the inscription ran, of an Eton tutor to
a pupil ‘ who was fond of poctry, and was expected
to gain some wisdom from this, the best kind of
reading.”’ There are not many things one would
sooner hear a boy, in whom one was interested,
praised for than a love of poetry ; though one would
wish also, of course, that he should find from his
reading so much at least of wisdom as, with honest
Dogberry, to  give God thanks and make no boast
of it  But as I wondered, for I had known some-
thing of the boy, whether the promise thus fore-
shadowed had been or was ever to be realised, I

began to ask myself why it was that this fondness

for poetry should be so rare a quality in boyhood
as to deserve this particular record. Let me here
be permitted to waive the possibility,~—the proba-
bility, if ow reader pleases—that in this quality the
tutor found the only occasion for the meed of praise
which his good nature prompted him to bestow on
a departing pupil. I could not, then, but ask my-
self whence it gomes that by so many boys, not
otherwise unintelligent nor averse to books, the
reading of English poetry .is regarded rather as-a
task than a pleasure ; a task less irksome, to be sure,

b 2



viii Preface

from the more familiar form of the language, than
their more orthodox studies of the Greek and Latin
writers, but, none the less surely, a task. I suppose
this is so; at least one continually hears 1t said,
apd what one continually hears said must count, of
course, for something ; not for so much, perhaps,
as many of us are apt to think, but no doubt for
something.

But are we then to lay the blame for this wholly
on the emptiness or indolence of boyish minds’
Might we not refer it a little also to the form m
which poetry is oo commonly offered or prescribed
to them ? Take, for example, the custom, familiar
doubtless to so many of us, which insists that some
breach of school discipline, not grave enough for
the last penalty, shall be repaired by transcribing
Jong passages from Paradise Losé. 1s this, I would
ask,—would ask indeed

With 'bated breath, and whisp'ring humbleness,

for far be it from me to dash viclently against the
scat of order—is this the way to endear the name
of Milton to hoys, or induce them to search for
pleasure those pages which have cost them, how-
ever justly, so many hours of playtime? Oftences
will come, no doubt, and must be punished, cer-
tainly ; but could not some other means of punish-
ment be devised, not less effectual, and, 1f I may be
permitted the expression, more legitimate ; means
recognised and allowed by the offenders themselves
to exist as ‘instruments-to plague them’? The
Furies of the old world were no fair and loveable
creatures, but hateful and odious to look upon. as



Preface | ix

~ well as strong and terrible to punish. The asso-
ciations of boyhood last long, nor is it every one who
has the candour to say with Byron,

Then farewell Horace whom 1 hated so,
Not for thy faults, but mine.

Again, the compulsory learning of a speech from
Shakespeare, a passage from Childe Harold or
Marmion, 1s hardly, I would submit, the way with
most boys to open their young minds to the true
beauty and usefulness of poetry, for the simple
reason, unworthy as that reason may be, that it 75
compulsory. It may be said, of course, that with
the majority of boys compulsion is the only method
of directing them to such studies. If this be so,—
and I cannot think that 1t 1s, to the extent that is
commonly supposed-—then were it not perhaps as
well to let these studies be, to let compulsion be
exercised only on such subjects as we are all
agreed to consider necessary and indispensable
civilisers of the young 1dea? As an exercise of
memory such a course of study is no doubt very
wholesome ; and certainly it is better that the
memory should be exercised by beautiful and noble
means than by common ones or worthless, But as
certainly, save 1 very exceptional cases, the poetry
suffers ; the poetic patrimony of the human race,
to borrow M, Scherer’s fine phrase, 1s degraded to
a mere ‘ schoolboy’s tale,” not the wonder, but the
tediousness, the drudgery of an hour. There are
exceptions, of course. Some boys, no doubt, there
are wha have as one mav sav. been ‘cradled mto
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and learned at last to love the hand that has chas-
tised them ; others again who have within them
some dim and fleeting glimpses of the vision, i
haply they are never fated to lay hands upon the
faculty divine. But, broadly speaking, we shall not
perhaps go far astray if we assume that all poetry,
Englhsh no less than Greek and Latin, is thrown
by the schoolboy pell-mell into one odious heap
and labelled Zessons.  And indeed how should it be
otherwise? Lessons they are, and lessons to him
they have been since that fatal day when the sun
was shining without, the breeze blowing, the birds
singing, while within a poor puzzled child was vainly
striving to commit to memory, * To be or not to be,
or ‘ These are thy glorious works, Parent of Good !’
And still as the years go on it is the same. The
moment English poetry begins to he viewed with
suspicion as a possible instrument of torture in any
shape, then will Shakespeare and Milton, Scott and
Byron, take their place in the boy's heart side by
side with Homer and Horace, with a proposition
of Euclid and an equation in Algebra. Surely there
must be ‘something rotten in the state’ which can
degrade the great spirits who have done so much
to make us wiser and happier into so many sources
of lamentation and mourning and woe. |

And yet, natural as one cannot but regard this
feeling 1n the conditions which foster it, it is not in
itself a growth of nature. For in all very young
minds, or certainly in most, we shall find, I think,
the germ of a love of poetry. Little children. for
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- when that ‘something’ takes the form of rhyme,
" What, says Pope, after Horace,

What wilt a child learn sooner than a song?

Most of us, I suppose, can remember with what
delight we first listened to such flowing buoyant
verse as Lockinvar or The Baltle of the Baltic.
Such poetry, set to the tune of a familiar voice, had

in those days all the charm of musie, the charm of
a natural sedative. The easy cadence of the

rhythm, the beat of the rhyme, pleased and soothed
our ears, and through that easy channel stole with
soft and gradual step upon our young unconscious
minds. A distingmished Frenchman, Count Joseph
de Maistre, wrniting from Russia to his daughter at
home, 1llustrates this feeling very happily. He
wishes her to press upon her brother the usefulness
of the study of good poetry, of learning it by heart
in particular as a sure standard of reference in such
matters, Above all he recommends * the inimitable
Racine, never mind whether he understands him or
not And he goes on: ‘] did not understand him
when my mother used to come and sit on my bed,
and repeat from him, and put me to sleep with her
beautiful voice to the sound of this incomparable
music. [ knew hundreds of lines of him before 1
could read’ Perhaps our English ears are not
conscious of any very great power of attraction in
the melody of the French Alexandrine ; but there,
in De Maistre’s words, we have at any rate the
principle, the ‘ beautiful voice,’ and what seemed to
the little listener the ‘incomparable music’ In

calartrstrerr et etr fevee ot il T wmes e e odl o e o A%
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and directness, simplicity of rhyme, are the first
qualities to look for. Even intelligibility is, up to
a certain point, a matter of secondary impdrtance.
For what their little mntellects can really take hold
of and entertain must necessarily be so very small
and fragmentary, that to ensure perfect intelligi-
bility, intelligibility of the very letter, one would
have to narrow one’s range almost to the limits of
nothingness. One of the most fertile and eloquent
of living poets h"i.S made public proclamation
of his faith, that ‘metre is the crowning ques-
tion of poetry.”” Perhaps some of us are still hardly
ready to accept this as the last word on the matter,
but with children it is certainly so.

