
Great Perorations Compendium

1

GREAT PERORATIONS
A compendium of public funeral speech, philosophical death-text, and elegiac

remembrance

Public-domain texts are reproduced in full where the speech, sermon, dialogue, or poem itself is the relevant work.
Later modern texts appear through short, lawful quotation-fragments and editorial notes.

Prepared as a reading edition



Great Perorations Compendium

2

Contents

2Contents

4Editorial Note

5Pericles' Funeral Oration

9Mark Antony over Caesar

11The Gettysburg Address

12Menexenus

21Phaedo

67Death's Duel

79Lycidas

84Adonais

99In Memoriam A.H.H.

183When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd

194To an Athlete Dying Young

195In Memory of Major Robert Gregory

199Later modern mourning texts

199W. H. Auden, Funeral Blues

199W. H. Auden, In Memory of W. B. Yeats

199Dylan Thomas, A Refusal to Mourn the Death, by Fire, of a Child in London

200Jawaharlal Nehru on Gandhi

200Robert F. Kennedy on Martin Luther King Jr.

200Earl Spencer for Diana, Princess of Wales



Great Perorations Compendium

3

201Source Note

Later protected works are included near the end through short fragments and commentary only.



Great Perorations Compendium

4

Editorial Note
The word peroration traditionally names the culminating movement of a speech, where argument rises into
memory, emotion, and civic charge. This booklet uses the term generously: not only for formal orations, but
also for death-texts, elegies, and public farewell speeches that have entered the cultural archive as models of
mourning, persuasion, and commemoration.

Two rules govern the selection. First, public-domain works are printed in full when the speech or poem itself
is the object of study. Second, modern protected works are handled conservatively, through short
quotation-fragments and commentary rather than complete reproduction.
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Pericles' Funeral Oration
Thucydides, History of the Peloponnesian War, Book II

Our constitution does not copy the laws of neighbouring states; we are rather a pattern to others than
imitators ourselves. Its administration favours the many instead of the few; this is why it is called a
democracy. If we look to the laws, they afford equal justice to all in their private differences; if no social
standing, advancement in public life falls to reputation for capacity, class considerations not being allowed to
interfere with merit; nor again does poverty bar the way, if a man is able to serve the state, he is not hindered
by the obscurity of his condition. The freedom which we enjoy in our government extends also to our ordinary
life. There, far from exercising a jealous surveillance over each other, we do not feel called upon to be angry
with our neighbour for doing what he likes, or even to indulge in those injurious looks which cannot fail to be
offensive, although they inflict no positive penalty. But all this ease in our private relations does not make us
lawless as citizens. Against this fear is our chief safeguard, teaching us to obey the magistrates and the laws,
particularly such as regard the protection of the injured, whether they are actually on the statute book, or
belong to that code which, although unwritten, yet cannot be broken without acknowledged disgrace.

Further, we provide plenty of means for the mind to refresh itself from business. We celebrate games and
sacrifices all the year round, and the elegance of our private establishments forms a daily source of pleasure
and helps to banish the spleen; while the magnitude of our city draws the produce of the world into our
harbour, so that to the Athenian the fruits of other countries are as familiar a luxury as those of his own.

If we turn to our military policy, there also we differ from our antagonists. We throw open our city to the
world, and never by alien acts exclude foreigners from any opportunity of learning or observing, although the
eyes of an enemy may occasionally profit by our liberality; trusting less in system and policy than to the
native spirit of our citizens; while in education, where our rivals from their very cradles by a painful discipline
seek after manliness, at Athens we live exactly as we please, and yet are just as ready to encounter every
legitimate danger. In proof of this it may be noticed that the Lacedaemonians do not invade our country alone,
but bring with them all their confederates; while we Athenians advance unsupported into the territory of a
neighbour, and fighting upon a foreign soil usually vanquish with ease men who are defending their homes.
Our united force was never yet encountered by any enemy, because we have at once to attend to our marine
and to dispatch our citizens by land upon a hundred different services; so that, wherever they engage with
some such fraction of our strength, a success against a detachment is magnified into a victory over the nation,
and a defeat into a reverse suffered at the hands of our entire people. And yet if with habits not of labour but of
ease, and courage not of art but of nature, we are still willing to encounter danger, we have the double
advantage of escaping the experience of hardships in anticipation and of facing them in the hour of need as
fearlessly as those who are never free from them.

Nor are these the only points in which our city is worthy of admiration. We cultivate refinement without
extravagance and knowledge without effeminacy; wealth we employ more for use than for show, and place
the real disgrace of poverty not in owning to the fact but in declining the struggle against it. Our public men
have, besides politics, their private affairs to attend to, and our ordinary citizens, though occupied with the
pursuits of industry, are still fair judges of public matters; for, unlike any other nation, regarding him who
takes no part in these duties not as unambitious but as useless, we Athenians are able to judge at all events if
we cannot originate, and, instead of looking on discussion as a stumbling-block in the way of action, we think
it an indispensable preliminary to any wise action at all. Again, in our enterprises we present the singular



Great Perorations Compendium

6

spectacle of daring and deliberation, each carried to its highest point, and both united in the same persons;
although usually decision is the fruit of ignorance, hesitation of reflection. But the palm of courage will surely
be adjudged most justly to those, who best know the difference between hardship and pleasure and yet are
never tempted to shrink from danger. In generosity we are equally singular, acquiring our friends by
conferring, not by receiving, favours. Yet, of course, the doer of the favour is the firmer friend of the two, in
order by continued kindness to keep the recipient in his debt; while the debtor feels less keenly from the very
consciousness that the return he makes will be a payment, not a free gift. And it is only the Athenians, who,
fearless of consequences, confer their benefits not from calculations of expediency, but in the confidence of
liberality.

In short, I say that as a city we are the school of Hellas, while I doubt if the world can produce a man who,
where he has only himself to depend upon, is equal to so many emergencies, and graced by so happy a
versatility, as the Athenian. And that this is no mere boast thrown out for the occasion, but plain matter of fact,
the power of the state acquired by these habits proves. For Athens alone of her contemporaries is found when
tested to be greater than her reputation, and alone gives no occasion to her assailants to blush at the antagonist
by whom they have been worsted, or to her subjects to question her title by merit to rule. Rather, the
admiration of the present and succeeding ages will be ours, since we have not left our power without witness,
but have shown it by mighty proofs; and far from needing a Homer for our panegyrist, or other of his craft
whose verses might charm for the moment only for the impression which they gave to melt at the touch of
fact, we have forced every sea and land to be the highway of our daring, and everywhere, whether for evil or
for good, have left imperishable monuments behind us. Such is the Athens for which these men, in the
assertion of their resolve not to lose her, nobly fought and died; and well may every one of their survivors be
ready to suffer in her cause.

