
September 10

THE LOVER COMPARETH HIS STATE TO A
SHIP IN PERILOUS STORM TOSSED
ON THE SEA.1

M Y galley chargèd with forgetfulness
   Thorough2 sharp seas, in winter nights doth pass
   'Tween rock and rock; and eke3 mine enemy, 
alas,
That is my lord, steereth with cruelness,
And every oar a thought in readiness,
As though that death were light in such a case.4
An endless wind doth tear the sail apace
Of forcèd sighs and trusty fearfulness.5
A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain,
Hath done the wearied cords great hinderance;
Wreathèd with error and eke with ignorance.
The stars be hid that led me to this pain.
    Drownèd is reason that should me consort,6
    And I remain despairing of the port.

SIR THOMAS WYATT 

1  Translated from Petrarch's Rime 189.
2  Through.
3  Also.
4  As though my destruction would not matter much.
5  Fear to trust.
6  Accompany.
= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

COMPLAINT OF A LOVER REBUKED.

LOVE, that liveth and reigneth in my thought,
That built his seat within my captive breast ;
Clad in the arms wherein with me he fought,
Oft in my face he doth his banner rest.
She, that taught me to love, and suffer pain ;
My doubtful hope, and eke my hot desire
With shamefaced cloak to shadow and restrain,
Her smiling grace converteth straight to ire.
And coward Love then to the heart apace
Taketh his flight ; whereas he lurks, and plains
His purpose lost, and dare not shew his face.
For my Lord's guilt thus faultless bide I pains.
    Yet from my Lord shall not my foot remove :
    Sweet is his death, that takes his end by love.

HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY

September 12

SONNET 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:
O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

SONNET 20

A woman's face with nature's own hand painted,
Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion;
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
With shifting change, as is false women's fashion:
An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,
Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;
A man in hue all hues in his controlling,
Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created;
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,
And by addition me of thee defeated,
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick'd thee out for women's pleasure,
Mine be thy love and thy love's use their treasure.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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Excerpt from SALVE DEUS REX JUDÆOREM

Now Pontius Pilate is to judge the Cause           745
Of faultlesse Jesus, who before him stands;
Who neither hath offended Prince, nor Lawes,
Although he now be brought in woefull bands:
O noble Governour, make thou yet a pause,
Doe not in innocent blood imbrue thy hands;    750
     But heare the words of thy most worthy wife,
    Who sends to thee, to beg her Saviours life.  

Let barb'rous crueltie farre depart from thee,
And in true Justice take afflictions part;
Open thine eies, that thou the truth mai'st see,   755
Doe not the thing that goes against thy heart,
Condemne not him that must thy Saviour be;
But view his holy Life, his good desert.
    Let not us Women glory in Mens fall,
    Who had power given to over-rule us all.      760 

Till now your indiscretion sets us free, 
And makes our former fault much lesse appeare;
Our Mother Eve, who tasted of the Tree,
Giving to Adam what shee held most deare,
Was simply good, and had no powre to see,      765
The after-comming harme did not appeare:
    The subtile Serpent that our Sex betraide,
    Before our fall so sure a plot had laide.  

That undiscerning Ignorance perceav'd
No guile, or craft that was by him intended;      770
For had she knowne, of what we were bereav'd,
To his request she had not condiscended.
But she (poore soule) by cunning was deceav'd,
No hurt therein her harmelesse Heart intended:
    For she alleadg'd Gods word, which he denies,

775
    That they should die, but even as Gods, be wise. 

But surely Adam can not be excusde,
Her fault though great, yet hee was most too 
blame;
What Weaknesse offerd, Strength might have 
refusde,
Being Lord of all, the greater was his shame:    780
Although the Serpents craft had her abusde,
Gods holy word ought all his actions frame,

    For he was Lord and King of all the earth,
    Before poore Eve had either life or breath.  

Who being fram'd by Gods eternall hand,         785
The perfect'st man that ever breath'd on earth;
And from Gods mouth receiv'd that strait 
command,
The breach whereof he knew was present death:
Yea having powre to rule both Sea and Land,
Yet with one Apple wonne to loose that breath  790
    Which God had breathed in his beauteous face,
    Bringing us all in danger and disgrace.  

And then to lay the fault on Patience backe,
That we (poore women) must endure it all;
We know right well he did discretion lacke,      795
Beeing not perswaded thereunto at all;
If Eve did erre, it was for knowledge sake,
The fruit beeing faire perswaded him to fall:
    No subtill Serpents falshood did betray him,
    If he would eate it, who had powre to stay him?

800

Not Eve, whose fault was onely too much love,
Which made her give this present to her Deare,
That what shee tasted, he likewise might prove,
Whereby his knowledge might become more 
cleare;
He never sought her weakenesse to reprove,     805
With those sharpe words, which he of God did 
heare:
    Yet Men will boast of Knowledge, which he 
tooke
    From Eves faire hand, as from a learned Booke. 