Whence then arises, and how is perfected the
process of disillusion? How comes .it that the
pleasure, welcomed so freely and gladly in our
infancy, too often sinks, as our faculties enlarge
and our eyes grow clearer, into an odious and
instpid task ? It arises in the first place, no doubt,
from the causes already mentioned ; but it is also
perhaps fostered by a certain narrowness and
infelicity of method that one too often findg
employed even by those who have the wit to see
“that poetry should be gerntly offered, not violently
thrust upon the young.

In the course of English education pﬂetr}r 1S, as
the French schoolmasters say, not an obligatory
but a facultative matter. In the case of a boy to be
specially prepared for a soldier’s life some course of
poetic reading,—1 know not clearly what or why—
15, I believe, prescribed. But as a general rule,

- e L]
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the ballad-days of nurse or mother behind him,
‘and passed through his preliminary training into
‘the little world of the public school, unless it be his
Iot to figure in thosge austere ceremonies known as
Speech-days, or unless it be for punishment, he
need never, save of his own free-will, take a
volume of English poetry into his hand from the
first day of his school-time to the last. Yet we
may also, I think, assume that it rarcly happens but
at some period of that time the advantages of such
reading are sought to be impressed on him either
at home or abroad.

~ And since one can hardly expect a boy, however
‘eager his desire, to devote many hours of his
playtime to a search through the vast storehouse of
English poetry, nor indeed would such a form of
industry be in all ways desirable, even though he
should be gifted with a taste and discrimination
beyond his years, it follows that the best way to
mduce bim to prove for himself how real and
various are the plcasures poetry is capable of
providing, must be to place within lus reach such
examples as may assure him of this fact, and at the
same time fit him Dby wholesome and gradual
degrees to study and seilect for himself.

To this good purpose much admirable work has
within .recent years been done. The days of
FElegant Extracts, those grim and barren days
which many of us can stil! remember, have passed
away. ‘The gentle yet certaim method of-allure-
ment to the paths of learning and virtue’ which
the compiler of those ponderous tomes so justly
claimed for poetry, no longer finds expression in
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dreary tracts of lumbering blank verse from
Young’s Night Thoughts and Blairs Grave, in odes
on the Recovery of a Lady of Quality from the
Small-pox, in Mrs. Smith’s sonnets to Night, or
Miss Williams’s sonnets to the Moon. The
appearance of Mr. Palgrave’s Golden T reasury
of Songs and Lyricsinaugurated a new and happier
era, And this has been followed by other volumes,
less complete and lofty in their aim, but each after its
kind enlarging and stmulating in its influence.
With so much that is excellent to choose from it
may at first sight appear idle to suppose there can
be room for yet another work of the same class ;
but I would hope that it is not so. Admirable as in
their various degrees those earlier works are, they
yet none of them seem to me exactly to hit the
mark at which I would aim. 7% Golden 7 reasury
one may set aside ; that stands alone and un.
rivalled of its kind, a kind altogether of another
and a higher class. But of the others, they none
of them, I say, seem to me just to hit the mean of
boyhood, that time so difficult to understand, so
difficult to define, when the boy has thrown aside the
frock of childhood, nor yet quite assumed the lopa of
the man. In these books there is much admirably
adapted to the fancies of that time, but mingled
with it, and thereby in a measure obstructing it,
there is much, and perhaps necessarily much, that
might, [ think, repel that fancy, that might blind it
to the good that is also there. Some of them, as
their names imply, are matnly designed for readers
of a tenderer, some, again, for readers of a riper
growth. Some, therefore, by their baldness (af I



Preface Xv

may be suffered to use in no discourteous sense a
word that might be so construed) might perhaps
offend, as presuming still too much of childishness
in the reader ; others, by their too great seriousness
or abstruseness might weary. Sometimes, too,
one meets in them,—let me be understood to speak
in all reverence—pieces of perhaps too purely
devotional a turn to attract the class of tastes [ aim
at.  True, as Longfellow has written, ¢ A boy’s will
1s the wind’s will,’ and he would be a bold man
indeed who should think to bend that will and keep
it to his own in such a matter as this, to assume
the voice of Sir Oracle, and fix once for all what
poetry will attract and what repel a boy’s taste,
Yet certain broad principles one may, [ hope, lay
down without presumption, and to strive to clear
the ground of such work as may seem opposed to
these principles may perhaps be permitted me.
Poetry must first please to teach. *Sin,’ once
said Sydney Smith of long sermons, ‘cannot be
taken out of a man, as Eve was out of Adam, by
+ casting him into a deep stlumber ;’ nor can the love
of poetry be got into a boy by wearying his head
and vexing his heart. The love of poetry must
indeed, no less surely than the poet himself, be
born not made ; but, as much goes to the making
of the poet after birth, so the infant love needs
careful nursing and a generous diet before it can
attain to the perfect growth, to the clear sense and
deep enjoyment of what is truly excellent, which
should he, as Matthew Arnold tells us, the definite

AP mr oite ctiiel oo Tl s BT acom a1tk 4 nermd 1 -
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we o surely shall if we use her friendship right,
our philosopher and guide. 1 do not say it is
desirable that hoys should look on poets only as

The idle singers of an empty day,
that they should have no higher ideal than

To find huge wealth in one pound one,
Vast wit in broken noses,

But he who would preach the beautiful gospel
poetry to the young must, as Mr. Arnold has saic
of teachers in an older school, not make war but
persuade. Of the two cardinal virtues of poetry,
moral profundity and natural magic,—to borrow
once more from that admirable critic—he will do
best, I think, to build his doctrine mainly on the
last. With all its truth that other phrase of Mr.
Arnold’s, a criticismn of life, seems so strangely to
have puzzled older heads than grow on school-
boys’ shoulders, that he who preaches to them will
do wisely perhaps to put it by for the time. Let
him then not take as his text,

hen must endare
Their going hence, even as their coming hither:
Ripeness is all—

but rather the
Dafindils,
That come hefore the swallow dares, and take
The winds of March with beanty—
or,
I saw yvoung Harry, with his beaver on—

not,

The world is too much with us ; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers,
but rather
I saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending.
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¢ Nature, wrote Sir Philip Sidney, ‘never set the
Earth in so rich tapestry as diverse poets have
done ; neither with so pleasant rivers, fruitful trees,
sweet-smelling flowers, nor whatsoever may make
the Earth more lovely.” And again—who does not
remember it —°'1 never heard the old song of
Percie and Dowuglas, that 1 found not my heart
moved more than with a trumpet!’ Those who
-wish to see their boys fond of poetry will do well,
% think, to bear in mind these words ; to set before
them not what shall burden their young imagina-

tions with
the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world,

but rather gladden them with
Joy in widest commonalty spread.