Indeed if I have dwelt at some length upon the character of our country, it has been to show that our stake
in the struggle is not the same as theirs who have no such blessings to lose, and also that the panegyric of the
men over whom I am now speaking might be by definite proofs established. That panegyric is now in a great
measure complete; for the Athens that I have celebrated is only what the heroism of these and their like have
made her, men whose fame, unlike that of most Hellenes, will be found to be only commensurate with their
deserts. And if a test of worth be wanted, it is to be found in their closing scene, and this not only in cases in
which it set the final seal upon their merit, but also in those in which it gave the first intimation of their having
any. For there is justice in the claim that steadfastness in his country’s battles should be as a cloak to cover a
man’s other imperfections; since the good action has blotted out the bad, and his merit as a citizen more than
outweighed his demerits as an individual. But none of these allowed either wealth with its prospect of future
enjoyment to unnerve his spirit, or poverty with its hope of a day of freedom and riches to tempt him to shrink
from danger. No, holding that vengeance upon their enemies was more to be desired than any personal
blessings, and reckoning this to be the most glorious of hazards, they joyfully determined to accept the risk, to
make sure of their vengeance, and to let their wishes wait; and while committing to hope the uncertainty of
final success, in the business before them they thought fit to act boldly and trust in themselves. Thus choosing
to die resisting, rather than to live submitting, they fled only from dishonour, but met danger face to face, and
after one brief moment, while at the summit of their fortune, escaped, not from their fear, but from their glory.

So died these men as became Athenians. You, their survivors, must determine to have as unfaltering a
resolution in the field, though you may pray that it may have a happier issue. And not contented with ideas
derived only from words of the advantages which are bound up with the defence of your country, though these
would furnish a valuable text to a speaker even before an audience so alive to them as the present, you must
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yourselves realize the power of Athens, and feed your eyes upon her from day to day, till love of her fills your
hearts; and then, when all her greatness shall break upon you, you must reflect that it was by courage, sense of
duty, and a keen feeling of honour in action that men were enabled to win all this, and that no personal failure
in an enterprise could make them consent to deprive their country of their valour, but they laid it at her feet as
the most glorious contribution that they could offer. For this offering of their lives made in common by them
all they each of them individually received that renown which never grows old, and for a sepulchre, not so
much that in which their bones have been deposited, but that noblest of shrines wherein their glory is laid up
to be eternally remembered upon every occasion on which deed or story shall call for its commemoration. For
heroes have the whole earth for their tomb; and in lands far from their own, where the column with its epitaph
declares it, there is enshrined in every breast a record unwritten with no tablet to preserve it, except that of the
heart. These take as your model and, judging happiness to be the fruit of freedom and freedom of valour,
never decline the dangers of war. For it is not the miserable that would most justly be unsparing of their lives;
these have nothing to hope for: it is rather they to whom continued life may bring reverses as yet unknown,
and to whom a fall, if it came, would be most tremendous in its consequences. And surely, to a man of spirit,
the degradation of cowardice must be immeasurably more grievous than the unfelt death which strikes him in
the midst of his strength and patriotism!

Comfort, therefore, not condolence, is what I have to offer to the parents of the dead who may be here.
Numberless are the chances to which, as they know, the life of man is subject; but fortunate indeed are they
who draw for their lot a death so glorious as that which has caused your mourning, and to whom life has been
so exactly measured as to terminate in the happiness in which it has been passed. Still I know that this is a
hard saying, especially when those are in question of whom you will constantly be reminded by seeing in the
homes of others blessings of which once you also boasted: for grief is felt not so much for the want of what we
have never known, as for the loss of that to which we have been long accustomed. Yet you who are still of an
age to beget children must bear up in the hope of having others in their stead; not only will they help you to
forget those whom you have lost, but will be to the state at once a reinforcement and a security; for never can
a fair or just policy be expected of the citizen who does not, like his fellows, bring to the decision the interests
and apprehensions of a father. While those of you who have passed your prime must congratulate yourselves
with the thought that the best part of your life was fortunate, and that the brief span that remains will be
cheered by the fame of the departed. For it is only the love of honour that never grows old; and honour it is,
not gain, as some would have it, that rejoices the heart of age and helplessness.

Turning to the sons or brothers of the dead, I see an arduous struggle before you. When a man is gone, all
are wont to praise him, and should your merit be ever so transcendent, you will still find it difficult not merely
to overtake, but even to approach their renown. The living have envy to contend with, while those who are no
longer in our path are honoured with a goodwill into which rivalry does not enter. On the other hand, if I must
say anything on the subject of female excellence to those of you who will now be in widowhood, it will be all
comprised in this brief exhortation. Great will be your glory in not falling short of your natural character; and
greatest will be hers who is least talked of among the men, whether for good or for bad.

My task is now finished. I have performed it to the best of my ability, and in word, at least, the
requirements of the law are now satisfied. If deeds be in question, those who are here interred have received
part of their honours already, and for the rest, their children will be brought up till manhood at the public
expense: the state thus offers a valuable prize, as the garland of victory in this race of valour, for the reward
both of those who have fallen and their survivors. And where the rewards for merit are greatest, there are
found the best citizens.
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And now that you have brought to a close your lamentations for your relatives, you may depart.