If any Evill did in her remaine,
Beeing made of him, he was the ground of all;  810
If one of many Worlds could lay a staine
Upon our Sexe, and worke so great a fall
To wretched Man, by Satans subtill traine;
What will so fowle a fault amongst you all?
    Her weakenesse did the Serpents words obay;

815
    But you in malice Gods deare Sonne betray.  

Whom, if unjustly you condemne to die,
Her sinne was small, to what you doe commit;
All mortall sinnes that doe for vengeance crie,
Are not to be compared unto it:                         820



If many worlds would altogether trie,
By all their sinnes the wrath of God to get;
    This sinne of yours, surmounts them all as farre
    As doth the Sunne, another little starre.

Then let us have our Libertie againe,                825
And challendge to your selves no Sov'raigntie;
You came not in the world without our paine,
Make that a barre against your crueltie;
Your fault beeing greater, why should you disdaine
Our beeing your equals, free from tyranny?      830
    If one weake woman simply did offend,
    This sinne of yours, hath no excuse, nor end.   

AMILIA LANYER

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =
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THE FLEA
            
MARK but this flea, and mark in this,
How little that which thou deniest me is ;
It suck'd me first, and now sucks thee, 
And in this flea our two bloods mingled be.
Thou know'st that this cannot be said
A sin, nor shame, nor loss of maidenhead ;
    Yet this enjoys before it woo,
    And pamper'd swells with one blood made of 
two ;
    And this, alas ! is more than we would do.
            
O stay, three lives in one flea spare,
Where we almost, yea, more than married are.
This flea is you and I, and this
Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is.
Though parents grudge, and you, we're met,
And cloister'd in these living walls of jet.
    Though use make you apt to kill me,
    Let not to that self-murder added be,
    And sacrilege, three sins in killing three.
            
Cruel and sudden, hast thou since
Purpled thy nail in blood of innocence?
Wherein could this flea guilty be,
Except in that drop which it suck'd from thee?
Yet thou triumph'st, and say'st that thou
Find'st not thyself nor me the weaker now.
'Tis true ; then learn how false fears be ;

Just so much honour, when thou yield'st to me,
Will waste, as this flea's death took life from thee.

JOHN DONNE

THE CANONIZATION

FOR God's sake hold your tongue, and let me love 
;
    Or chide my palsy, or my gout ;
    My five gray hairs, or ruin'd fortune flout ;
With wealth your state, your mind with arts 
improve ;
        Take you a course, get you a place, 
        Observe his Honour, or his Grace ;
Or the king's real, or his stamp'd face 
    Contemplate ; what you will, approve, 
    So you will let me love.

Alas ! alas ! who's injured by my love? 
    What merchant's ships have my sighs drown'd?
    Who says my tears have overflow'd his ground? 
When did my colds a forward spring remove? 
        When did the heats which my veins fill 
        Add one more to the plaguy bill?
Soldiers find wars, and lawyers find out still 
    Litigious men, which quarrels move, 
    Though she and I do love.

Call's what you will, we are made such by love ; 
    Call her one, me another fly,
    We're tapers too, and at our own cost die, 
And we in us find th' eagle and the dove. 
        The phoenix riddle hath more wit 
        By us ; we two being one, are it ;
So, to one neutral thing both sexes fit. 
    We die and rise the same, and prove 
    Mysterious by this love.

We can die by it, if not live by love, 
    And if unfit for tomb or hearse
    Our legend be, it will be fit for verse ; 
And if no piece of chronicle we prove, 
        We'll build in sonnets pretty rooms ; 
        As well a well-wrought urn becomes
The greatest ashes, as half-acre tombs, 
    And by these hymns, all shall approve 
    Us canonized for love ;



And thus invoke us, "You, whom reverend love 
    Made one another's hermitage ;
    You, to whom love was peace, that now is rage ;
Who did the whole world's soul contract, and drove 
        Into the glasses of your eyes ;
        So made such mirrors, and such spies,
That they did all to you epitomize—
    Countries, towns, courts beg from above 
    A pattern of your love."

JOHN DONNE

THE SUN RISING

 BUSY old fool, unruly Sun, 
 Why dost thou thus,
Through windows, and through curtains, call on 
us ? 
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run ? 
 Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 
 Late school-boys and sour prentices, 
 Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride, 
 Call country ants to harvest offices ;
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime, 
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of 
time. 

 Thy beams so reverend, and strong 
 Why shouldst thou think ? 
I could eclipse and cloud them with a wink, 
But that I would not lose her sight so long. 
 If her eyes have not blinded thine, 
 Look, and to-morrow late tell me, 
 Whether both th' Indias of spice and mine 
 Be where thou left'st them, or lie here with me. 
Ask for those kings whom thou saw'st yesterday, 
And thou shalt hear, "All here in one bed lay." 