Many things go to the making of a world, and
many moods to the making of a poet. ‘To every-
thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose
under the heaven.! The poet of Paradise Lost was
also the poet of L'Allegro ; he could sing of

Eternal Providence,
And justify the ways of God to men,

and he could sing too of

Many a youth and many a maid
Dancing in the cheguered shade.

As many moods, too, one may say, go to the
making of a reader, whatever his age or condition,
He is not always in the vein for the sound of the
trumpet ; sometimes 7/ Penseroso will be more to
his taste than Z)Alegro; and though, as Shake-
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should be, yet he too knows that it is not always
- May. I have tried to find something to mate with
every mood. That my performance will be found
equal to my promise, which so rarely happens even
to the best of us, I may hardly dare to hope.
To frame an ideal is so easy, to réalise it so hard ;

and some of my young readers .may complain that
I have not kept so strictly as I should to my own
principles, that I have omitted pieces their ow

tastes would have selected, and included some the:
would havé- discarded,—for [ would not have it
thought that I suppose them incapable of any dis-
cretion of their own in these miatters. It may be
that‘'my own youth les too far behind me to let
me recapture all the enchanting fragrance of

The coronals of that forgotten time.

The form, again,—and this also:has beenpart of
my design, for, not only with yc}ung readers, will
the book which 1s easiest to held 1in the hand be
perhaps most often found there—the form, 1 say,
of my little voluime has necessanly restricted
me. Yet the restriction has not Dbeen without
1ts advantages. So vast and various is the wealth
of English poetry, that picking and choosing is
hard work indeed. Poem after poem comes before
one, favourites of one’s own boyhood, favourites
of one’s manhood, here a stanza one has not the
heart to set aside, there a thought one dare
not miss, til one may well cry with Macbeth,
‘What ! will the line stretch out to the crack
of doom ?’ Nor, though [ shall be glad to think
that there is nothing here that is not after its kind
good, may I dare to claim with Mr. Palgrave that
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sy little collection incindes nothing beside the best..
But the tastes of boys are, a3 I have said, as various
in their degree as are the tastes of men, and some
of them at least let me hope | have been so
fortunate as to hit. And if for love of any good and
beautiful thing ke may find herein orie reader-may:
‘be moved to turn for further pleasui€ to the great:
fountain-heads from which these streams are drawn,
1 shall feel my pleasant labour has not been In vain.
I should be glad to think this little °posy of
‘other men’s flowers’ may find its way to the hands
of other than Eton boys, and it may bhe even into
the hands of those who, as Dryden says, ‘are-but
children of a larger growth’ One of the Dbest
criterions of a book for boys is, it has always seemed
to me, that their elders also should be able to taste
it. Think, for example, of Rodinson Crusoe, of
Mastermian Ready, of Tom_Brown's School-Days,
of Treasure-Island, of The Jungle-Book, and of one
which should surely take its place in the list, of
Mr. John Fortescue’s charming Story of a Red
Deer,—a story which Charles Kingsley’s self might
have signed—is there a grey-beard who could not
* find his pleasure in these and in others of like
quality which boys have made their own? Yet to
Eton I bave wished to dedicate it in grateful
memory of that beautiful place. Despite the
inevitable change that everywhere must come when
the old order shall have done its appointed work,
the memory of Eton must still be nourished with
peculiar fondness by all who have ever been under
the spell of her enchantments. Those venerable
buildings so lovingly touched by Time, those in-
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comparable playing-fields shaded by their im-
memorial elms, and kissed by ‘the silver-winding’
river, will still stand undimmed and unforgotten,
when the memory of many a more famous, many a’
more splendid scene has passed away. No son of
Eton need be shamed to record, though never so
poorly, his love for that beautiful and kindly mother.
To her then I dedicate this little offering, to her
and to those whom now she holds under her gentle
charge ; hoping only that they may receive it with
the spirit in which it is made, not as one more
contribution to the eternal tale of lessons, not as an
unbidden intruder on the lawful pleasures of their

play-time, but as a companion and a friend anxious
and, 1 hope, able to stir them

Not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is life and food
For future years.

Cricket and football, the river, the fives-court, and
the running-ground, are, in their own degrees, a
necessary and a wholesome part of education ; the
hours passed in the playing-fields should go hand-
in hand with those of pupil-room and class-time
if our schools are to be all that they should and
can be. Yct sometimes a relaxation from the more®
tumultuous pleasures of hoyhood is not disdained.
A rainy holiday, a sprained ankle, or some other of
those lesser ills that boy’s flcsh is heir to, may paint
the solitude of his own little rocm, the ‘warm
precincts’ of a cheerful fire and a Windsor chair in
no ungracious colours. Then, if haply curiosity, or
a love of change, may turn him for a moment from
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the more stirring society of Walter Scott or Marryatt,
or some other favourite of the hour, to the scber
- little volume 1 now offer him, and if some kindlier
and deeper feeling may keep it for awhile in his
hands, may bring it back to them once and agam,
my task will be done—it will be done if, in the
school that still among it$ traditions keeps green
the memory of Poet’s Walk, it has encouraged in
one hoy a fondness for poetry, and led him %o gain
sonte wesdom fron: this, the best kind of reading.

It is impossible for me to name all those to
whose courtesy I am indebted for the composition
of my fourth book. But to my friends the Messrs.
Macmillan 1 must acknowledge my particular
debt, for wrthout their kindness this new, and, I
trust, improved edition of my little volume had
never seen the light,

1898.-
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Book the First

I
A MORNING SONG
{Cymbeline.)

HARK, hark ! the lark at Heaven's gate sings,
And Phcebus 'gins arise,
His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies ;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes :
With every thing that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise ;

Arise, anse.
William Shakespeare.

2
4 GREETING

PACK, clouds, away, and welcome, day,
With night we banish sorrow ;

Sweet air, blow-soft, mount, larks, aloft
To give my Love good-morrow!

Wings from the wind to please her mind,
Notes from the lark P’ll borrow ;

Bird, prune thy wing, mghtmgalﬂ, sing,
To give my Love good-morrow !

To give my Love good-morrow,
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Wake from thy nest, Robin. Redbreast.
Sing, birds, 1 every furrow ;
And from each hill let masic shrill
Give my fair Love good-morrow |
Blackblrd and thrush in every bush,
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow,
You pretty elves amongst yourselves
Sing my fair Love good-morrow !
To give my Love good-morrow
Sing, birds, 1 in every furrow ! .