CHAPTER VII

Second Year of the War—The Plague of Athens—Position and Policy of Pericles—Fall of Potidæa
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Mark Antony over Caesar
Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, Act III, Scene II

ANTONY. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears! I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. The
evil that men do lives after them, The good is oft interred with their bones; So let it be with Caesar. The noble
Brutus Hath told you Caesar was ambitious; If it were so, it was a grievous fault, And grievously hath Caesar
answer'd it. Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest- For Brutus is an honorable man; So are they all, all
honorable men- Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. He was my friend, faithful and just to me; But Brutus
says he was ambitious, And Brutus is an honorable man. He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill. Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? When that the poor have cried,
Caesar hath wept; Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: Yet Brutus says he was ambitious, And Brutus is
an honorable man. You all did see that on the Lupercal I thrice presented him a kingly crown, Which he did
thrice refuse. Was this ambition? Yet Brutus says he was ambitious, And sure he is an honorable man. I speak
not to disprove what Brutus spoke, But here I am to speak what I do know. You all did love him once, not
without cause; What cause withholds you then to mourn for him? O judgement, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason. Bear with me; My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, And I must pause
till it come back to me. FIRST CITIZEN. Methinks there is much reason in his sayings. SECOND CITIZEN.
If thou consider rightly of the matter, Caesar has had great wrong. THIRD CITIZEN. Has he, masters? I fear
there will a worse come in his place. FOURTH CITIZEN. Mark'd ye his words? He would not take the crown;
Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious. FIRST CITIZEN. If it be found so, some will dear abide it.
SECOND CITIZEN. Poor soul, his eyes are red as fire with weeping. THIRD CITIZEN. There's not a nobler
man in Rome than Antony. FOURTH CITIZEN. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. ANTONY. But
yesterday the word of Caesar might Have stood against the world. Now lies he there, And none so poor to do
him reverence. O masters! If I were disposed to stir Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, I should do
Brutus wrong and Cassius wrong, Who, you all know, are honorable men. I will not do them wrong; I rather
choose To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, Than I will wrong such honorable men. But here's a
parchment with the seal of Caesar; I found it in his closet, 'tis his will. Let but the commons hear this
testament- Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read- And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds And
dip their napkins in his sacred blood, Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, And, dying, mention it within their
wills, Bequeathing it as a rich legacy Unto their issue. FOURTH CITIZEN. We'll hear the will. Read it, Mark
Antony. ALL. The will, the will! We will hear Caesar's will. ANTONY. Have patience, gentle friends, I must
not read it; It is not meet you know how Caesar loved you. You are not wood, you are not stones, but men;
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 'Tis good you know not
that you are his heirs, For if you should, O, what would come of it! FOURTH CITIZEN. Read the will; we'll
hear it, Antony. You shall read us the will, Caesar's will. ANTONY. Will you be patient? Will you stay
awhile? I have o'ershot myself to tell you of it. I fear I wrong the honorable men Whose daggers have stabb'd
Caesar; I do fear it. FOURTH CITIZEN. They were traitors. Honorable men! ALL. The will! The testament!
SECOND CITIZEN. They were villains, murtherers. The will! Read the will! ANTONY. You will compel me
then to read the will? Then make a ring about the corse of Caesar, And let me show you him that made the
will. Shall I descend? And will you give me leave? ALL. Come down. SECOND CITIZEN. Descend. He
comes down from the pulpit. THIRD CITIZEN. You shall have leave. FOURTH CITIZEN. A ring, stand
round. FIRST CITIZEN. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. SECOND CITIZEN. Room for Antony,
most noble Antony. ANTONY. Nay, press not so upon me, stand far off. ALL. Stand back; room, bear back!
ANTONY. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. You all do know this mantle. I remember The first
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time ever Caesar put it on; 'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent, That day he overcame the Nervii. Look,
in this place ran Cassius' dagger through; See what a rent the envious Casca made; Through this the
well-beloved Brutus stabb'd; And as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, Mark how the blood of Caesar follow'd
it, As rushing out of doors, to be resolved If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no; For Brutus, as you know, was
Caesar's angel. Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved him! This was the most unkindest cut of all; For
when the noble Caesar saw him stab, Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, Quite vanquish'd him. Then
burst his mighty heart, And, in his mantle muffling up his face, Even at the base of Pompey's statue, Which all
the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. O, what a fall was there, my countrymen! Then I, and you, and all of us
fell down, Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. O, now you weep, and I perceive you feel The dint of pity.
These are gracious drops. Kind souls, what weep you when you but behold Our Caesar's vesture wounded?
Look you here, Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. FIRST CITIZEN. O piteous spectacle!
SECOND CITIZEN. O noble Caesar! THIRD CITIZEN. O woeful day! FOURTH CITIZEN. O traitors
villains! FIRST CITIZEN. O most bloody sight! SECOND CITIZEN. We will be revenged. ALL. Revenge!
About! Seek! Burn! Fire! Kill! Slay! Let not a traitor live! ANTONY. Stay, countrymen. FIRST CITIZEN.
Peace there! Hear the noble Antony. SECOND CITIZEN. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with
him. ANTONY. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up To such a sudden flood of mutiny. They
that have done this deed are honorable. What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, That made them do it.
They are wise and honorable, And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. I come not, friends, to steal away
your hearts. I am no orator, as Brutus is; But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, That love my friend, and
that they know full well That gave me public leave to speak of him. For I have neither wit, nor words, nor
worth, Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, To stir men's blood. I only speak right on; I tell you that
which you yourselves do know; Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor dumb mouths, And bid them speak
for me. But were I Brutus, And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony Would ruffle up your spirits and put a
tongue In every wound of Caesar that should move The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. ALL. We'll
mutiny. FIRST CITIZEN. We'll burn the house of Brutus. THIRD CITIZEN. Away, then! Come, seek the
conspirators. ANTONY. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me speak. ALL. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most
noble Antony! ANTONY. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what. Wherein hath Caesar thus deserved
your loves? Alas, you know not; I must tell you then. You have forgot the will I told you of. ALL. Most true,
the will! Let's stay and hear the will. ANTONY. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. To every Roman
citizen he gives, To every several man, seventy-five drachmas. SECOND CITIZEN. Most noble Caesar! We'll
revenge his death. THIRD CITIZEN. O royal Caesar! ANTONY. Hear me with patience. ALL. Peace, ho!
ANTONY. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, His private arbors, and new-planted orchards, On this
side Tiber; he hath left them you, And to your heirs forever- common pleasures, To walk abroad and recreate
yourselves. Here was a Caesar! When comes such another? FIRST CITIZEN. Never, never. Come, away,
away! We'll burn his body in the holy place And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. Take up the body.
SECOND CITIZEN. Go fetch fire. THIRD CITIZEN. Pluck down benches. FOURTH CITIZEN. Pluck down
forms, windows, anything. Exeunt Citizens with the body.
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The Gettysburg Address
Abraham Lincoln, 1863

Four score and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth upon this continent a new nation: conceived in
liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

Now we are engaged in a great civil war. . .testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so
dedicated. . . can long endure. We are met on a great battlefield of that war.

We have come to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives
that this nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.

But, in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate. . .we cannot consecrate. . . we cannot hallow this ground. The
brave men, living and dead, who struggled here have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or
detract. The world will little note, nor long remember, what we say here, but it can never forget what they did
here.

