Byron: Seminar 1

Please read the attached poems and Canto 3 of Childe Harold’s Pigrimmage.

Think about:

1) Shifting responses to war (some of you might want to bring into play what you already know about Wordsworth et al.)

2) The response to Waterloo in particular 

3) The significance of the fear of invasion

4) The different forms that these poems take

You may want to focus on one question or one poem.

The Soldier's Funeral 
Robert Southey (1799)

 It is the funeral march. I did not think 
That there had been such magic in sweet sounds! 
Hark! from the blacken'd cymbal that dead tone—
It awes the very rabble multitude, 
They follow silently, their earnest brows 
Lifted in solemn thought. 'Tis not the pomp 
And pageantry of death that with such force 
Arrests the sense,—the mute and mourning train, 
The white plume nodding o'er the sable hearse, 
Had past unheeded, or perchance awoke 
A serious smile upon the poor man's cheek 
At pride's last triumph. Now these measur'd sounds 
This universal language, to the heart 
Speak instant, and on all these various minds 
Compel one feeling.

                                    But such better thoughts 
Will pass away, how soon! and there who here 
Are following their dead comrade to the grave, 
Ere the night fall, will in their revelry 
Quench all remembrance. From the ties of life 
Unnaturally rent, a man who knew 
No resting place, no dear delights of home, 
Belike who never saw his children's face, 
Whose children knew no father, he is gone, 
Dropt from existence, like the withered leaf 
That from the summer tree is swept away, 
Its loss unseen. She hears not of his death 
Who bore him, and already for her son 
Her tears of bitterness are shed: when first 
He had put on the livery of blood, 
She wept him dead to her.

                                    We are indeed
Clay in the potter's hand! one favour'd mind
Scarce lower than the Angels, shall explore
The ways of Nature, whilst his fellow-man
Fram'd with like miracle the work of God, 
Must as the unreasonable beast drag on 
A life of labour, like this soldier here, 
His wonderous faculties bestow'd in vain, 
Be moulded by his fate till be becomes 
A mere machine of murder.

                                  And there are 
Who say that this is well! as God had made 
All things for man's good pleasure, so of men 
The many for the few! Court-moralists, 
Reverend lip-comforters that once a week 
Proclaim how blessed are the poor, for they 
Shall have their wealth hereafter, and tho' now 
Toiling and troubled, tho' they pick the crumbs 
That from the rich man's table fall, at length 
In Abraham's bosom rest with Lazarus. 
Themselves meantime secure their good things here 
And dine with Dives. These are they O Lord! 
Who in thy plain and simple gospel see 
All mysteries, but who find no peace enjoined, 
No brotherhood, no wrath denounced on them 
Who shed their brethren's blood,—blind at noon day 
As owls, lynx-eyed in darkness!

                                  O my God! 
I thank thee that I am not such as these 
I thank thee for the eye that sees, the heart 
That feels, the voice that in these evil days 
That amid evil tongues, exalts itself 
And cries aloud against the iniquity.

Thanksgiving Ode 1816

Wordsworth

 I

 HAIL, orient Conqueror of gloomy Night!

          Thou that canst shed the bliss of gratitude

          On hearts howe'er insensible or rude;

          Whether thy punctual visitations smite

          The haughty towers where monarchs dwell;

          Or thou, impartial Sun, with presence bright

          Cheer'st the low threshold of the peasant's cell!

          Not unrejoiced I see thee climb the sky

          In naked splendour, clear from mist or haze,

          Or cloud approaching to divert the rays,

          Which even in deepest winter testify

              Thy power and majesty,

          Dazzling the vision that presumes to gaze.

          --Well does thine aspect usher in this Day;

          As aptly suits therewith that modest pace

            Submitted to the chains

          That bind thee to the path which God ordains

              That thou shalt trace,

          Till, with the heavens and earth, thou pass away!

          Nor less, the stillness of these frosty plains,

          Their utter stillness, and the silent grace

          Of yon ethereal summits white with snow,

          (Whose tranquil pomp and spotless purity

              Report of storms gone by

              To us who tread below)

          Do with the service of this Day accord.