Thomas Heywood.

| 3
-T'HE CONSOLATIONS OF POETRY

(THe Shepherd’s- Hunling.)

SHE doth tell me where to borrow
Comfort 1n the midst of sorrow ; |
Makes the desolatest place
To her presence be a grace ;

And the blackest discontents

Be her fairest ornaments.

In my former days of bliss

Her divine skill taught me this,

That from everything I saw

I could some invention draw,

And raise pleasure to her height

111r:::-ugh the meanest object’s sight.
y the murmur of a spring,

Or the least bough’s rusteling,

By a daisy, whose leaves spread

Shut when Titan goes to bed,

Or a shady bush or tree,

she could more’ infuse in me,

Than all Nature’s béauties can

In some other wiser man.
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By her help I also now -

Make this churlish place allow

'Some things that may sweeten gladness
In the very gall of sadness.

The dull loneness, the black shade,
That these hanging vaults have made ;
The strange music of the waves
Beating“on these hollow caves ;

This black den, which rocks emboss,
Overgrown with eldest moss ; |

The rude portals that give light

More to terror than delight ;

‘This my chamber of neglect,

Walled about with disrespect :

From all these and this dull air,

A fit object for desparr,

She hath taught me by her might .
To draw comfort and delight.

" Therefore, thou best earthly bliss,

[ will cherish thee for this. .

Poesie, thou sweet’st content

That e'er Heaven to mortals lent,
Though they as a trifle leave thee
Whose dull thoughts cannot conceive thee ;
Though thou be to them a scorn,

That to nought but earth are born ;

I.et my life no longer be

Than I am in love with thee.

Though our wise ones call thee madness,
[.et me never taste of sadness, .

If 1 love not thy maddest fits

Above all their greatest wits.

And though some, too seeming holy,
Do account thy raptures folly,

Theu dost teach me t6 contemn

What makes knaves and fools of them.

“ (George Wither

| L e
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4
FAIRYIAND

(The Faery Queen.)

RIGHT well I wot, most mighty Sovereign,
That all this famous antique history

Of some the abundance of an idle brain

Will judged be, and painted forgery,

Rather than matter of just memory :

Since none that breatheth living air doth know
Where is that happy land of Faery

Which I so much do vaunt, but nowhere show,
But vouch antiquities, which nobody can know.

But Iet that man with better sense advise
That of the world least part to us is read,
And daily how through hardy enterprise
Many great regions are discoverdd

Which to late age were never mentionad,
Who ever heard of th’ Indian Peru?

Or who 1n venturous vessel measuréd

'The Amazons’ huge river, now found true ?
Or fruitfullest Virginia who did ever view ?

Yet all these were when no man did them know,
Yea, have from wisest ages hidden been :
And later times things more unknown shall show.
Why then should witless man so much misween
That nothing 1s but that which he hath seen ?
What if within the moon’s fair shining sphere,
What 1If in every other star unseen,
Of other worlds he happily should hear?
He wonder would much more ; yet such to some
appear.
Fdmund Spenscy.
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5
THE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE

CaME, live with me, and be my love ;
And we will all the pleasures prove = -
That hills and valleys, dales and fields,

Woods or steepy mountain yields.

And we will sit upon the rocks,
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals.

And | will make thee beds of roses,
And a thousand fragrant posies ;

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle ;

A gown made of the finest wool,
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ;
Fair Iinéd slippers for the cold,

With buckles of the purest gold ;

A belt of straw and ivy-buds

With coral clasps, and amber-studs
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come, live with me, and be my love.,

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May morning :

If these delights thy mind may move,
Then hve with me, and be my love.
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o
THE NYMPH'S REPLY TO THE SHEPHERD

I all the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue,
Those pretty pleasures might me move
. To live with thee and be thy love.

But Time drives flocks from field to fold,
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold,
And Philomel becometh dumb ;

The rest complains of cares to come.

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields
To wayward winter reckoning yields ;
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies,
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds,
Thy coral clasps and amber studs,
All these in me no means can move
To come to thee and be thy love.

But could youth last, and love still breed :
Had joys no date, nor age no need ;

Then these delights my mind might move
To lIive with thee and be thv love
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7
THE MANLY HEART

SHALL I, wasting in despair,
Die because a woman’s fair ?
Or make pale my cheeks with care
'*Cause another’s rosy are?
Be she fairer than the day
Or the flowery meads in May,
If she be not so to me,
What care I how fair she be?

Shall my foolish heart be pined
*Cause I sece a woman kind ;
Or a well disposed nature
Joingd with a lovely feature?
Be she meeker, kinder, than
Turtle-dove or pelican,

If she be not so to me, |

What care I how kind she be?

Shall a woman’s virtues move
Me to perish for her love ?
Or her well-deservings known
Make me quite forget mine own ?
Be she with that goodness blest
Which may merit name of Best,
If she be not such to me,
What care I how good she bey

'Cause her fortune seems too high,

Shall 1 play the fool and die?

She that bears a noble mind

If not outward helps she find,

Thinks what with them he would do

Who without them dares her woo ;

And unless that nund 1 see,

 What care I how great she be?
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Great or good, or kind or fair,
I will never more despair ;
If she love me, this believe,
[ will die ere she shall grieve ;
If she slight me when 1 woo,
I can scorn and let her go ;

" For if she be not for me,

What care I for whom she be ?

George Wither.

8
TRUE BEAUTY

HE that loves a rosy cheek,
Or a coral lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth geek
Fuel to maintain his fires ;
As old Time makes these decay,
S0 his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and steadfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desires, -
Hearts with equal love combined,
" Kindle never dying fires.—
Where these are not, I despise .
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes.

Thomas Carew.

9
THE COUNTRY LIFE

SWEET country life, to such unknown,
Whose lives are others’, not their own,
But serving courts and cities, be
Less happy, less enjoying thee !

Thou never plough’st the ocean’s foam
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Nor to the Eastern Ind dost rove

To bring from thence the scorchéd clove ;
Nor, with the loss of thy loved rest,
Brmg’st home the ing#t from the West.”
No, thy ambition’s master-piece 5
Flies no thought higher than a fleece ;
Or how to pay thy hinds, and clear

All scores, and so to end the year ;

But walk’st about thine own dear bounds,
Not envying others’ larger grounds ;

For well thou know'st, ’tis not th’ extent
Of land makes life, but sweet content,
When now the cock (the ploughman’s horn)
Calls forth the lily-wristed morn ;

Then to thy corn-fields thou dost 2o,
Which though well sotled, yet thou dost know
That the bgst compost for the lands

Is the wise master's feet and hands.