 She's all states, and all princes I ;
 Nothing else is ; 
Princes do but play us ; compared to this, 
All honour's mimic, all wealth alchemy. 
 Thou, Sun, art half as happy as we, 
 In that the world's contracted thus ; 
 Thine age asks ease, and since thy duties be 
 To warm the world, that's done in warming us. 
Shine here to us, and thou art everywhere ; 
This bed thy center is, these walls thy sphere.
 JOHN DONNE
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THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER

IN SEVEN PARTS

ARGUMENT
How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by 
storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole 
; and how from thence she made her course to the 
tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean ; and 
of the strange things that befell ; and in what 
manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his 
own Country.

PART I
An ancient Mariner meeteth three Gallants bidden 
to a wedding-feast, and detaineth one.

    It is an ancient Mariner,
    And he stoppeth one of three.
    `By thy long beard and glittering eye,
    Now wherefore stopp'st thou me ?

    The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,
    And I am next of kin ;
    The guests are met, the feast is set :
    May'st hear the merry din.'

    He holds him with his skinny hand,
    `There was a ship,' quoth he.
    `Hold off ! unhand me, grey-beard loon !'
    Eftsoons his hand dropt he.

The Wedding-Guest is spell-bound by the eye of 
the old seafaring man, and constrained to hear his 
tale.

    He holds him with his glittering eye--
    The Wedding-Guest stood still,
    And listens like a three years' child :
    The Mariner hath his will.

    The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone :
    He cannot choose but hear ;
    And thus spake on that ancient man,
    The bright-eyed Mariner.



    `The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
    Merrily did we drop
    Below the kirk, below the hill,
    Below the lighthouse top.

The Mariner tells how the ship sailed southward 
with a good wind and fair weather, till it reached 
the Line.

    The Sun came up upon the left,
    Out of the sea came he !
    And he shone bright, and on the right
    Went down into the sea.

    Higher and higher every day,
    Till over the mast at noon--'
    The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
    For he heard the loud bassoon.

The Wedding-Guest heareth the bridal music ; but 
the Mariner continueth his tale.

    The bride hath paced into the hall,
    Red as a rose is she ;
    Nodding their heads before her goes
    The merry minstrelsy.

    The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
    Yet he cannot choose but hear ;
    And thus spake on that ancient man,
    The bright-eyed Mariner.

The ship driven by a storm toward the south pole.

    `And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he
    Was tyrannous and strong :
    He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
    And chased us south along.

    With sloping masts and dipping prow,
    As who pursued with yell and blow
    Still treads the shadow of his foe,
    And forward bends his head,
    The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
    The southward aye we fled.

    And now there came both mist and snow,
    And it grew wondrous cold :

    And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
    As green as emerald.

The land of ice, and of fearful sounds where no 
living thing was to be seen.

    And through the drifts the snowy clifts
    Did send a dismal sheen :
    Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken--
    The ice was all between.

    The ice was here, the ice was there,
    The ice was all around :
    It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
    Like noises in a swound !

Till a great sea-bird, called the Albatross, came 
through the snow-fog, and was received with great 
joy and hospitality.

    At length did cross an Albatross,
    Thorough the fog it came ;
    As if it had been a Christian soul,
    We hailed it in God's name.

    It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
    And round and round it flew.
    The ice did split with a thunder-fit ;
    The helmsman steered us through !

And lo ! the Albatross proveth a bird of good 
omen, and followeth the ship as it returned 
northward through fog and floating ice.

    And a good south wind sprung up behind ;
    The Albatross did follow,
    And every day, for food or play,
    Came to the mariner's hollo !

    In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
    It perched for vespers nine ;
    Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
    Glimmered the white Moon-shine.'

The ancient Mariner inhospitably killeth the pious 
bird of good omen.

    `God save thee, ancient Mariner !
    From the fiends, that plague thee thus !--



    Why look'st thou so ?'--With my cross-bow
    I shot the ALBATROSS.

PART II

    The Sun now rose upon the right :
    Out of the sea came he,
    Still hid in mist, and on the left
    Went down into the sea.

    And the good south wind still blew behind,
    But no sweet bird did follow,
    Nor any day for food or play
    Came to the mariners' hollo !

His shipmates cry out against the ancient Mariner, 
for killing the bird of good luck.

    And I had done an hellish thing,
    And it would work 'em woe :
    For all averred, I had killed the bird
    That made the breeze to blow.
    Ah wretch ! said they, the bird to slay,
    That made the breeze to blow !

But when the fog cleared off, they justify the same, 
and thus make themselves accomplices in the 
crime.

    Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
    The glorious Sun uprist :
    Then all averred, I had killed the bird
    That brought the fog and mist.
    'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
    That bring the fog and mist.

The fair breeze continues ; the ship enters the 
Pacific Ocean, and sails northward, even till it 
reaches the Line.

    The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
    The furrow followed free ;
    We were the first that ever burst
    Into that silent sea.

The ship hath been suddenly becalmed.

    Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
    'Twas sad as sad could be ;

    And we did speak only to break
    The silence of the sea !