          --Divinest Object which the uplifted eye

          Of mortal man is suffered to behold;

          Thou, who upon those snow-clad Heights has poured

          Meek lustre, nor forget'st the humble Vale;

          Thou who dost warm Earth's universal mould,

          And for thy bounty wert not unadored

              By pious men of old;

          Once more, heart-cheering Sun, I bid thee hail!

          Bright be thy course to-day, let not this promise fail!

                                   II

            'Mid the deep quiet of this morning hour,

          All nature seems to hear me while I speak,

          By feelings urged that do not vainly seek

          Apt language, ready as the tuneful notes

          That stream in blithe succession from the throats

              Of birds, in leafy bower,

          Warbling a farewell to a vernal shower.

          --There is a radiant though a short-lived flame,

          That burns for Poets in the dawning east;

          And oft my soul hath kindled at the same,

          When the captivity of sleep had ceased;

          But He who fixed immoveably the frame

          Of the round world, and built, by laws as strong,

              A solid refuge for distress--

              The towers of righteousness;

          He knows that from a holier altar came

          The quickening spark of this day's sacrifice;

          Knows that the source is nobler whence doth rise

              The current of this matin song;

                That deeper far it lies

          Than aught dependent on the fickle skies.

                                III

            Have we not conquered?--by the vengeful sword?

          Ah no, by dint of Magnanimity;

          That curbed the baser passions, and left free

          A loyal band to follow their liege Lord

          Clear-sighted Honour, and his staid Compeers,

          Along a track of most unnatural years;

          In execution of heroic deeds

          Whose memory, spotless as the crystal beads

          Of morning dew upon the untrodden meads,

          Shall live enrolled above the starry spheres.

          He, who in concert with an earthly string

              Of Britain's acts would sing,

              He with enraptured voice will tell

          Of One whose spirit no reverse could quell;

          Of One that 'mid the failing never failed--

          Who paints how Britain struggled and prevailed

          Shall represent her labouring with an eye

              Of circumspect humanity;

          Shall show her clothed with strength and skill,

              All martial duties to fulfil;

          Firm as a rock in stationary fight;

          In motion rapid as the lightning's gleam;

          Fierce as a flood-gate bursting at midnight

          To rouse the wicked from their giddy dream--

          Woe, woe to all that face her in the field!

          Appalled she may not be, and cannot yield.

                                 IV

            And thus is 'missed' the sole true glory

            That can belong to human story!

            At which they only shall arrive

            Who through the abyss of weakness dive.

          The very humblest are too proud of heart;

          And one brief day is rightly set apart

          For Him who lifteth up and layeth low;

          For that Almighty God to whom we owe,

          Say not that we have vanquished--but that we survive.

                                 V

            How dreadful the dominion of the impure!

          Why should the Song be tardy to proclaim

          That less than power unbounded could not tame

          That soul of Evil--which, from hell let loose,

          Had filled the astonished world with such abuse

          As boundless patience only could endure?

          --Wide-wasted regions--cities wrapt in flame--

          Who sees, may lift a streaming eye

          To Heaven;--who never saw, may heave a sigh;

          But the foundation of our nature shakes,

          And with an infinite pain the spirit aches,

          When desolated countries, towns on fire,

              Are but the avowed attire

          Of warfare waged with desperate mind

          Against the life of virtue in mankind;

              Assaulting without ruth

              The citadels of truth;

          While the fair gardens of civility,

              By ignorance defaced,

              By violence laid waste,

          Perish without reprieve for flower or tree!

                                 VI

            A crouching purpose--a distracted will--

          Opposed to hopes that battened upon scorn,

          And to desires whose ever-waxing horn

          Not all the light of earthly power could fill;

          Opposed to dark, deep plots of patient skill,

          And to celerities of lawless force;

          Which, spurning God, had flung away remorse--

          What could they gain but shadows of redress?