There at the plough thou find’st thy team,”
With a hind whistling there to them,

And cheer’st them up, by. singing how
The kingdom’s portion 1s the plough,
This done, then to th’ enamelled meads -
Thou gu’st ; and as thy foot there treads,
Thou seest a present God-ltke power
Imprimnted in each herb and flower ;

And smell’st the breath of great-eyed kine,
Sweet as the blossoms of the vine,

Here thou behold’st thy large sleek neat
Unto the dew-laps up i meat ;

And, as thou look’st, the wanton steer,
The heifer, cow, and ox draw near,

To make a pleasing pastime there.

These seen, thou go’st to view thy flocks
Of sheep, safe from the wolf and fox,

And find’st their bellies there as full

Of short sweet grass, as backs with wool -
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For sports, for pageantry, and plays,
Thou hast thy eves, and holydays ;
On which the young men and maids meet,
To exercise their dancing feet :
Tripping the comely country Round,
With daffodils and daisies crowned. -
Thy wakes, thy quintels, here thou hast,
Thy May-poles too with garlands graced ;
Thy morris-dance ; thy Whitsun-ale ;
Thy shearing-feast, which never fail ;
Thy harvest-home ; thy wassail bowl,
That’s tossed up after fox-i’-th’-hole :
Thy mummeries ; thy Twelve-tide kings
And queens ; thy Christmas revellings .
Thy nut-brown mirth, thy russet wit,
And no man pays too dear for 1t.—
To these, thou hast thy times to go
And trace the hare th’ treacherous snow ;
Thy witty wiles to draw, and get
The lark into the trammel net;
Thou hast thy cockrood, and thy glade
To take the precious pheasant made ;
Thy lime-twigs, snares, and pit-falls then
To catch the pilfering birds, not men.
—Oh happy life ! if that their good
The husbandmen but understood !
Who all the day themselves do please,
And younglings, with such sports as these ;
And lying down, have nought t* affnght
Sweet Sleep, that makes more short the night.

Robert Herrick.

10
TRUE FRIENDSHIP AND FALSE

As it fell upon a day
In the merry month of May,

Cit1mor i 9 hileaeant chade
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Beasts did leap, and birds did sing,

Trees did grow, and plants did spring ;

Everything did banish moan,

Save the nightingale alone.

She, poor bird, as all forlorn,

Leaned her breast up-till a thorn,

And there sung the dolefull’st ditty,

That to hear it was great pity, |

‘ Fie, fie, fie,) now would she cry ;

‘Teru, teru !’ by and by ;

That to hear her so complain,

Scarce I could from tears refrain ;

. For her griefs, so lively shown,

Made me think upon mine own.

Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain !

None takes pity on thy pain :

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee ;

Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee ;

King Pandion he is dead ;

All thy friends are lapped 1n lead ;

All thy fellow birds do sing,

Careless of thy sorrowing.

Even so, poor bird, like thee,

None alive will pity me.

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled,

Thou and I were both beguiled.
Every one that flatters thee

Is no friend in musery.

Words are easy, like the wind ;

Faithful friends are hard to find.

Every man will be thy friend

Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ;

But if store of crowns be scant,

No man will supply thy want,

If that one be prodigal,

Bountiful they will him call,

And with such-hke flattering,

¢ PHv hoot he were a kine < '- .

11
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Then farewell his great renown ;
They that fawned on him before
Use his company no more.

He that is thy friend indeed,

He will help thee in thy need :
If thou sorrow, he will weep ;

If thou wake, he cannot sleep ;
Thus of every grief in heart

He with thee doth bear a part.
These are certain signs to know

Faithful friend from flattering foe,

Richard Barnfield,
X
11 |
ADVICE TO 4 YOUNG MAN
(Hamlet.) N

THERE, my blessing with thee *

And these few precepts in thy memory

See thou character, ™ Give thy thoughts no tongue,
Nor any unproportioned thought his act,

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel] ;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatched, unfledged comrade. Beware
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in,

Bear’t that th’ opposéd may beware of thee,

Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice:

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habhit as thy purse can buy,

But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy :

. For the apparel oft proclaims the man, |

“And they in France of the best rank and station

ﬂ.""ﬂ ﬁrﬂ Y T
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For loan oft loses both itself and friend, -
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry:.
This above all : to thine own self be true,
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.

William S kakespeare.

I2
W HE ASSEMBLING OF THE HOSTS OF HELL
(Paradise Lost.)

ALL these and more ame flocking ; but with
looks
Downcast and damp ; yet such wherein appeared
Obscure some glimpse of joy to have found their
Chief
Not in despair, to have found themselves not lost
In loss itself : which on his countenance cast
Like doubtful hue. But he, his wonted pride
Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore
Semblance of worth, not substance, gently raised,
Their fainting courage, and dispelled their fears.
- Then straight commands, that, at the warlike sound
“If trumpets loud and clarions, be upreared
} His mighty standard. That proud honour claimed
Azazel as his right, a cherub tall -
Who forthwith from the glittering staff unfurled
The 1mperial ensign ; which, full high advanced,
shone hke a meteor streaming to the wind,
With gems and golden Mistre rich emblazed,
Seraphic arms and trophies ; all the while
Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds :
At which the universal host up-sent
A shout, that tore Hell’s concave, and beyond
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night.
All'th a moment through the gloom were seen
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Ten thousand banners rise into the air

With orient colours waving : with them rose
A forest huge of spears ; and thronging helms
Appeared, and serried shields in thick array

Of depth 1mmeasurable. Anon they move
In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood

Of flutes and soft recorders, such as raised

To height of noblest temper heroes old

Arming to battle, and instead of rage,

Deliberate valour breathed, firm and unmoved
With dread of death to flight or foul retreat ;

Nor wanting power to mitigate and 'suage

With solemn touches troubled thoughts, and chase
Anguish, and doubt, and fear, and sorrow, and pain
From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they,
Breathing united force, with fixéd thought,

Moved on in silence to soft pipes, that charmed
Their painful steps o’er the burnt soil. And now
Advanced in view they stand ; a horrid front

Of dreadful length and dazzling arms, in guise

Of warriors old with ordered spear and shield,
Awaiting what command their mighty Chief |
Had to impose. He through the armed files
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse

The whole battalion views, their prder due,

Their visages and stature as of gods ;

Their number last he sums. And now his heart
Distends with pride, and hardening in his strength.
Glories ; for never, since created man, )
Met such embodied force as, named with these,
Could merit more than that small infantry

Warred on by cranes ; though all the giant brood
Of Phlegra with the heroic race were joined

That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side
Mixed with auxiliar gods ; and what resounds

In fable or romance of Uther’s son,

Begirt with British and Armoric knights ;