It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have
thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us. . .that
from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of
devotion. . . that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain. . . that this nation, under
God, shall have a new birth of freedom. . . and that government of the people. . .by the people. . .for the
people. . . shall not perish from this earth.
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Menexenus
Plato (Benjamin Jowett translation)

PERSONS OF THE DIALOGUE: Socrates and Menexenus.

SOCRATES: Whence come you, Menexenus? Are you from the Agora?

MENEXENUS: Yes, Socrates; I have been at the Council.

SOCRATES: And what might you be doing at the Council? And yet I need hardly ask, for I see that you,
believing yourself to have arrived at the end of education and of philosophy, and to have had enough of them,
are mounting upwards to things higher still, and, though rather young for the post, are intending to govern us
elder men, like the rest of your family, which has always provided some one who kindly took care of us.

MENEXENUS: Yes, Socrates, I shall be ready to hold office, if you allow and advise that I should, but not if
you think otherwise. I went to the council chamber because I heard that the Council was about to choose some
one who was to speak over the dead. For you know that there is to be a public funeral?

SOCRATES: Yes, I know. And whom did they choose?

MENEXENUS: No one; they delayed the election until tomorrow, but I believe that either Archinus or Dion
will be chosen.

SOCRATES: O Menexenus! Death in battle is certainly in many respects a noble thing. The dead man gets a
fine and costly funeral, although he may have been poor, and an elaborate speech is made over him by a wise
man who has long ago prepared what he has to say, although he who is praised may not have been good for
much. The speakers praise him for what he has done and for what he has not done--that is the beauty of
them--and they steal away our souls with their embellished words; in every conceivable form they praise the
city; and they praise those who died in war, and all our ancestors who went before us; and they praise
ourselves also who are still alive, until I feel quite elevated by their laudations, and I stand listening to their
words, Menexenus, and become enchanted by them, and all in a moment I imagine myself to have become a
greater and nobler and finer man than I was before. And if, as often happens, there are any foreigners who
accompany me to the speech, I become suddenly conscious of having a sort of triumph over them, and they
seem to experience a corresponding feeling of admiration at me, and at the greatness of the city, which
appears to them, when they are under the influence of the speaker, more wonderful than ever. This
consciousness of dignity lasts me more than three days, and not until the fourth or fifth day do I come to my
senses and know where I am; in the meantime I have been living in the Islands of the Blest. Such is the art of
our rhetoricians, and in such manner does the sound of their words keep ringing in my ears.

MENEXENUS: You are always making fun of the rhetoricians, Socrates; this time, however, I am inclined to
think that the speaker who is chosen will not have much to say, for he has been called upon to speak at a
moment's notice, and he will be compelled almost to improvise.

SOCRATES: But why, my friend, should he not have plenty to say? Every rhetorician has speeches ready
made; nor is there any difficulty in improvising that sort of stuff. Had the orator to praise Athenians among
Peloponnesians, or Peloponnesians among Athenians, he must be a good rhetorician who could succeed and
gain credit. But there is no difficulty in a man's winning applause when he is contending for fame among the
persons whom he is praising.
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MENEXENUS: Do you think not, Socrates?

SOCRATES: Certainly 'not.'

MENEXENUS: Do you think that you could speak yourself if there should be a necessity, and if the Council
were to choose you?

SOCRATES: That I should be able to speak is no great wonder, Menexenus, considering that I have an
excellent mistress in the art of rhetoric,--she who has made so many good speakers, and one who was the best
among all the Hellenes--Pericles, the son of Xanthippus.

MENEXENUS: And who is she? I suppose that you mean Aspasia.

SOCRATES: Yes, I do; and besides her I had Connus, the son of Metrobius, as a master, and he was my
master in music, as she was in rhetoric. No wonder that a man who has received such an education should be a
finished speaker; even the pupil of very inferior masters, say, for example, one who had learned music of
Lamprus, and rhetoric of Antiphon the Rhamnusian, might make a figure if he were to praise the Athenians
among the Athenians.

MENEXENUS: And what would you be able to say if you had to speak?

SOCRATES: Of my own wit, most likely nothing; but yesterday I heard Aspasia composing a funeral oration
about these very dead. For she had been told, as you were saying, that the Athenians were going to choose a
speaker, and she repeated to me the sort of speech which he should deliver, partly improvising and partly from
previous thought, putting together fragments of the funeral oration which Pericles spoke, but which, as I
believe, she composed.

MENEXENUS: And can you remember what Aspasia said?

SOCRATES: I ought to be able, for she taught me, and she was ready to strike me because I was always
forgetting.

MENEXENUS: Then why will you not rehearse what she said?

SOCRATES: Because I am afraid that my mistress may be angry with me if I publish her speech.

MENEXENUS: Nay, Socrates, let us have the speech, whether Aspasia's or any one else's, no matter. I hope
that you will oblige me.

SOCRATES: But I am afraid that you will laugh at me if I continue the games of youth in old age.

MENEXENUS: Far otherwise, Socrates; let us by all means have the speech.

SOCRATES: Truly I have such a disposition to oblige you, that if you bid me dance naked I should not like
to refuse, since we are alone. Listen then: If I remember rightly, she began as follows, with the mention of the
dead:--(Thucyd.)

There is a tribute of deeds and of words. The departed have already had the first, when going forth on their
destined journey they were attended on their way by the state and by their friends; the tribute of words
remains to be given to them, as is meet and by law ordained. For noble words are a memorial and a crown of
noble actions, which are given to the doers of them by the hearers. A word is needed which will duly praise
the dead and gently admonish the living, exhorting the brethren and descendants of the departed to imitate
their virtue, and consoling their fathers and mothers and the survivors, if any, who may chance to be alive of
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the previous generation. What sort of a word will this be, and how shall we rightly begin the praises of these
brave men? In their life they rejoiced their own friends with their valour, and their death they gave in
exchange for the salvation of the living. And I think that we should praise them in the order in which nature
made them good, for they were good because they were sprung from good fathers. Wherefore let us first of all
praise the goodness of their birth; secondly, their nurture and education; and then let us set forth how noble
their actions were, and how worthy of the education which they had received.

And first as to their birth. Their ancestors were not strangers, nor are these their descendants sojourners only,
whose fathers have come from another country; but they are the children of the soil, dwelling and living in
their own land. And the country which brought them up is not like other countries, a stepmother to her
children, but their own true mother; she bore them and nourished them and received them, and in her bosom
they now repose. It is meet and right, therefore, that we should begin by praising the land which is their
mother, and that will be a way of praising their noble birth.