          --So bad proceeded propagating worse;

          And discipline was passion's dire excess.

          Widens the fatal web, its lines extend,

          And deadlier poisons in the chalice blend.

          When will your trials teach you to be wise?

          --O prostrate Lands, consult your agonies!

                                VII

              No more--the guilt is banished,

            And, with the guilt, the shame is fled;

          And, with the guilt and shame, the Woe hath vanished,

          Shaking the dust and ashes from her head!

          --No more--these lingerings of distress

          Sully the limpid stream of thankfulness.

          What robe can Gratitude employ

          So seemly as the radiant vest of Joy?

          What steps so suitable as those that move

          In prompt obedience to spontaneous measures

          Of glory, and felicity, and love,

          Surrendering the whole heart to sacred pleasures?

                                VIII

            O Britain! dearer far than life is dear,

                If one there be

                Of all thy progeny

          Who can forget thy prowess, never more

          Be that ungrateful Son allowed to hear

          Thy green leaves rustle or thy torrents roar.

          As springs the lion from his den,

                 As from a forest-brake

                 Upstarts a glistering snake,

          The bold Arch-despot re-appeared;--again

          Wide Europe heaves, impatient to be cast,

              With all her armed Powers,

              On that offensive soil, like waves upon a thousand shores.

          The trumpet blew a universal blast!

          But Thou art foremost in the field:--there stand:

          Receive the triumph destined to thy hand!

          All States have glorified themselves;--their claims

          Are weighed by Providence, in balance even;

          And now, in preference to the mightiest names,

          To Thee the exterminating sword is given.

          Dread mark of approbation, justly gained!

          Exalted office, worthily sustained!

                                 IX

            Preserve, O Lord! within our hearts

            The memory of thy favour,

            That else insensibly departs,

            And loses its sweet savour!

          Lodge it within us!--as the power of light

          Lives inexhaustibly in precious gems,

          Fixed on the front of Eastern diadems,

          So shine our thankfulness for ever bright!

          What offering, what transcendent monument

          Shall our sincerity to Thee present?

          --Not work of hands; but trophies that may reach

          To highest Heaven--the labour of the Soul;

          That builds, as thy unerring precepts teach,

          Upon the internal conquests made by each,

          Her hope of lasting glory for the whole.

          Yet will not heaven disown nor earth gainsay

          The outward service of this day;

          Whether the worshippers entreat

          Forgiveness from God's mercy-seat;

          Or thanks and praises to His throne ascend

          That He has brought our warfare to an end,

          And that we need no second victory!--

          Ha! what a ghastly sight for man to see;

          And to the heavenly saints in peace who dwell,

              For a brief moment, terrible;

          But, to thy sovereign penetration, fair,

          Before whom all things are, that were,

          All judgments that have been, or e'er shall be;

          Links in the chain of thy tranquillity!

          Along the bosom of this favoured Nation,

          Breathe Thou, this day, a vital undulation!

              Let all who do this land inherit

              Be conscious of thy moving spirit!

          Oh, 'tis a goodly Ordinance,--the sight,

          Though sprung from bleeding war, is one of pure delight;

          Bless Thou the hour, or ere the hour arrive,

          When a whole people shall kneel down in prayer,

          And, at one moment, in one rapture, strive

          With lip and heart to tell their gratitude

              For thy protecting care,

          Their solemn joy--praising the Eternal Lord

              For tyranny subdued,

          And for the sway of equity renewed,

          For liberty confirmed, and peace restored!

                                 X

            But hark--the summons!--down the placid lake

          Floats the soft cadence of the church-tower bells;

          Bright shines the Sun, as if his beams would wake

          The tender insects sleeping in their cells;

          Bright shines the Sun--and not a breeze to shake

          The drops that tip the melting icicles.

              'O, enter now his temple gate!'

          Inviting words--perchance already flung

          (As the crowd press devoutly down the aisle

          Of some old Minster's venerable pile)

          From voices into zealous passion stung,

          While the tubed engine feels the inspiring blast,

          And has begun--its clouds of sound to cast

              Forth towards empyreal Heaven,

              As if the fretted roof were riven.