    All in a hot and copper sky,
    The bloody Sun, at noon,
    Right up above the mast did stand,
    No bigger than the Moon.

    Day after day, day after day,
    We stuck, nor breath nor motion ;
    As idle as a painted ship
    Upon a painted ocean.

And the Albatross begins to be avenged.

    Water, water, every where,
    And all the boards did shrink ;
    Water, water, every where,
    Nor any drop to drink.

    The very deep did rot : O Christ !
    That ever this should be !
    Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
    Upon the slimy sea.

    About, about, in reel and rout
    The death-fires danced at night ;
    The water, like a witch's oils,
    Burnt green, and blue and white.

A Spirit had followed them ; one of the invisible 
inhabitants of this planet, neither departed souls 
nor angels ; concerning whom the learned Jew, 
Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopolitan, 
Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very 
numerous, and there is no climate or element 
without one or more.

    And some in dreams assuréd were
    Of the Spirit that plagued us so ;
    Nine fathom deep he had followed us
    From the land of mist and snow.

    And every tongue, through utter drought,
    Was withered at the root ;
    We could not speak, no more than if
    We had been choked with soot.

The shipmates, in their sore distress, would fain 



throw the whole guilt on the ancient Mariner : in 
sign whereof they hang the dead sea-bird round his 
neck.

    Ah ! well a-day ! what evil looks
    Had I from old and young !
    Instead of the cross, the Albatross
    About my neck was hung.

PART III

    There passed a weary time. Each throat
    Was parched, and glazed each eye.
    A weary time ! a weary time !
    How glazed each weary eye,
    When looking westward, I beheld
    A something in the sky.

The ancient Mariner beholdeth a sign in the 
element afar off.

    At first it seemed a little speck,
    And then it seemed a mist ;
    It moved and moved, and took at last
    A certain shape, I wist.

    A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist !
    And still it neared and neared :
    As if it dodged a water-sprite,
    It plunged and tacked and veered.

At its nearer approach, it seemeth him to be a ship ; 
and at a dear ransom he freeth his speech from the 
bonds of thirst.

    With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
    We could nor laugh nor wail ;
    Through utter drought all dumb we stood !
    I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
    And cried, A sail ! a sail !

A flash of joy ;

    With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
    Agape they heard me call :
    Gramercy ! they for joy did grin,
    And all at once their breath drew in,
    As they were drinking all.

And horror follows. For can it be a ship that comes 
onward without wind or tide ?

    See ! see ! (I cried) she tacks no more !
    Hither to work us weal ;
    Without a breeze, without a tide,
    She steadies with upright keel !

    The western wave was all a-flame.
    The day was well nigh done !
    Almost upon the western wave
    Rested the broad bright Sun ;
    When that strange shape drove suddenly
    Betwixt us and the Sun.

It seemeth him but the skeleton of a ship.

    And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
    (Heaven's Mother send us grace !)
    As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
    With broad and burning face.

And its ribs are seen as bars on the face of the 
setting Sun.

    Alas ! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
    How fast she nears and nears !
    Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
    Like restless gossameres ?

The Spectre-Woman and her Death-mate, and no 
other on board the skeleton ship.

    And those her ribs through which the Sun
    Did peer, as through a grate ?
    And is that Woman all her crew ?
    Is that a DEATH ? and are there two ?
    Is DEATH that woman's mate ?

[first version of this stanza through the end of Part 
III]

Like vessel, like crew !

    Her lips were red, her looks were free,
    Her locks were yellow as gold :
    Her skin was as white as leprosy,
    The Night-mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,
    Who thicks man's blood with cold.



Death and Life-in-Death have diced for the ship's 
crew, and she (the latter) winneth the ancient 
Mariner.

    The naked hulk alongside came,
    And the twain were casting dice ;
    `The game is done ! I've won ! I've won !'
    Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

No twilight within the courts of the Sun.

    The Sun's rim dips ; the stars rush out :
    At one stride comes the dark ;
    With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
    Off shot the spectre-bark.

At the rising of the Moon,

    We listened and looked sideways up !
    Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
    My life-blood seemed to sip !
    The stars were dim, and thick the night,
    The steerman's face by his lamp gleamed white ;
    From the sails the dew did drip--
    Till clomb above the eastern bar
    The hornéd Moon, with one bright star
    Within the nether tip.

One after another,

    One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
    Too quick for groan or sigh,
    Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
    And cursed me with his eye.

His shipmates drop down dead.

    Four times fifty living men,
    (And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
    With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
    They dropped down one by one.

But Life-in-Death begins her work on the ancient 
Mariner.

    The souls did from their bodies fly,--
    They fled to bliss or woe !
    And every soul, it passed me by,

    Like the whizz of my cross-bow !

PART IV
The Wedding-Guest feareth that a Spirit is talking 
to him ;

    `I fear thee, ancient Mariner !
    I fear thy skinny hand !
    And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
    As is the ribbed sea-sand.