The country is worthy to be praised, not only by us, but by all mankind; first, and above all, as being dear to
the Gods. This is proved by the strife and contention of the Gods respecting her. And ought not the country
which the Gods praise to be praised by all mankind? The second praise which may be fairly claimed by her, is
that at the time when the whole earth was sending forth and creating diverse animals, tame and wild, she our
mother was free and pure from savage monsters, and out of all animals selected and brought forth man, who is
superior to the rest in understanding, and alone has justice and religion. And a great proof that she brought
forth the common ancestors of us and of the departed, is that she provided the means of support for her
offspring. For as a woman proves her motherhood by giving milk to her young ones (and she who has no
fountain of milk is not a mother), so did this our land prove that she was the mother of men, for in those days
she alone and first of all brought forth wheat and barley for human food, which is the best and noblest
sustenance for man, whom she regarded as her true offspring. And these are truer proofs of motherhood in a
country than in a woman, for the woman in her conception and generation is but the imitation of the earth, and
not the earth of the woman. And of the fruit of the earth she gave a plenteous supply, not only to her own, but
to others also; and afterwards she made the olive to spring up to be a boon to her children, and to help them in
their toils. And when she had herself nursed them and brought them up to manhood, she gave them Gods to be
their rulers and teachers, whose names are well known, and need not now be repeated. They are the Gods who
first ordered our lives, and instructed us in the arts for the supply of our daily needs, and taught us the
acquisition and use of arms for the defence of the country.

Thus born into the world and thus educated, the ancestors of the departed lived and made themselves a
government, which I ought briefly to commemorate. For government is the nurture of man, and the
government of good men is good, and of bad men bad. And I must show that our ancestors were trained under
a good government, and for this reason they were good, and our contemporaries are also good, among whom
our departed friends are to be reckoned. Then as now, and indeed always, from that time to this, speaking
generally, our government was an aristocracy--a form of government which receives various names,
according to the fancies of men, and is sometimes called democracy, but is really an aristocracy or
government of the best which has the approval of the many. For kings we have always had, first hereditary
and then elected, and authority is mostly in the hands of the people, who dispense offices and power to those
who appear to be most deserving of them. Neither is a man rejected from weakness or poverty or obscurity of
origin, nor honoured by reason of the opposite, as in other states, but there is one principle--he who appears to
be wise and good is a governor and ruler. The basis of this our government is equality of birth; for other states
are made up of all sorts and unequal conditions of men, and therefore their governments are unequal; there are
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tyrannies and there are oligarchies, in which the one party are slaves and the others masters. But we and our
citizens are brethren, the children all of one mother, and we do not think it right to be one another's masters or
servants; but the natural equality of birth compels us to seek for legal equality, and to recognize no superiority
except in the reputation of virtue and wisdom.

And so their and our fathers, and these, too, our brethren, being nobly born and having been brought up in all
freedom, did both in their public and private capacity many noble deeds famous over the whole world. They
were the deeds of men who thought that they ought to fight both against Hellenes for the sake of Hellenes on
behalf of freedom, and against barbarians in the common interest of Hellas. Time would fail me to tell of their
defence of their country against the invasion of Eumolpus and the Amazons, or of their defence of the Argives
against the Cadmeians, or of the Heracleids against the Argives; besides, the poets have already declared in
song to all mankind their glory, and therefore any commemoration of their deeds in prose which we might
attempt would hold a second place. They already have their reward, and I say no more of them; but there are
other worthy deeds of which no poet has worthily sung, and which are still wooing the poet's muse. Of these I
am bound to make honourable mention, and shall invoke others to sing of them also in lyric and other strains,
in a manner becoming the actors. And first I will tell how the Persians, lords of Asia, were enslaving Europe,
and how the children of this land, who were our fathers, held them back. Of these I will speak first, and praise
their valour, as is meet and fitting. He who would rightly estimate them should place himself in thought at that
time, when the whole of Asia was subject to the third king of Persia. The first king, Cyrus, by his valour freed
the Persians, who were his countrymen, and subjected the Medes, who were their lords, and he ruled over the
rest of Asia, as far as Egypt; and after him came his son, who ruled all the accessible part of Egypt and Libya;
the third king was Darius, who extended the land boundaries of the empire to Scythia, and with his fleet held
the sea and the islands. None presumed to be his equal; the minds of all men were enthralled by him--so many
and mighty and warlike nations had the power of Persia subdued. Now Darius had a quarrel against us and the
Eretrians, because, as he said, we had conspired against Sardis, and he sent 500,000 men in transports and
vessels of war, and 300 ships, and Datis as commander, telling him to bring the Eretrians and Athenians to the
king, if he wished to keep his head on his shoulders. He sailed against the Eretrians, who were reputed to be
amongst the noblest and most warlike of the Hellenes of that day, and they were numerous, but he conquered
them all in three days; and when he had conquered them, in order that no one might escape, he searched the
whole country after this manner: his soldiers, coming to the borders of Eretria and spreading from sea to sea,
joined hands and passed through the whole country, in order that they might be able to tell the king that no one
had escaped them. And from Eretria they went to Marathon with a like intention, expecting to bind the
Athenians in the same yoke of necessity in which they had bound the Eretrians. Having effected one-half of
their purpose, they were in the act of attempting the other, and none of the Hellenes dared to assist either the
Eretrians or the Athenians, except the Lacedaemonians, and they arrived a day too late for the battle; but the
rest were panic-stricken and kept quiet, too happy in having escaped for a time. He who has present to his
mind that conflict will know what manner of men they were who received the onset of the barbarians at
Marathon, and chastened the pride of the whole of Asia, and by the victory which they gained over the
barbarians first taught other men that the power of the Persians was not invincible, but that hosts of men and
the multitude of riches alike yield to valour. And I assert that those men are the fathers not only of ourselves,
but of our liberties and of the liberties of all who are on the continent, for that was the action to which the
Hellenes looked back when they ventured to fight for their own safety in the battles which ensued: they
became disciples of the men of Marathon. To them, therefore, I assign in my speech the first place, and the
second to those who fought and conquered in the sea fights at Salamis and Artemisium; for of them, too, one
might have many things to say--of the assaults which they endured by sea and land, and how they repelled
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them. I will mention only that act of theirs which appears to me to be the noblest, and which followed that of
Marathon and came nearest to it; for the men of Marathon only showed the Hellenes that it was possible to
ward off the barbarians by land, the many by the few; but there was no proof that they could be defeated by
ships, and at sea the Persians retained the reputation of being invincible in numbers and wealth and skill and
strength. This is the glory of the men who fought at sea, that they dispelled the second terror which had
hitherto possessed the Hellenes, and so made the fear of numbers, whether of ships or men, to cease among
them. And so the soldiers of Marathon and the sailors of Salamis became the schoolmasters of Hellas; the one
teaching and habituating the Hellenes not to fear the barbarians at sea, and the others not to fear them by land.
Third in order, for the number and valour of the combatants, and third in the salvation of Hellas, I place the
battle of Plataea. And now the Lacedaemonians as well as the Athenians took part in the struggle; they were
all united in this greatest and most terrible conflict of all; wherefore their virtues will be celebrated in times to
come, as they are now celebrated by us. But at a later period many Hellenic tribes were still on the side of the
barbarians, and there was a report that the great king was going to make a new attempt upon the Hellenes, and
therefore justice requires that we should also make mention of those who crowned the previous work of our
salvation, and drove and purged away all barbarians from the sea. These were the men who fought by sea at
the river Eurymedon, and who went on the expedition to Cyprus, and who sailed to Egypt and divers other
places; and they should be gratefully remembered by us, because they compelled the king in fear for himself
to look to his own safety instead of plotting the destruction of Hellas.