          'Us', humbler ceremonies now await;

          But in the bosom, with devout respect

          The banner of our joy we will erect,

          And strength of love our souls shall elevate:

          For to a few collected in his name,

          Their heavenly Father will incline an ear

          Gracious to service hallowed by its aim;--

          Awake! the majesty of God revere!

              Go--and with foreheads meekly bowed

          Present your prayers--go--and rejoice aloud--

                  The Holy One will hear!

          And what, 'mid silence deep, with faith sincere,

          Ye, in your low and undisturbed estate,

          Shall simply feel and purely meditate--

          Of warnings--from the unprecedented might,

          Which, in our time, the impious have disclosed;

          And of more arduous duties thence imposed

          Upon the future advocates of right;

                Of mysteries revealed,

                And judgments unrepealed,

                Of earthly revolution,

                And final retribution,--

              To his omniscience will appear

          An offering not unworthy to find place,

          On this high DAY of THANKS, before the

                Throne of Grace!

France: an Ode

Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

I 

Ye clouds! that far above me float and pause, 
Whose pathless march no mortal may control! 
Ye Ocean-Waves! that, whereso'er ye roll, 
Yield homage only to eternal laws! 
Ye Woods! that listen to the night-birds singing, 
Midway the smooth and perilous slope reclined, 
Save when your own imperious branches swinging, 
Have made a solemn music of the wind! 
Where, like a man beloved of God, 
Through glooms, which never woodmand trod, 
How oft, pursuing fancies holy, 
My moonlight way o'er flowering weeds I wound, 
Inspired, beyond the guess of folly, 
By each rude shape and wild unconquerable sound! 
O ye loud Waves! and O ye Forests high! 
And O ye Clouds that far above me soared! 
Thou rising Sun! thou blue rejoicing Sky! 
Yea! every thing that is and will be free! 
Bear witness for me, whereso'er ye be, 
With what deep worship I have still adored 
The spirit of divinest Liberty. 

II 

When France in wrath her giant-limbs upreared, 
And with that oath, which smote air, earth, and sea, 
Stamped her strong foot and said she would be free, 
Bear witness for me, how I hoped and feared! 
With what a joy my lofty gratulation 
Unawed I sang, amid a slavish band: 
And when to whelm the disenchanted nation, 
Like fiends embattled by a wizard's wand, 
The Monarchs marched in evil day, 
And Britain joined the dire array; 
Though dear her shores and circling ocean, 
Though many friendships, many youthful loves 
Had swoln the patriot emotion 
And flung a magic light o'er all the hills and groves; 
Yet still my voice, unaltered, sang defeat 
To all that braved the tyrant-quelling lance, 
And shame too long delayed and vain retreat! 
For ne'er, O Liberty! with parial aim 
I dimmed thy light or damped thy holy flame; 
But blessed the paeans of delivered France, 
And hung my head and wept at Britain's name. 

III 
'And what,' I said, 'though Blasphemy's loud scream 
With that sweet music of deliverance strove! 
Though all the fierce and drunken passions wove 
A dance more wild than e'er was maniac's dream! 
Ye storms, that round the dawning East assembled, 
The Sun was rising, though ye hid his light!' 
And when, to soothe my soul, that hoped and trembled, 
The dissonance ceased, and all that seemed calm and bright; 
When France her front deep-scarr'd and gory 
Concealed with clustering wreaths of glory; 
When, unsupportably advancing, 
Her arm made mockery of the warrior's ramp; 
While timid looks of fury glancing, 
Domestic treason, crushed beneath her fatal stamp, 
Writhed like a wounded dragon in his gore; 
Then I reproached my fears that would not flee; 
'And soon,' I said, 'shall Wisdom teach her lore 
In the low huts of them that toil and groan! 
And, conquering by her happiness alone, 
Shall France compel the nations to be free, 
Till love and Joy look round, and call the Earth their own.' 