And.all who since, baptised or infidel,

Jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban,
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Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond,
Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore,
When Charlemain with all his peerage fell
By Fontarabia. Thus far these beyond
Compare of mortal prowess, yet observed
Their dread commander, He, above the rest
In shape and gesture proudly eminent,
Stood like a tower. His form had yet not lost
Al her original brightness, nor appeared
Less than archangel ruined, and the excess
Of glory obscured ; as when the Sun, hew risen,
‘Looks through the horizontal misty air
Shorn of his beams, or from behind the moon,
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds
On half the nations, and with fear of change
Perplexes monarchs, Darkened 50, yet shone
Above them:al] the Archangel ; but his face
Deep scars of thunder had intrenched, and care
Sat on his faded cheek ; but under brows
Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride
Waiting revenge, Cruel his eve, but cast
Signs of remorse and passion, to behold
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather
(Far other once beheld in bliss), condemned
For ever now to have their lot in pain;
Millions of spirits for his fault amerced
» Of Heaven, and from eternal splendours flung
For his revolt ; yet faithful how they stood,
Their glory withered ; as when heaven’s fire
Hath scathed the forest oaks or mountain pines,
With singéd top their stately growth, though bare,
Stands on the blasted heath, He now prepared.
To speak ; whereat their doubled ranks they bend
From wing to wing, and half enclose him round
With all his peers : attention held thermn mute,
Thrice he assayed, and thrice, in spite of scorn,
Tears, such as angels weep, burst forth ; at last
Words interwove with sighs found out their way.
Sokn Milton.
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13
ENGLAND'S DANGER
. (Rickard the Second.) -

115 rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last,

Tor violent fires soon burn out themselves ;

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are
short ;

He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ;

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder :

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,

Consuming means, Soon preys upon itself,

This royal throne of kings, this sceptered isle,

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,

This other Eden, demi-paradise,

This fortress built by Nature for herself

Against infection and the hand of war,

This happy breed of men, this little world

This precious stone set In the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall

Or as a moat defensive to a house, '

Against the envy of less happier lands,

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this
England, .

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Feared by their breed and famous by their birth,

Renowndd for their deeds as far from home,

For Christian service and true chivalry,

As ib the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry

Of the world’s ransom, blesséd Mary's Son,

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land,

Dear for her reputation through the world,

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it,

Like to a tenement or pelting farm.

England, bound in with the triumphant sea,:

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege
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Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds :
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a shameful eonquest of itself. |

William

14
THE TRIUMPH OF HOLINGBROAE
{Richard the Second.)

THEN, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke,
Mounted upon a hot and hery steed
Which his aspiring rider seemed to know,
With slow but stately pace kept on his course,
Whilst all tongues cried ‘God save thee, Boling.

broke !’

You would have thought the very windows spake,
So many greedy looks of young and old
Through’ casements darted their desiring eyes
Upon his .visage, and that all the walls
With painted imagery had said at once
‘ Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke !’
*Whilst he, from one side to the other turning,
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck,
Bespake them thus : ‘I thank you, countrymen :

And thus still doing, thus he passed along.

As in a theatre, the eyes of men,
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage,
Are idly bent on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious ;
Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried * God save

him !?
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+

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ;
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

His face still combating with tears and smiles,
The badges of his grief and patience,

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steeled
The hearts of men, they must perforce have meited
And barbarism itself have pitied him,

William Shakespeare.

IS
PRINCE HENRY
(Henry the Fourth.)

Hotspur. HE shall be welcome too. Where is
his son,
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales,
And his comrades, that daffed the world aside,
And hid it pass’

Vernon. Alt furnished, all in arms ;
All plumed, like estridges that with the wind
Baited like eagles having lately bathed ;
Glittering in golden coats, like 1mages ;

As full of spirit as the month of May,

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ;
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.
I saw young Harry, with his beaver on,

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly armed,
Rise from the ground like feathered Mercury,
And vaulted with such ease into his seat,

As if an angel dropped down from the clouds,
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus

And witch the world with noble horsemanship.

William Skhakespeare.
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16
SIR PATRICK SPENS

THE King sits in Dumfermline town,
Drinking the blude-red wine ; |

¢ Oh whare will I get a skeely skipper,
To sail this new ship of mine I”

Oh up and spake an eldern kmght,
Sat at the King’s right knee,—

¢ Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor,
That ever sailed the sea.’

Our King has written a braid letter,
And sealed it with his hand,

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens,
Was walking on the strand.

‘To Noroway, to Noroway,
To Noroway o’er the faem ;
‘The King’s daughter of Noroway,
*Tis thou maun bring her hame.’

The first word that Sir Patrick read,
Sae loud loud laughed he ;

The neist word that Sir Patrick read,
The tear blinded his e’e.

* Oh wha is this has done this deed,
And tauld the King o’ me,,

To send us out, at this time of year,
To sail upon the sea?

¢ Be it wind, be it weet, be it hail, be it sleet,
Our ship must sail the faem ; -
The King’s daughter of Noroway,
'Tis we must fetch her hame” -

C %!
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* Make ready, make ready, my merrymen a’!
QOur gude ship sails the mom !’
‘ Now ever alack, my master dear,
I fear a deadly storm!

‘1 saw the new moon, late yestreen,
W7? the auld moon in her arm ;
And, if we gang to sea, mastet,
[ fear we'll come to harm.’

‘They hadna sailed a league, a league,
A league but barely three,

When the lift grew dark, and the wind blew loud,
And gurly grew the sea.

Oh laith, laith were our gude Scots lords
To wet their cork-heeled shoon !
But long or a’ the play was played,
They wat their hats aboon.

Oh lang, lang may the ladyes sit
W1’ their fans into their hand,

Before they see Sir Patrick Spens
Come sailing to the strand !

And lang, lang may the maidens sit,
W7 their goud kaims in their hair
Awaiting for their ain dear loves,
For them they’ll see na mair!

Half o’er, half o’er to Aberdour,
'Tis fifty fathom deep ;

And there lies gude Sir Patrick Spens,
W7’ the Scots lords at his feet.

Unkenown.
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I7
LYCIDAS
(Elegy on a Friend drowned in the Irish Channel.)

YET once more, oh ye laurels, and once more
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy neéver sere,

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude,
And with forced fingers rude

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year.
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear
Compels me to disturb your season due :

For Lycidas 1s dead, dead ere his prime,
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer.
Who would not sing for Lycidas? He knew
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme,
He must not float upon his watery bier
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind
Without the meed of some melodious tear.

Begin then, Sisters of the sacred well
That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring,
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the stnng.
Hence with denial vain and coy excuse ;
. So may some gentie Muse
With lucky words favour my destined urn ;

nd as he passes, turn
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud.