(Coleridge's note on above stanza)

    I fear thee and thy glittering eye,
    And thy skinny hand, so brown.'--
    Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest !
    This body dropt not down.

But the ancient Mariner assureth him of his bodily 
life, and proceedeth to relate his horrible penance.

    Alone, alone, all, all alone,
    Alone on a wide wide sea !
    And never a saint took pity on
    My soul in agony.

He despiseth the creatures of the calm,

    The many men, so beautiful !
    And they all dead did lie :
    And a thousand thousand slimy things
    Lived on ; and so did I.

And envieth that they should live, and so many lie 
dead.

    I looked upon the rotting sea,
    And drew my eyes away ;
    I looked upon the rotting deck,
    And there the dead men lay.

    I looked to heaven, and tried to pray ;
    But or ever a prayer had gusht,
    A wicked whisper came, and made
    My heart as dry as dust.

    I closed my lids, and kept them close,
    And the balls like pulses beat ;
    For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky



    Lay like a load on my weary eye,
    And the dead were at my feet.

But the curse liveth for him in the eye of the dead 
men.

    The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
    Nor rot nor reek did they :
    The look with which they looked on me
    Had never passed away.

    An orphan's curse would drag to hell
    A spirit from on high ;
    But oh ! more horrible than that
    Is the curse in a dead man's eye !
    Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,
    And yet I could not die.

In his loneliness and fixedness he yearneth towards 
the journeying Moon, and the stars that still 
sojourn, yet still move onward ; and every where 
the blue sky belongs to them, and is their appointed 
rest, and their native country and their own natural 
homes, which they enter unannounced, as lords 
that are certainly expected and yet there is a silent 
joy at their arrival.

    The moving Moon went up the sky,
    And no where did abide :
    Softly she was going up,
    And a star or two beside--

    Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
    Like April hoar-frost spread ;
    But where the ship's huge shadow lay,
    The charméd water burnt alway
    A still and awful red.

By the light of the Moon he beholdeth God's 
creatures of the great calm.

    Beyond the shadow of the ship,
    I watched the water-snakes :
    They moved in tracks of shining white,
    And when they reared, the elfish light
    Fell off in hoary flakes.

    Within the shadow of the ship
    I watched their rich attire :

    Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
    They coiled and swam ; and every track
    Was a flash of golden fire.

Their beauty and their happiness.

He blesseth them in his heart.

    O happy living things ! no tongue
    Their beauty might declare :
    A spring of love gushed from my heart,
    And I blessed them unaware :
    Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
    And I blessed them unaware.

The spell begins to break.

    The self-same moment I could pray ;
    And from my neck so free
    The Albatross fell off, and sank
    Like lead into the sea.

PART V

    Oh sleep ! it is a gentle thing,
    Beloved from pole to pole !
    To Mary Queen the praise be given !
    She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
    That slid into my soul.

By grace of the holy Mother, the ancient Mariner is 
refreshed with rain.

    The silly buckets on the deck,
    That had so long remained,
    I dreamt that they were filled with dew ;
    And when I awoke, it rained.

    My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
    My garments all were dank ;
    Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
    And still my body drank.

    I moved, and could not feel my limbs :
    I was so light--almost
    I thought that I had died in sleep,
    And was a blesséd ghost.

He heareth sounds and seeth strange sights and 



commotions in the sky and the element.

    And soon I heard a roaring wind :
    It did not come anear ;
    But with its sound it shook the sails,
    That were so thin and sere.

    The upper air burst into life !
    And a hundred fire-flags sheen,
    To and fro they were hurried about !
    And to and fro, and in and out,
    The wan stars danced between.

    And the coming wind did roar more loud,
    And the sails did sigh like sedge ;
    And the rain poured down from one black cloud 
;
    The Moon was at its edge.

    The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
    The Moon was at its side :
    Like waters shot from some high crag,
    The lightning fell with never a jag,
    A river steep and wide.

The bodies of the ship's crew are inspired, and the 
ship moves on ;

    The loud wind never reached the ship,
    Yet now the ship moved on !
    Beneath the lightning and the Moon
    The dead men gave a groan.

    They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
    Nor spake, nor moved their eyes ;
    It had been strange, even in a dream,
    To have seen those dead men rise.

    The helmsman steered, the ship moved on ;
    Yet never a breeze up-blew ;
    The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,
    Where they were wont to do ;
    They raised their limbs like lifeless tools--
    We were a ghastly crew.

    The body of my brother's son
    Stood by me, knee to knee :
    The body and I pulled at one rope,
    But he said nought to me.

But not by the souls of the men, nor by dæmons of 
earth or middle air, but by a blessed troop of 
angelic spirits, sent down by the invocation of the 
guardian saint.

    `I fear thee, ancient Mariner !'
    Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest !
    'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
    Which to their corses came again,
    But a troop of spirits blest :

    For when it dawned--they dropped their arms,
    And clustered round the mast ;
    Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,
    And from their bodies passed.

    Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
    Then darted to the Sun ;
    Slowly the sounds came back again,
    Now mixed, now one by one.

    Sometimes a-dropping from the sky
    I heard the sky-lark sing ;
    Sometimes all little birds that are,
    How they seemed to fill the sea and air
    With their sweet jargoning !

    And now 'twas like all instruments,
    Now like a lonely flute ;
    And now it is an angel's song,
    That makes the heavens be mute.

    It ceased ; yet still the sails made on
    A pleasant noise till noon,
    A noise like of a hidden brook
    In the leafy month of June,
    That to the sleeping woods all night
    Singeth a quiet tune.

[Additional stanzas, dropped after the first edition.]

    Till noon we quietly sailed on,
    Yet never a breeze did breathe :
    Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
    Moved onward from beneath.

The lonesome Spirit from the south-pole carries on 
the ship as far as the Line, in obedience to the 



angelic troop, but still requireth vengeance.

    Under the keel nine fathom deep,
    From the land of mist and snow,
    The spirit slid : and it was he
    That made the ship to go.
    The sails at noon left off their tune,
    And the ship stood still also.

    The Sun, right up above the mast,
    Had fixed her to the ocean :
    But in a minute she 'gan stir,
    With a short uneasy motion--
    Backwards and forwards half her length
    With a short uneasy motion.

    Then like a pawing horse let go,
    She made a sudden bound :
    It flung the blood into my head,
    And I fell down in a swound.

The Polar Spirit's fellow-dæmons, the invisible 
inhabitants of the element, take part in his wrong ; 
and two of them relate, one to the other, that 
penance long and heavy for the ancient Mariner 
hath been accorded to the Polar Spirit, who 
returneth southward.

    How long in that same fit I lay,
    I have not to declare ;
    But ere my living life returned,
    I heard and in my soul discerned
    Two voices in the air.

    `Is it he ?' quoth one, `Is this the man ?
    By him who died on cross,
    With his cruel bow he laid full low
    The harmless Albatross.

    The spirit who bideth by himself
    In the land of mist and snow,
    He loved the bird that loved the man
    Who shot him with his bow.'

    The other was a softer voice,
    As soft as honey-dew :
    Quoth he, `The man hath penance done,
    And penance more will do.'

PART VI

    FIRST VOICE

    `But tell me, tell me ! speak again,
    Thy soft response renewing--
    What makes that ship drive on so fast ?
    What is the ocean doing ?'

    SECOND VOICE

    `Still as a slave before his lord,
    The ocean hath no blast ;
    His great bright eye most silently
    Up to the Moon is cast--

    If he may know which way to go ;
    For she guides him smooth or grim.
    See, brother, see ! how graciously
    She looketh down on him.'

The Mariner hath been cast into a trance ; for the 
angelic power causeth the vessel to drive 
northward faster than human life could endure.

    FIRST VOICE

    `But why drives on that ship so fast,
    Without or wave or wind ?'

    SECOND VOICE

    `The air is cut away before,
    And closes from behind.

    Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high !
    Or we shall be belated :
    For slow and slow that ship will go,
    When the Mariner's trance is abated.'

The supernatural motion is retarded ; the Mariner 
awakes, and his penance begins anew.

    I woke, and we were sailing on
    As in a gentle weather :
    'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high ;
    The dead men stood together.

    All stood together on the deck,



    For a charnel-dungeon fitter :
    All fixed on me their stony eyes,
    That in the Moon did glitter.

    The pang, the curse, with which they died,
    Had never passed away :
    I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
    Nor turn them up to pray.

The curse is finally expiated.

    And now this spell was snapt : once more
    I viewed the ocean green,
    And looked far forth, yet little saw
    Of what had else been seen--

    Like one, that on a lonesome road
    Doth walk in fear and dread,
    And having once turned round walks on,
    And turns no more his head ;
    Because he knows, a frightful fiend
    Doth close behind him tread.

    But soon there breathed a wind on me,
    Nor sound nor motion made :
    Its path was not upon the sea,
    In ripple or in shade.

    It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
    Like a meadow-gale of spring--
    It mingled strangely with my fears,
    Yet it felt like a welcoming.

    Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
    Yet she sailed softly too :
    Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze--
    On me alone it blew.

And the ancient Mariner beholdeth his native 
country.

    Oh ! dream of joy ! is this indeed
    The light-house top I see ?
    Is this the hill ? is this the kirk ?
    Is this mine own countree ?

    We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,
    And I with sobs did pray--
    O let me be awake, my God !

    Or let me sleep alway.

    The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
    So smoothly it was strewn !
    And on the bay the moonlight lay,
    And the shadow of the Moon.

[Additional stanzas, dropped after the first edition.]

    The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
    That stands above the rock :
    The moonlight steeped in silentness
    The steady weathercock.

The angelic spirits leave the dead bodies,

    And the bay was white with silent light,
    Till rising from the same,
    Full many shapes, that shadows were,
    In crimson colours came.