Forgive me, Freedom! O forgive those dreams! 
I hear thy voice, I hear thy loud lament, 
From bleak Helvetia's icy caverns sent- 
I hear thy groans upon her blood-stained streams! 
Heroes, that for your peaceful country perished, 
And ye that, fleeing, spot your mountain-snows 
With bleeding wounds; forgive me, that I cherished 
One thought that ever blessed your cruel foes! 
To scatter rage, and traitorous guilt, 
Where Peace her jealous home had built; 
A patriot-race to disinherit 
Of all that made their stormy wilds so dear; 
And with inexpiable spirit 
To taint the bloodless freedom of the mountaineer- 
O France, that mockest Heaven, adulterous, blind, 
And patriot only in pernicious toils! 
Are these thy boasts, Champion of human kind? 
To mix with Kings in the low lust of sway, 
Yell in the hunt, and share the murderous prey; 
To insult the shrine of Liberty with spoils 
From freemen torn; to tempt and to betray? 


The Sensual and the Dark rebel in vain, 
Slaves by their own compulsion! In mad game 
They burst their manacles and wear the name 
Of Freedom, graven on a heavier chain! 
O Liberty! with profitless endeavour 
Have I pursued thee, many a weary hour; 
But thou nor swell'st the victor's strain, nor ever 
Didst breathe thy soul in forms of human power. 
Alike from all, howe'er they praise thee, 
(Nor prayer, nor boastful name delays thee) 
Alike from Priestcraft's harpy minions, 
And factious Blasphemy's obscener slaves, 
Thou speedest on thy subtle pinions, 
The guide of homeless winds, and playmate of the waves! 
And there I felt thee! -on that sea-cliff's verge, 
Whose pines, scarce travelled by the breeze above, 
Had made one murmur with the distant surge! 
Yes, while I stood and gazed, my temples bare, 
And shot my being through earth, sea, and air, 
Possessing all things with intensest love, 
O Liberty! my spirit felt thee there. 

Fears in Solitude

Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1798)

(Written in April 1798, during the alarm of an invasion) 

A green and silent spot, amid the hills, 
A small and silent dell! O'er stiller place 
No singing skylark ever poised himself. 
The hills are heathy, save that swelling slope, 
Which hath a gay and gorgeous covering on, 
All golden with the never-bloomless furze, 
Which now blooms most profusely: but the dell, 
Bathed by the mist, is fresh and delicate 
As vernal cornfield, or the unripe flax, 
When, through its half-transparent stalks, at eve, 
The level sunshine glimmers with green light. 
Oh! 'tis a quiet spirit-healing nook! 
Which all, methinks, would love; but chiefly he, 
The humble man, who, in his youthful years, 
Knew just so much of folly as had made 

His early manhood more securely wise! 
Here he might lie on fern or withered heath, 
While from the singing lark (that sings unseen 
The minstrelsy that solitude loves best), 
And from the sun, and from the breezy air, 
Sweet influences trembled o'er his frame; 
And he, with many feelings, many thoughts, 
Made up a meditative joy, and found 
Religious meanings in the forms of Nature! 
And so, his senses gradually wrapped 
In a half sleep, he dreams of better worlds, 
And dreaming hears thee still, O singing lark, 
That singest like an angel in the clouds! 

