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[bookmark: pagev]p. vTHIS POEM
IS INSCRIBED
TO
THE MEMORY OF HER
BY WHOM AND FOR WHOM I BECAME A POET.

Book I.
THE PROLOGUE.
1
‘Mine is no horse with wings, to gain
   The region of the spheral chime;
He does but drag a rumbling wain,
   Cheer’d by the coupled bells of rhyme;
And if at Fame’s bewitching note
   My homely Pegasus pricks an ear,
The world’s cart-collar hugs his throat,
   And he’s too wise to prance or rear.’
2
[bookmark: page14]Thus ever answer’d Vaughan his Wife,
   Who, more than he, desired his fame;
But, in his heart, his thoughts were rife
   How for her sake to earn a name.
p. 14With bays poetic three times crown’d,
   And other college honours won,
He, if he chose, might be renown’d,
   He had but little doubt, she none;
And in a loftier phrase he talk’d
   With her, upon their Wedding-Day,
(The eighth), while through the fields they walk’d,
   Their children shouting by the way.
3
‘Not careless of the gift of song,
   Nor out of love with noble fame,
I, meditating much and long
   What I should sing, how win a name,
Considering well what theme unsung,
   What reason worth the cost of rhyme,
Remains to loose the poet’s tongue
   In these last days, the dregs of time,
Learn that to me, though born so late,
   There does, beyond desert, befall
(May my great fortune make me great!)
   The first of themes, sung last of all.
In green and undiscover’d ground,
   Yet near where many others sing,
I have the very well-head found
   Whence gushes the Pierian Spring.’
[bookmark: page15]p. 154
[bookmark: page16]Then she: ‘What is it, Dear?  The Life
   Of Arthur, or Jerusalem’s Fall?’
‘Neither: your gentle self, my Wife,
   And love, that grows from one to all.
And if I faithfully proclaim
   Of these the exceeding worthiness,
Surely the sweetest wreath of Fame
   Shall, to your hope, my brows caress;
And if, by virtue of my choice
   Of this, the most heart-touching theme
That ever tuned a poet’s voice,
   I live, as I am bold to dream,
To be delight to many days,
   And into silence only cease
When those are still, who shared their bays
   With Laura and with Beatrice,
Imagine, Love, how learned men
   Will deep-conceiv’d devices find,
Beyond my purpose and my ken,
   An ancient bard of simple mind.
You, Sweet, his Mistress, Wife, and Muse,
   Were you for mortal woman meant?
Your praises give a hundred clues
   To mythological intent!
p. 16And, severing thus the truth from trope,
   In you the Commentators see
Outlines occult of abstract scope,
   A future for philosophy!
Your arm’s on mine! these are the meads
   In which we pass our living days;
There Avon runs, now hid with reeds,
   Now brightly brimming pebbly bays;
Those are our children’s songs that come
   With bells and bleatings of the sheep;
And there, in yonder English home,
   We thrive on mortal food and sleep!’
She laugh’d.  How proud she always was
   To feel how proud he was of her!
But he had grown distraught, because
   The Muse’s mood began to stir.
5
His purpose with performance crown’d,
   He to his well-pleased Wife rehears’d,
When next their Wedding-Day came round,
   His leisure’s labour, ‘Book the First.’