And so the war against the barbarians was fought out to the end by the whole city on their own behalf, and on
behalf of their countrymen. There was peace, and our city was held in honour; and then, as prosperity makes
men jealous, there succeeded a jealousy of her, and jealousy begat envy, and so she became engaged against
her will in a war with the Hellenes. On the breaking out of war, our citizens met the Lacedaemonians at
Tanagra, and fought for the freedom of the Boeotians; the issue was doubtful, and was decided by the
engagement which followed. For when the Lacedaemonians had gone on their way, leaving the Boeotians,
whom they were aiding, on the third day after the battle of Tanagra, our countrymen conquered at Oenophyta,
and righteously restored those who had been unrighteously exiled. And they were the first after the Persian
war who fought on behalf of liberty in aid of Hellenes against Hellenes; they were brave men, and freed those
whom they aided, and were the first too who were honourably interred in this sepulchre by the state.
Afterwards there was a mighty war, in which all the Hellenes joined, and devastated our country, which was
very ungrateful of them; and our countrymen, after defeating them in a naval engagement and taking their
leaders, the Spartans, at Sphagia, when they might have destroyed them, spared their lives, and gave them
back, and made peace, considering that they should war with the fellow-countrymen only until they gained a
victory over them, and not because of the private anger of the state destroy the common interest of Hellas; but
that with barbarians they should war to the death. Worthy of praise are they also who waged this war, and are
here interred; for they proved, if any one doubted the superior prowess of the Athenians in the former war
with the barbarians, that their doubts had no foundation--showing by their victory in the civil war with Hellas,
in which they subdued the other chief state of the Hellenes, that they could conquer single-handed those with
whom they had been allied in the war against the barbarians. After the peace there followed a third war, which
was of a terrible and desperate nature, and in this many brave men who are here interred lost their lives--many
of them had won victories in Sicily, whither they had gone over the seas to fight for the liberties of the
Leontines, to whom they were bound by oaths; but, owing to the distance, the city was unable to help them,
and they lost heart and came to misfortune, their very enemies and opponents winning more renown for valour
and temperance than the friends of others. Many also fell in naval engagements at the Hellespont, after having
in one day taken all the ships of the enemy, and defeated them in other naval engagements. And what I call the
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terrible and desperate nature of the war, is that the other Hellenes, in their extreme animosity towards the city,
should have entered into negotiations with their bitterest enemy, the king of Persia, whom they, together with
us, had expelled;--him, without us, they again brought back, barbarian against Hellenes, and all the hosts, both
of Hellenes and barbarians, were united against Athens. And then shone forth the power and valour of our
city. Her enemies had supposed that she was exhausted by the war, and our ships were blockaded at Mitylene.
But the citizens themselves embarked, and came to the rescue with sixty other ships, and their valour was
confessed of all men, for they conquered their enemies and delivered their friends. And yet by some evil
fortune they were left to perish at sea, and therefore are not interred here. Ever to be remembered and
honoured are they, for by their valour not only that sea-fight was won for us, but the entire war was decided by
them, and through them the city gained the reputation of being invincible, even though attacked by all
mankind. And that reputation was a true one, for the defeat which came upon us was our own doing. We were
never conquered by others, and to this day we are still unconquered by them; but we were our own
conquerors, and received defeat at our own hands. Afterwards there was quiet and peace abroad, but there
sprang up war at home; and, if men are destined to have civil war, no one could have desired that his city
should take the disorder in a milder form. How joyful and natural was the reconciliation of those who came
from the Piraeus and those who came from the city; with what moderation did they order the war against the
tyrants in Eleusis, and in a manner how unlike what the other Hellenes expected! And the reason of this
gentleness was the veritable tie of blood, which created among them a friendship as of kinsmen, faithful not in
word only, but in deed. And we ought also to remember those who then fell by one another's hands, and on
such occasions as these to reconcile them with sacrifices and prayers, praying to those who have power over
them, that they may be reconciled even as we are reconciled. For they did not attack one another out of malice
or enmity, but they were unfortunate. And that such was the fact we ourselves are witnesses, who are of the
same race with them, and have mutually received and granted forgiveness of what we have done and suffered.
After this there was perfect peace, and the city had rest; and her feeling was that she forgave the barbarians,
who had severely suffered at her hands and severely retaliated, but that she was indignant at the ingratitude of
the Hellenes, when she remembered how they had received good from her and returned evil, having made
common cause with the barbarians, depriving her of the ships which had once been their salvation, and
dismantling our walls, which had preserved their own from falling. She thought that she would no longer
defend the Hellenes, when enslaved either by one another or by the barbarians, and did accordingly. This was
our feeling, while the Lacedaemonians were thinking that we who were the champions of liberty had fallen,
and that their business was to subject the remaining Hellenes. And why should I say more? for the events of
which I am speaking happened not long ago and we can all of us remember how the chief peoples of Hellas,
Argives and Boeotians and Corinthians, came to feel the need of us, and, what is the greatest miracle of all,
the Persian king himself was driven to such extremity as to come round to the opinion, that from this city, of
which he was the destroyer, and from no other, his salvation would proceed.