And appear in their own forms of light.

    A little distance from the prow
    Those crimson shadows were :
    I turned my eyes upon the deck--
    Oh, Christ ! what saw I there !

    Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
    And, by the holy rood !
    A man all light, a seraph-man,
    On every corse there stood.

    This seraph-band, each waved his hand :
    It was a heavenly sight !
    They stood as signals to the land,
    Each one a lovely light ;

    This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
    No voice did they impart--
    No voice ; but oh ! the silence sank
    Like music on my heart.

    But soon I heard the dash of oars,
    I heard the Pilot's cheer ;
    My head was turned perforce away
    And I saw a boat appear.

[Additional stanza, dropped after the first edition.]



    The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,
    I heard them coming fast :
    Dear Lord in Heaven ! it was a joy
    The dead men could not blast.

    I saw a third--I heard his voice :
    It is the Hermit good !
    He singeth loud his godly hymns
    That he makes in the wood.
    He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away
    The Albatross's blood.

PART VII
The Hermit of the Wood,

    This Hermit good lives in that wood
    Which slopes down to the sea.
    How loudly his sweet voice he rears !
    He loves to talk with marineres
    That come from a far countree.

    He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve--
    He hath a cushion plump :
    It is the moss that wholly hides
    The rotted old oak-stump.

    The skiff-boat neared : I heard them talk,
    `Why, this is strange, I trow !
    Where are those lights so many and fair,
    That signal made but now ?'

Approacheth the ship with wonder.

    `Strange, by my faith !' the Hermit said--
    `And they answered not our cheer !
    The planks looked warped ! and see those sails,
    How thin they are and sere !
    I never saw aught like to them,
    Unless perchance it were

    Brown skeletons of leaves that lag
    My forest-brook along ;
    When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
    And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
    That eats the she-wolf's young.'

    `Dear Lord ! it hath a fiendish look--
    (The Pilot made reply)

    I am a-feared'--`Push on, push on !'
    Said the Hermit cheerily.

    The boat came closer to the ship,
    But I nor spake nor stirred ;
    The boat came close beneath the ship,
    And straight a sound was heard.

The ship suddenly sinketh.

    Under the water it rumbled on,
    Still louder and more dread :
    It reached the ship, it split the bay ;
    The ship went down like lead.

The ancient Mariner is saved in the Pilot's boat.

    Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,
    Which sky and ocean smote,
    Like one that hath been seven days drowned
    My body lay afloat ;
    But swift as dreams, myself I found
    Within the Pilot's boat.

    Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
    The boat spun round and round ;
    And all was still, save that the hill
    Was telling of the sound.

    I moved my lips--the Pilot shrieked
    And fell down in a fit ;
    The holy Hermit raised his eyes,
    And prayed where he did sit.

    I took the oars : the Pilot's boy,
    Who now doth crazy go,
    Laughed loud and long, and all the while
    His eyes went to and fro.
    `Ha ! ha !' quoth he, `full plain I see,
    The Devil knows how to row.'

    And now, all in my own countree,
    I stood on the firm land !
    The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,
    And scarcely he could stand.

The ancient Mariner earnestly entreateth the 
Hermit to shrieve him ; and the penance of life 
falls on him.



    `O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man !'
    The Hermit crossed his brow.
    `Say quick,' quoth he, `I bid thee say--
    What manner of man art thou ?'

    Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
    With a woful agony,
    Which forced me to begin my tale ;
    And then it left me free.

And ever and anon through out his future life an 
agony constraineth him to travel from land to land ;

    Since then, at an uncertain hour,
    That agony returns :
    And till my ghastly tale is told,
    This heart within me burns.

    I pass, like night, from land to land ;
    I have strange power of speech ;
    That moment that his face I see,
    I know the man that must hear me :
    To him my tale I teach.

    What loud uproar bursts from that door !
    The wedding-guests are there :
    But in the garden-bower the bride
    And bride-maids singing are :
    And hark the little vesper bell,
    Which biddeth me to prayer !

    O Wedding-Guest ! this soul hath been
    Alone on a wide wide sea :
    So lonely 'twas, that God himself
    Scarce seeméd there to be.

    O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
    'Tis sweeter far to me,
    To walk together to the kirk
    With a goodly company !--

    To walk together to the kirk,
    And all together pray,
    While each to his great Father bends,
    Old men, and babes, and loving friends
    And youths and maidens gay !

And to teach, by his own example, love and 

reverence to all things that God made and loveth.

    Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell
    To thee, thou Wedding-Guest !
    He prayeth well, who loveth well
    Both man and bird and beast.

    He prayeth best, who loveth best
    All things both great and small ;
    For the dear God who loveth us,
    He made and loveth all.

    The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
    Whose beard with age is hoar,
    Is gone : and now the Wedding-Guest
    Turned from the bridegroom's door.