CANTO V.
The Violets.
PRELUDES.
I.
The Comparison.
[bookmark: page47]WHERE she succeeds with cloudless brow,
   In common and in holy course,
He fails, in spite of prayer and vow
   And agonies of faith and force;
Or, if his suit with Heaven prevails
   To righteous life, his virtuous deeds
Lack beauty, virtue’s badge; she fails
   More graciously than he succeeds.
Her spirit, compact of gentleness,
   If Heaven postpones or grants her pray’r,
Conceives no pride in its success,
   And in its failure no despair;
But his, enamour’d of its hurt,
   Baffled, blasphemes, or, not denied,
Crows from the dunghill of desert,
   And wags its ugly wings for pride.
p. 47He’s never young nor ripe; she grows
   More infantine, auroral, mild,
And still the more she lives and knows
   The lovelier she’s express’d a child.
Say that she wants the will of man
   To conquer fame, not check’d by cross,
Nor moved when others bless or ban;
   She wants but what to have were loss.
Or say she wants the patient brain
   To track shy truth; her facile wit
At that which he hunts down with pain
   Flies straight, and does exactly hit.
Were she but half of what she is,
   He twice himself, mere love alone,
Her special crown, as truth is his,
   Gives title to the worthier throne;
For love is substance, truth the form;
   Truth without love were less than nought;
But blindest love is sweet and warm,
   And full of truth not shaped by thought,
And therefore in herself she stands
   Adorn’d with undeficient grace,
Her happy virtues taking hands,
   Each smiling in another’s face.
So, dancing round the Tree of Life,
   They make an Eden in her breast,
While his, disjointed and at strife,
   Proud-thoughted, do not bring him rest.


CANTO IX.
Sahara.
PRELUDES.
I.
The Wife’s Tragedy.
[bookmark: page75]Man must be pleased; but him to please
   Is woman’s pleasure; down the gulf
Of his condoled necessities
   She casts her best, she flings herself.
How often flings for nought, and yokes
   Her heart to an icicle or whim,
Whose each impatient word provokes
   Another, not from her, but him;
While she, too gentle even to force
   His penitence by kind replies,
Waits by, expecting his remorse,
   With pardon in her pitying eyes;
And if he once, by shame oppress’d,
   A comfortable word confers,
She leans and weeps against his breast,
   And seems to think the sin was hers;
p. 75And whilst his love has any life,
   Or any eye to see her charms,
At any time, she’s still his wife,
   Dearly devoted to his arms;
She loves with love that cannot tire;
   And when, ah woe, she loves alone,
Through passionate duty love springs higher,
   As grass grows taller round a stone.
II.
Common Graces.
[bookmark: page76]Is nature in thee too spiritless,
   Ignoble, impotent, and dead,
To prize her love and loveliness
   The more for being thy daily bread?
And art thou one of that vile crew
   Which see no splendour in the sun,
Praising alone the good that’s new,
   Or over, or not yet begun?
And has it dawn’d on thy dull wits
   That love warms many as soft a nest,
That, though swathed round with benefits,
   Thou art not singularly blest?
And fail thy thanks for gifts divine,
   The common food of many a heart,
Because they are not only thine?
   Beware lest in the end thou art
p. 76Cast for thy pride forth from the fold,
   Too good to feel the common grace
Of blissful myriads who behold
   For evermore the Father’s face.

CANTO VII.
The Revulsion.
PRELUDES.
I.
Joy and Use.
Can ought compared with wedlock be
   For use?  But He who made the heart
To use proportions joy.  What He
   Has join’d let no man put apart.
Sweet Order has its draught of bliss
   Graced with the pearl of God’s consent,
Ten times delightful in that ’tis
   Considerate and innocent.
In vain Disorder grasps the cup;
   The pleasure’s not enjoy’d but spilt,
And, if he stoops to lick it up,
   It only tastes of earth and guilt.
His sorry raptures rest destroys;
   To live, like comets, they must roam;
On settled poles turn solid joys,
   And sunlike pleasures shine at home.
[bookmark: page153]p. 153II.
‘She was Mine.’
‘Thy tears o’erprize thy loss!  Thy wife,
   In what was she particular?
Others of comely face and life,
   Others as chaste and warm there are,
And when they speak they seem to sing;
   Beyond her sex she was not wise;
And there is no more common thing
   Than kindness in a woman’s eyes.
Then wherefore weep so long and fast,
   Why so exceedingly repine!
Say, how has thy Beloved surpass’d
   So much all others?’  ‘She was mine.’ 