And if a person desired to bring a deserved accusation against our city, he would find only one charge which
he could justly urge--that she was too compassionate and too favourable to the weaker side. And in this
instance she was not able to hold out or keep her resolution of refusing aid to her injurers when they were
being enslaved, but she was softened, and did in fact send out aid, and delivered the Hellenes from slavery,
and they were free until they afterwards enslaved themselves. Whereas, to the great king she refused to give
the assistance of the state, for she could not forget the trophies of Marathon and Salamis and Plataea; but she
allowed exiles and volunteers to assist him, and they were his salvation. And she herself, when she was
compelled, entered into the war, and built walls and ships, and fought with the Lacedaemonians on behalf of
the Parians. Now the king fearing this city and wanting to stand aloof, when he saw the Lacedaemonians
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growing weary of the war at sea, asked of us, as the price of his alliance with us and the other allies, to give up
the Hellenes in Asia, whom the Lacedaemonians had previously handed over to him, he thinking that we
should refuse, and that then he might have a pretence for withdrawing from us. About the other allies he was
mistaken, for the Corinthians and Argives and Boeotians, and the other states, were quite willing to let them
go, and swore and covenanted, that, if he would pay them money, they would make over to him the Hellenes
of the continent, and we alone refused to give them up and swear. Such was the natural nobility of this city, so
sound and healthy was the spirit of freedom among us, and the instinctive dislike of the barbarian, because we
are pure Hellenes, having no admixture of barbarism in us. For we are not like many others, descendants of
Pelops or Cadmus or Egyptus or Danaus, who are by nature barbarians, and yet pass for Hellenes, and dwell in
the midst of us; but we are pure Hellenes, uncontaminated by any foreign element, and therefore the hatred of
the foreigner has passed unadulterated into the life-blood of the city. And so, notwithstanding our noble
sentiments, we were again isolated, because we were unwilling to be guilty of the base and unholy act of
giving up Hellenes to barbarians. And we were in the same case as when we were subdued before; but, by the
favour of Heaven, we managed better, for we ended the war without the loss of our ships or walls or colonies;
the enemy was only too glad to be quit of us. Yet in this war we lost many brave men, such as were those who
fell owing to the ruggedness of the ground at the battle of Corinth, or by treason at Lechaeum. Brave men, too,
were those who delivered the Persian king, and drove the Lacedaemonians from the sea. I remind you of them,
and you must celebrate them together with me, and do honour to their memories.

Such were the actions of the men who are here interred, and of others who have died on behalf of their
country; many and glorious things I have spoken of them, and there are yet many more and more glorious
things remaining to be told--many days and nights would not suffice to tell of them. Let them not be forgotten,
and let every man remind their descendants that they also are soldiers who must not desert the ranks of their
ancestors, or from cowardice fall behind. Even as I exhort you this day, and in all future time, whenever I
meet with any of you, shall continue to remind and exhort you, O ye sons of heroes, that you strive to be the
bravest of men. And I think that I ought now to repeat what your fathers desired to have said to you who are
their survivors, when they went out to battle, in case anything happened to them. I will tell you what I heard
them say, and what, if they had only speech, they would fain be saying, judging from what they then said. And
you must imagine that you hear them saying what I now repeat to you:--

'Sons, the event proves that your fathers were brave men; for we might have lived dishonourably, but have
preferred to die honourably rather than bring you and your children into disgrace, and rather than dishonour
our own fathers and forefathers; considering that life is not life to one who is a dishonour to his race, and that
to such a one neither men nor Gods are friendly, either while he is on the earth or after death in the world
below. Remember our words, then, and whatever is your aim let virtue be the condition of the attainment of
your aim, and know that without this all possessions and pursuits are dishonourable and evil. For neither does
wealth bring honour to the owner, if he be a coward; of such a one the wealth belongs to another, and not to
himself. Nor does beauty and strength of body, when dwelling in a base and cowardly man, appear comely,
but the reverse of comely, making the possessor more conspicuous, and manifesting forth his cowardice. And
all knowledge, when separated from justice and virtue, is seen to be cunning and not wisdom; wherefore make
this your first and last and constant and all-absorbing aim, to exceed, if possible, not only us but all your
ancestors in virtue; and know that to excel you in virtue only brings us shame, but that to be excelled by you is
a source of happiness to us. And we shall most likely be defeated, and you will most likely be victors in the
contest, if you learn so to order your lives as not to abuse or waste the reputation of your ancestors, knowing
that to a man who has any self-respect, nothing is more dishonourable than to be honoured, not for his own
sake, but on account of the reputation of his ancestors. The honour of parents is a fair and noble treasure to
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their posterity, but to have the use of a treasure of wealth and honour, and to leave none to your successors,
because you have neither money nor reputation of your own, is alike base and dishonourable. And if you
follow our precepts you will be received by us as friends, when the hour of destiny brings you hither; but if
you neglect our words and are disgraced in your lives, no one will welcome or receive you. This is the
message which is to be delivered to our children.

'Some of us have fathers and mothers still living, and we would urge them, if, as is likely, we shall die, to bear
the calamity as lightly as possible, and not to condole with one another; for they have sorrows enough, and
will not need any one to stir them up. While we gently heal their wounds, let us remind them that the Gods
have heard the chief part of their prayers; for they prayed, not that their children might live for ever, but that
they might be brave and renowned. And this, which is the greatest good, they have attained. A mortal man
cannot expect to have everything in his own life turning out according to his will; and they, if they bear their
misfortunes bravely, will be truly deemed brave fathers of the brave. But if they give way to their sorrows,
either they will be suspected of not being our parents, or we of not being such as our panegyrists declare. Let
not either of the two alternatives happen, but rather let them be our chief and true panegyrists, who show in
their lives that they are true men, and had men for their sons. Of old the saying, "Nothing too much," appeared
to be, and really was, well said. For he whose happiness rests with himself, if possible, wholly, and if not, as
far as is possible,--who is not hanging in suspense on other men, or changing with the vicissitude of their
fortune,--has his life ordered for the best. He is the temperate and valiant and wise; and when his riches come
and go, when his children are given and taken away, he will remember the proverb--"Neither rejoicing
overmuch nor grieving overmuch," for he relies upon himself. And such we would have our parents to be--that
is our word and wish, and as such we now offer ourselves, neither lamenting overmuch, nor fearing overmuch,
if we are to die at this time. And we entreat our fathers and mothers to retain these feelings throughout their
future life, and to be assured that they will not please us by sorrowing and lamenting over us. But, if the dead
have any knowledge of the living, they will displease us most by making themselves miserable and by taking
their misfortunes too much to heart, and they will please us best if they bear their loss lightly and temperately.
For our life will have the noblest end which is vouchsafed to man, and should be glorified rather than
lamented. And if they will direct their minds to the care and nurture of our wives and children, they will
soonest forget their misfortunes, and live in a better and nobler way, and be dearer to us.