For we were nursed upon the self-same hill,
Fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill.
Together hoth, ere the high lawns appeared
Under the opening eyelids of the morn,
We drove a-field, and both together heard
What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn,
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of might,
Oft till the star that rose at evening bright
Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his westering
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Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute,
Tempered to the oaten flute,

Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel
From the giad sound would not be absent long ;
And old Damcetas loved to hear our song,

But, oh, the heavy change, now thou art gone,
Now thou art gone, and never must return !
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert caves
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown,
And all their echoes, mourn :

The willows and the hazel copses green

Shall now no more be seen

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays : —
As killing as the canker to the rose,

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze,
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear
When first the white-thorn blows ;

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherds’ ear.

W(}Ilere were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless

eep

Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidas ?

For neither were ye playing on the steep

Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie,

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high,

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream :

Ay me! I fondly dream—

Had ye been there—for what could that have
done ? *

What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore,

The Muse herself, for her enchanting son

Whom universal nature did lament,

When by the rout that made the hideous roar

His gory visage down the stream was sent,

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ?

Alas ! what boots it with incessant care
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade
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And strictly meditate the thankless Muse?

Were it not better done, as others use,

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,

Or with the tangles of Neaera’s hair?

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth rase
(That last infirmity of noble mind)

To scorn delights, and live laborious days ;

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find,

And think to burst out into sudden blaze,

Cames the blind Fury with the abhorréd shears
And slits the thin-spun life. ‘ But not the praise,’
“Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears ;
‘Fame is no plani that grows on mortal soil,

Nor in the glistering foil

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour hes ;
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove;

As he pronounces lastly on each deed,

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.’

Oh fountain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood,
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with vocal reeds,
That strain I heard was of a higher mood !

But now my oat proceeds,
And listens to the herald of the sea
That came in Neptune’s plea ;
He asked the waves and asked the felon winds,
What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain?
And questioned every gust of rugged wings
That blows from off each beakéd promontory.
They knew not of his story ; *
And sage Hippotadgs their answer brings,
That not a blast was from his dungeon strayed ;
The air was calm, and on the level brine
Sleek Panope with all her sisters played.
It was that fatal and perfidious bark
Built in the eclipse, and rigged with curses dark,
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine.

& e e * *

-_—
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Return, Alpheus ; the dread voice is past
That shrunk thy streams : return, Sicilian Muse,
-And call the vales, and bid them hither cast
Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues.
Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks
On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks ;
Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes
That on the green turf suck the honeyed showers
And purple all the ground with vernal flowers,
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies,
The tufted crow-toe, and pale Jessamine,
The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jef,
The glowing violet, |
The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine,
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head,
And every flower that.sad embroidery wears ;
Bid amarantus all his beauty shed,
And daffodillies fill their cups with tears
To strew the laureat hearse where Lyad lies.
For, so to interpose a little ease, *
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise :
Ay me ! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas
Wash far away,—where'er thy bones are hurled,
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides '
Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide,
Visitest the bottom of the monstrous world ;
Or whether thou, to our mo;st vows denied,
Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old,
Where the great vision of the guarded mount
-Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold,
~——Look homeward, Angel, now, and melt with ruth :
—-And, oh ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth !

Weep no more, woefy] shepherds, weep no more,
For Lycidas, your SOrrow, 1s not dead,
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor :
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,
And yet anon repairs his drooping head
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And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore -

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky :

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high :

Through the dear might of Him that walked th
waves ; |

Where, other groves and other streams along,

With nectar pure his cozy locks he laves,

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love.

There entertain him all the saints above

In solemn troops, and sweet societies,

That sing, and singing in their glory move,

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes.

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ;

Henceforth thou art the genius 6f the shore

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good

To all that wander in that perilous flood.

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and
rills,

While the still morn went out with sandals gray ;
He touched the tender stops of various quills,
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay.
And now the sun had stretched out all the hills;
And now was dropt into the western bay :
At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue :
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.

Jokn Milton.

18

ODE UPON CROMWELLS RETURN FROM
IRELAND

THE forward youth that would appear,
Must now forsake his Muses dear,
Nor in the shadows sing
Hiz numbers lanomishing,
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Ths time to leave the books in dust,
And o1l the unused armour’s rust,
Removing from the wall
The corslet of the hall,

>0 restless Cromwell could not cease
In the inglorious arts of peace,
But through adventurous war
Urged his active star:

And hke the three-forked lightning, first
Breaking the clouds where 1t was nurst,
Did thorough his own side
His fiery way divide :

For ’tis all one to courage high,
The emulous, or enemy ;
And with such, to enclose
Is more than to oppose,

Then burning through the air he went
And palaces and temples rent ;

And Cezsar's head at last

Did through his laurels blast.

’T1s madness to resist or blame

The face of angry Heaven’s flame ;
And if we would speak true,
Much to the man 1s due

Who, from his private gardens, where
He lived reserved and austere,

(As 1f his highest plot

To plant the bergamot,)

Could by industrious valour climb

To ruin the great work of time,
And cast the kingdoms old
Into another mould.

-
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Though Justice against Fate complain,
And plead the ancient rights in vain—
But those do hold or break

As men are strong or weak.

Nature, that hateth emptiness,
Allows of ‘penetration less, = -
And therefore must make room:
Where greater spirits come.

What field of all the civil war
Where his were not the deepest scar?
And Hampton shows what part
He had of wiser art, .
Where, twining subtle fears with hope,
He wove a net of such a scope
That Charles himself might chase
To Cansbrook’s narrow case;

That thence the Royal actor borne

The tragic scaffold might adorn ;
While round the armed bands
Did clap their bloody hands.

He nothing common did or mean
Upon that memorable scene,

But with his keener eye

The axe’s edge did try ;

Nor called the Gods, with vulgar spite,
To vindicate his helpless night ;
But bowed his comely head

IDown, as upon a bed.

— This was that memorable hour
Which first assured the forced power .
Ga when thev did design

27
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A bleeding head, where they begun, .
Did fright the architects to run ;
And yet in that the State
Foresaw its happy fate !

" And now the Irish are ashamed -

To see themselves in one year tamed ;
S0 much one man can do

That does both act and know.,

They can affirm his praises best,
And have, though overcome, confest
How good he i1s, how just
And fit for highest trust ;

Nor yet grown stiffer with command,
But still in the Republic’s hand—
How fit he 1s to sway
That can so well obey !

He to the Commons’ feet presents
A kingdom for his first year’s rents,
And (what he may) forbears
His fame, to make it theirs ;

And has lns sword and spoils ungirt
To lay them at the Public’s skirt.
S0 when the falcon high
Falls heavy from the sky,

She, having killed, no more doth search

But on the next green hough to perch,
Where, when he first does lure,
The falconer has her sure.