My God! it is a melancholy thing 
For such a man, who would full fain preserve 
His soul in calmness, yet perforce must feel 
For all his human brethren -O my God! 
It weighs upon the heart, that he must think 
What uproar and what strife may now be stirring 
This way or that way o'er these silent hills - 
Invasion, and the thunder and the shout, 
And all the crash of onset; fear and rage, 
And undetermined conflict -even now, 
Even now, perchance, and in his native isle: 
Carnage and groans beneath this blessed sun! 
We have offended, Oh! my countrymen! 
We have offended very grievously, 
And been most tyrannous. From east to west 
A groan of accusation pierces Heaven! 
The wretched plead against us; multitudes 
Countless and vehement, the sons of God, 
Our brethren! Like a cloud that travels on, 
Steamed up from Cairo's swamps of pestilence, 
Even so, my countrymen! have we gone forth 
And borne to distant tribes slavery and pangs, 
And, deadlier far, our vices, whose deep taint 
With slow perdition murders the whole man, 
His body and his soul! Meanwhile, at home, 
All individual dignity and power 
Engulfed in Courts, Committees, Institutions, 
Associations and Societies, 
A vain, speech-mouthing, speech-reporting Guild, 
One Benefit-Club for mutual flattery, 
We have drunk up, demure as at a grace, 
Pollutions from the brimming cup of wealth; 
Contemptuous of all honourable rule, 
Yet bartering freedom and the poor man's life 
For gold, as at a market! The sweet words 
Of Christian promise, words that even yet 
Might stem destruction, were they wisely preached, 
Are muttered o'er by men, whose tones proclaim 
How flat and wearisome they feel their trade: 
Rank scoffers some, but most too indolent 
To deem them falsehoods or to know their truth. 
Oh! blasphemous! the Book of Life is made 
A superstitious instrument, on which 
We gabble o'er the oaths we mean to break; 
For all must swear -all and in every place, 
College and wharf, council and justice-court; 
All, all must swear, the briber and the bribed, 
Merchant and lawyer, senator and priest, 
The rich, the poor, the old man and the young; 
All, all make up one scheme of perjury, 
That faith doth reel; the very name of God 
Sounds like a juggler's charm; and, bold with joy, 
Forth from his dark and lonely hiding-place 
(Portentous sight!) the owlet Atheism, 
Sailing on obscene wings athwart the noon, 
Drops his blue-fringed lids, and holds them close, 
And hooting at the glorious sun in Heaven, 
Cries out, "Where is it?" 

Thankless too for peace, 
(Peace long preserved by fleets and perilous seas) 
Secure from actual warfare, we have loved 
To swell the war-whoop, passionate for war! 
Alas! for ages ignorant of all 
Its ghastlier workings, (famine or blue plague, 
Battle, or siege, or flight through wintry snows,) 
We, this whole people, have been clamorous 
For war and bloodshed; animating sports, 
The which we pay for as a thing to talk of, 
Spectators and not combatants! No guess 
Anticipative of a wrong unfelt, 
No speculation on contingency, 
However dim and vague, too vague and dim 
To yield a justifying cause; and forth, 
(Stuffed out with big preamble, holy names, 
And adjurations of the God in Heaven,) 
We send our mandates for the certain death 
Of thousands and ten thousands! Boys and girls, 
And women, that would groan to see a child 
Pull off an insect's leg, all read of war, 
The best amusement for our morning meal! 
The poor wretch, who has learnt his only prayers 
From curses, who knows scarcely words enough 
To ask a blessing from his Heavenly Father, 
Becomes a fluent phraseman, absolute 
And technical in victories and defeats, 
And all our dainty terms for fratricide; 
Terms which we trundle smoothly o'er our tongues 
Like mere abstractions, empty sounds to which 
We join no feeling and attach no form! 
As if the soldier died without a wound; 
As if the fibres of this godlike frame 
Were gored without a pang; as if the wretch, 
Who fell in battle, doing bloody deeds, 
Passed off to Heaven, translated and not killed; 
As though he had no wife to pine for him, 
No God to judge him! Therefore, evil days 
Are coming on us, O my countrymen! 
And what if all-avenging Providence, 
Strong and retributive, should make us know 
The meaning of our words, force us to feel 
The desolation and the agony 
Of our fierce doings? 