    He went like one that hath been stunned,
    And is of sense forlorn :
    A sadder and a wiser man,
    He rose the morrow morn.

S. T. COLERIDGE



September 24

THE SECOND COMING           

Turning and turning in the widening gyre
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand;
Surely the Second Coming is at hand.
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Troubles my sight; somewhere in sands of the 
desert
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it
Reel shadows of indignant desert birds.
The darkness drops again; but now I know
That twenty centuries of stony sleep
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?
 W. B. YEATS

ALL THINGS CAN TEMPT ME

ALL things can tempt me from this craft of verse: 
One time it was a woman’s face, or worse— 
The seeming needs of my fool-driven land; 
Now nothing but comes readier to the hand 
Than this accustomed toil. When I was young,
I had not given a penny for a song 
Did not the poet sing it with such airs 
That one believed he had a sword upstairs; 
Yet would be now, could I but have my wish, 
Colder and dumber and deafer than a fish.

W. B. YEATS

September 29

THE LOVE SONG OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK

     S'io credesse che mia risposta fosse
    A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
    Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.
    Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo
    Non torno vivo alcun, s'i'odo il vero,
    Senza tema d'infamia ti rispondo.1

Let us go then, you and I,
When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized2 upon a table;
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust3 restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument
Of insidious intent
To lead you to an overwhelming question . . .
Oh, do not ask, "What is it?"
Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.4

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the 
window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the 
window-panes
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from 
chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,
And seeing that it was a soft October night,
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

And indeed there will be time
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;
There will be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,
And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;
Time for you and time for me,
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,



And for a hundred visions and revisions,
Before the taking of a toast and tea.

In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.

And indeed there will be time
To wonder, "Do I dare?" and, "Do I dare?"
Time to turn back and descend the stair,
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair--
[They will say: "How his hair is growing thin!"]
My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the 
chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a 
simple pin--
[They will say: "But how his arms and legs are 
thin!"]
Do I dare
Disturb the universe?
In a minute there is time
For decisions and revisions which a minute will 
reverse.

For I have known them all already, known them 
all:--
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;
I know the voices dying with a dying fall
Beneath the music from a farther room.
So how should I presume?

And I have known the eyes already, known them 
all--
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,
Then how should I begin
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?
And how should I presume?

And I have known the arms already, known them 
all--
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare
[But in the lamplight, downed with light brown 
hair!]
Is it perfume from a dress
That makes me so digress?
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.
And should I then presume?

And how should I begin?
. . . . .
Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow 
streets
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of 
windows? . . .

I should have been a pair of ragged claws
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

. . . . .

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so 
peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,
Asleep . . . tired . . . or it malingers,
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,5

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and 
prayed,
Though I have seen my head [grown slightly bald] 
brought in upon a platter,6

I am no prophet--and here's no great matter;
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, 
and snicker,
And in short, I was afraid.

And would it have been worth it, after all,
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and 
me,
Would it have been worth while,
To have bitten off the matter with a smile,
To have squeezed the universe into a ball
To roll it toward some overwhelming question,
To say: "I am Lazarus,7 come from the dead
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all"--
If one, settling a pillow by her head,
Should say: "That is not what I meant at all.
That is not it, at all."

And would it have been worth it, after all,
Would it have been worth while,
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the 
sprinkled streets,
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts 



that trail along the
floor--
And this, and so much more?--
It is impossible to say just what I mean!
But as if a magic lantern8 threw the nerves in 
patterns on a screen:
Would it have been worth while
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,
And turning toward the window, should say:
"That is not it at all,
That is not what I meant, at all."

. . . . .

No! I am not Prince Hamlet,9 nor was meant to be;
Am an attendant lord, one that will do
To swell a progress, start a scene or two,
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,
Deferential, glad to be of use,
Politic, cautious, and meticulous;
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous--
Almost, at times, the Fool.

I grow old . . .I grow old . . .
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a 
peach?
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon 
the beach.
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back
When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown
Till human voices wake us, and we drown.

T. S. ELIOT

(1) A passage from Dante Alighieri's Inferno (Canto 27, lines 61-66) 
spoken by Guido da Montefeltro in response to the questions of 
Dante, who Guido supposes is dead, since he is in Hell:. The flame 
in which Guido is encased vibrates as he speaks: "If I thought that 
that I was replying to someone who would ever return to the world, 
this flame would cease to flicker. But since no one ever returns from 

these depths alive, if what I've heard is true, I will answer you 
without fear of infamy."
(2) Anesthetized with ether; but also suggesting "made etherial," 
less real.
(3) Cheap bars and restaurants used to spread sawdust on the floor 
to soak up spilled beer, etc.
(4) The great Renaissance Italian artist.
(5) Cookies and ice cream.
(6) Like John the Baptist (see Matthew 14: 1-12)
(7) A man raised from death by Jesus (see John 11: 1-44).
(8) Early form of slide projector.
(9) Shakespeare's sensitive hero known for procrastination.