— What may not then our Isle presume
While victory his crest does plume ?
What may not others fear

495 1 X [ [ 1
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As Caesar he, ere long, to Gaul,
To Italy an Hannibal,
And to all States not free
Shall chimacteric be,

The Pict no shelter now shall find

Within his parti-coloured mind,
But from this valour sad
Shrink underneath the plaid—

Happy, if in the tufted brake
The English hunter him mistake,

Nor lay his hounds in near
The Caledonian deer.

But thou, the War's and Fortune’s son,
March indefatigably on,

And for the last effect

Still keep the sword erect :

Besides the force it has to fright

The spirits of the shady night,
The same arts that did gain
A power, must 1t maintain.

Andrvew Marvell.

19
ENGCLAND ARMING FOR WAR
(Henry the Fifth.)

Now all the youth of England are on fire,

And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies :

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought
Reigns solely in the breast of every man:

They sell the pasture now to buy the horse,
Eallowine the mirror of all Christian kings,
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For now sits Expectation in the air,

And hides a swnrd from hilts unto the point
With crowns impenal, crowns and coronets,
Promised to Harrv and his followers.

The French, advised by good ntelligence

Of this most dreadful preparation,

Shake in their fear and with pale policy

Seek to divert the English purposes.

Oh England ! model to thy inward greatness,
Like little body with 2 mighty heart,

What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do,
Were all thy children kind and natural !

William Shalespeare.

b

20

7O LUCASTA, ON GOING TO THE WARS

TELL me not, Sweet, [ am unkind
That, from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind,
To war and arms [ fly,

True, a new mistress now [ chase,
The first foe in the field ;

And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy 1s such
As you too shall adore ;

I could not love thee, Dear, so much,
Loved I not honour more.

Richard Lovelace.
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21
SAINT CRISFPIN'S DAY
(Henry the Fifth.)

IF we are marked to die, we are enow

To do our country loss ; and if to live,

The fewer men the greater share of honour.

God’s will ! I pray thee wish not one man more.

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,

Nor care 1 who doth feed upon my cost ;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear ;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires :

But if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England.

God’s peace ! 1 would not lose so great an honour

As one man more, methinks, would share from me

For the best hope I have. Oh do not wish one
more |

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my
host .

That he which hath no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart-; his passport shall be made

And crowns for convey put into his purse :

We would not die in that man’s company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is called the feast of Crispian:

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,

Will stand a tip-toe when this day 1s named,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,

And say ‘ To-morrow is Saint Crispian.’

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,

And say, ‘ These wounds I bad on Crispin’s day.

Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot,

e n TV B | | S e or T A [P N —
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What feats he did that day : then shall our names,

Familiar in his mouth as household words,

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,

Be in their flowing cups freshly remembered.

This story shall the good man teach his son

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world,

But we in 1t shall be remembereéd,

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition :

And gentlemen in England now a-bed

Shall think themselves accursed they were not
here,

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.

Wrilliam Shakespeare.

22
KING HENRY'S PRAYER
(Henry the Fifth.)

OH God of battles, stee] my soldiers’ hearts !
Possess them not with fear ; take from them now
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts fronf them. Not to-day, oh Lord,
Oh not to-day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown !

[ Richard’s body have interréd new ; |
And on it have bestowed more contrite tears
Than from 1t issued forced drops of blood.

. Five hundred poor 1 have n yearly pay,

Who twice a-day their withered hands hold up



The Battle of Agincourt 33

Two chantries where the sad and solemn priests
Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will 1 do ;
Though all that I can do is nothing worth,

Since that my penitenée comes after all,

Imploring pardon.
William Shakespeare.

23
THE BATTILE OF AGINCOURT

FAIR stood the wind for France,

When we our sails advance,

Nor now to prove our chance
Longer will tarry ;

But putting to the main,

At Caux, the mouth of Seine,

With all his martial train,
Landed King Harry.

And taking many a fort,
Furnished in warlike sort,
Marcheth towards Agincourt
In happy hour ;
Skirmishing day by day
With those that stopped his way,
Where the French General lay
With all his power,

Which in his height of pride,

King Henry to deride, .

His ransom to provide | |
T'o the king sending.

Which he neglects the while,

As from a nation vile,

Yet with an angry smile
Their fall portending,
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And turning to his men,
Quoth our brave Henry then,
* Though they be one to ten,
Be not amazeéd ;
Yet have we well begun,
Battles so bravely won
Have ever to the sun
By fame been raiséd,

* And for myself,’ quoth he,
‘ This my full rest shall be,
England ne’er mourn for me,
Nor more esteem me,
Victor I will remain,
Or on this earth lie slain,
Never shall she sustain
Loss to redeem me.

‘ Poitiers and Cressy tell,
When most their pride did swell,
Under our swords they fell,

No less our skill 1s,
Than when our grandsire great,
Claiming the regal seat,
By many a warlike feat

Lopped the French lilies.’

The Duke of York so dread

The eager vanward led ;

With the main Henry sped,
Amongst his henchmen.

Exeter had the rear,

A braver man not there :

Heavens ! how hot they were
On the false Frenchmen !

They now to fight are gone,

Armour on armour shone,

Drum now to drum did groan,
To hear was wonder :
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That with the cries they make,

The very carth did shake ;

Trumpet to trumpet spake,
Thunder to thunder.

Well it thine age became,

Oh noble Erpingham,

Which didst the signal aim
To our hid forces ;

When from a meadow by,

- Like a storm suddenly,

The English archery
Struck the French horses.

With Spanish yew so strong,
Arrows a cloth-yard long,
That like to serpents stung,
Piercing the weather ;
None from his fellow starts,
But playing manly parts,
And like true English hcarts,
Stuck close together.

When down their bows they threw,
And forth their bilbos drew,
And on the French they flew,
Not one was tardy ;
Arms were from shoulders sent,
Scalps to the teeth were rent,
Down the French peasants went,—
Qur men were hardy.

This while our noble Kimng,

His broad sword brandishing,

Down the French host did ding,
As to o’erwhelm 1t ;

And many a deep wound lent,

His arms with blood besprent,

And many a cruel dent
Bruiséd hus helmet,

35
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Gloucester, that duke so good,

Next of the royal blood,

For famous England stood
With his brave brother,

Clarence, in steel so bright,

Though but a maiden knight,

Yet in that furious fight
Scarce such another.

Warwick in blood did wade,

Oxford the foe invade,

And cruel slaughter made,
Still as they ran up ;

Suffolk his axe did ply,

Beaumont and Willoughhy

Bare them right doughtily,
Ferrers and Fanhope.

Upon Saint Crispin’s day
Fought was this noble fray,
Which fame did not delay
To England to carry ;
Oh when shall English men
With such acts fill a pen,
Or England breed again
Such a King Harry ?

Mickael Dravion.

24
BRAVE LORD WILILOUGHRY

THE fifteenth day of July,

With glistening spear and shiel