Spare us yet awhile, 
Father and God! O, spare us yet awhile! 
Oh! let not English women drag their flight 
Fainting beneath the burthen of their babes, 
Of the sweet infants, that but yesterday 
Laughed at the breast! Sons, brothers, husbands, all 
Who ever gazed with fondness on the forms 
Which grew up with you round the same fireside, 
And all who ever heard the Sabbath-bells 
Without the Infidel's scorn, make yourselves pure! 
Stand forth! be men! repel an impious foe, 
Impious and false, a light yet cruel race, 
Who laugh away all virtue, mingling mirth 
With deeds of murder; and still promising 
Freedom, themselves too sensual to be free, 
Poison life's amities, and cheat the heart 
Of faith and quiet hope, and all that soothes, 
And all that lifts the spirit! Stand we forth; 
Render them back upon the insulted ocean, 
And let them toss as idly on its waves 
As the vile seaweed, which some mountain-blast 
Swept from our shores! And oh! may we return 
Not with a drunken triumph, but with fear, 
Repenting of the wrongs with which we stung 
So fierce a foe to frenzy! 

I have told, 
O Britons! O my brethren! I have told 
Most bitter truth, but without bitterness. 
Nor deem my zeal or fractious or mistimed; 
For never can true courage dwell with them 
Who, playing tricks with conscience, dare not look 
At their own vices. We have been too long 
Dupes of a deep delusion! Some, belike, 
Groaning with restless enmity, expect 
All change from change of constituted power; 
As if a Government had been a robe 
On which our vice and wretchedness were tagged 
Like fancy-points and fringes, with the robe 
Pulled off at pleasure. Fondly these attach 
A radical causation to a few 
Poor drudges of chastising Providence, 
Who borrow all their hues and qualities 
From our own folly and rank wickedness, 
Which gave them birth and nursed them. Others, meanwhile, 
Dote with a mad idolatry; and all 
Who will not fall before their images, 
And yield them worship, they are enemies 
Even of their country! 

Such have I been deemed. - 
But, O dear Britain! O my Mother Isle! 
Needs must thou prove a name most dear and holy 
To me, a son, a brother, and a friend, 
A husband, and a father! who revere 
All bonds of natural love, and find them all 
Within the limits ot thy rocky shores. 
O native Britain! O my Mother Isle! 
How shouldst thou prove aught else but dear and holy 
To me, who from thy lakes and mountain-hills, 
Thy clouds, thy quiet dales, thy rocks and seas, 
Have drunk in all my intellectual life, 
All sweet sensations, all ennobling thoughts, 
All adoration of the God in nature, 
All lovely and all honourable things, 
Whatever makes this mortal spirit feel 
The joy and greatness of its future being? 
There lives nor form nor feeling in my soul 
Unborrowed from my country! O divine 
And beauteous Island! thou hast been my sole 
And most magnificent temple, in the which 
I walk with awe, and sing my stately songs, 
Loving the God that made me! - 

May my fears, 
My filial fears, be vain! and may the vaunts 
And menace of the vengeful enemy 
Pass like the gust, that roared and died away 
In the distant tree: which heard, and only heard 
In this low dell, bowed not the delicate grass. 

But now the gentle dew-fall sends abroad 
The fruit-like perfume of the golden furze: 
The light has left the summit of the hill, 
Though still a sunny gleam lies beautiful, 
Aslant the ivied beacon. Now farewell, 
Farewell, awhile, O soft and silent spot! 
On the green sheep-track, up the heathy hill, 
Homeward I wind my way; and lo! recalled 
From bodings that have well-nigh wearied me, 
I find myself upon the brow, and pause 
Startled! And after lonely sojourning 
In such a quiet and surrounded nook, 
This burst of prospect, here the shadowy main, 
Dim-tinted, there the mighty majesty 
Of that huge amphitheatre of rich 
And elmy fields, seems like society - 
Conversing with the mind, and giving it 
A livelier impulse and a dance of thought! 
And now, beloved Stowey! I behold 
Thy church-tower, and, methinks, the four huge elms 
Clustering, which mark the mansion of my friend; 
And close behind them, hidden from my view, 
Is my own lowly cottage, where my babe 
And my babe's mother dwell in peace! With light 
And quickened footsteps thitherward I tend, 
Remembering thee, O green and silent dell! 
And grateful, that by nature's quietness 
And solitary musings, all my heart 
Is softened, and made worthy to indulge 
Love, and the thoughts that yearn for human kind.