'This is all that we have to say to our families: and to the state we would say--Take care of our parents and of
our sons: let her worthily cherish the old age of our parents, and bring up our sons in the right way. But we
know that she will of her own accord take care of them, and does not need any exhortation of ours.'

This, O ye children and parents of the dead, is the message which they bid us deliver to you, and which I do
deliver with the utmost seriousness. And in their name I beseech you, the children, to imitate your fathers, and
you, parents, to be of good cheer about yourselves; for we will nourish your age, and take care of you both
publicly and privately in any place in which one of us may meet one of you who are the parents of the dead.
And the care of you which the city shows, you know yourselves; for she has made provision by law
concerning the parents and children of those who die in war; the highest authority is specially entrusted with
the duty of watching over them above all other citizens, and they will see that your fathers and mothers have
no wrong done to them. The city herself shares in the education of the children, desiring as far as it is possible
that their orphanhood may not be felt by them; while they are children she is a parent to them, and when they
have arrived at man's estate she sends them to their several duties, in full armour clad; and bringing freshly to
their minds the ways of their fathers, she places in their hands the instruments of their fathers' virtues; for the
sake of the omen, she would have them from the first begin to rule over their own houses arrayed in the
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strength and arms of their fathers. And as for the dead, she never ceases honouring them, celebrating in
common for all rites which become the property of each; and in addition to this, holding gymnastic and
equestrian contests, and musical festivals of every sort. She is to the dead in the place of a son and heir, and to
their sons in the place of a father, and to their parents and elder kindred in the place of a guardian--ever and
always caring for them. Considering this, you ought to bear your calamity the more gently; for thus you will
be most endeared to the dead and to the living, and your sorrows will heal and be healed. And now do you and
all, having lamented the dead in common according to the law, go your ways.

You have heard, Menexenus, the oration of Aspasia the Milesian.

MENEXENUS: Truly, Socrates, I marvel that Aspasia, who is only a woman, should be able to compose
such a speech; she must be a rare one.

SOCRATES: Well, if you are incredulous, you may come with me and hear her.

MENEXENUS: I have often met Aspasia, Socrates, and know what she is like.

SOCRATES: Well, and do you not admire her, and are you not grateful for her speech?

MENEXENUS: Yes, Socrates, I am very grateful to her or to him who told you, and still more to you who
have told me.

SOCRATES: Very good. But you must take care not to tell of me, and then at some future time I will repeat
to you many other excellent political speeches of hers.

MENEXENUS: Fear not, only let me hear them, and I will keep the secret.

SOCRATES: Then I will keep my promise.
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Phaedo
Plato (Benjamin Jowett translation)

PHAEDO

PERSONS OF THE DIALOGUE:

Phaedo, who is the narrator of the dialogue to Echecrates of Phlius. Socrates, Apollodorus, Simmias, Cebes,
Crito and an Attendant of the Prison.

SCENE: The Prison of Socrates.

PLACE OF THE NARRATION: Phlius.

ECHECRATES: Were you yourself, Phaedo, in the prison with Socrates on the day when he drank the
poison?

PHAEDO: Yes, Echecrates, I was.

ECHECRATES: I should so like to hear about his death. What did he say in his last hours? We were
informed that he died by taking poison, but no one knew anything more; for no Phliasian ever goes to Athens
now, and it is a long time since any stranger from Athens has found his way hither; so that we had no clear
account.

PHAEDO: Did you not hear of the proceedings at the trial?

ECHECRATES: Yes; some one told us about the trial, and we could not understand why, having been
condemned, he should have been put to death, not at the time, but long afterwards. What was the reason of
this?

PHAEDO: An accident, Echecrates: the stern of the ship which the Athenians send to Delos happened to have
been crowned on the day before he was tried.

ECHECRATES: What is this ship?

PHAEDO: It is the ship in which, according to Athenian tradition, Theseus went to Crete when he took with
him the fourteen youths, and was the saviour of them and of himself. And they were said to have vowed to
Apollo at the time, that if they were saved they would send a yearly mission to Delos. Now this custom still
continues, and the whole period of the voyage to and from Delos, beginning when the priest of Apollo crowns
the stern of the ship, is a holy season, during which the city is not allowed to be polluted by public executions;
and when the vessel is detained by contrary winds, the time spent in going and returning is very considerable.
As I was saying, the ship was crowned on the day before the trial, and this was the reason why Socrates lay in
prison and was not put to death until long after he was condemned.

ECHECRATES: What was the manner of his death, Phaedo? What was said or done? And which of his
friends were with him? Or did the authorities forbid them to be present--so that he had no friends near him
when he died?

PHAEDO: No; there were several of them with him.

ECHECRATES: If you have nothing to do, I wish that you would tell me what passed, as exactly as you can.
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PHAEDO: I have nothing at all to do, and will try to gratify your wish. To be reminded of Socrates is always
the greatest delight to me, whether I speak myself or hear another speak of him.

ECHECRATES: You will have listeners who are of the same mind with you, and I hope that you will be as
exact as you can.

PHAEDO: I had a singular feeling at being in his company. For I could hardly believe that I was present at
the death of a friend, and therefore I did not pity him, Echecrates; he died so fearlessly, and his words and
bearing were so noble and gracious, that to me he appeared blessed. I thought that in going to the other world
he could not be without a divine call, and that he would be happy, if any man ever was, when he arrived there,
and therefore I did not pity him as might have seemed natural at such an hour. But I had not the pleasure
which I usually feel in philosophical discourse (for philosophy was the theme of which we spoke). I was
pleased, but in the pleasure there was also a strange admixture of pain; for I reflected that he was soon to die,
and this double feeling was shared by us all; we were laughing and weeping by turns, especially the excitable
Apollodorus--you know the sort of man?

ECHECRATES: Yes.

PHAEDO: He was quite beside himself; and I and all of us were greatly moved.

ECHECRATES: Who were present?

PHAEDO: Of native Athenians there were, besides Apollodorus, Critobulus and his father Crito,
Hermogenes, Epigenes, Aeschines, Antisthenes; likewise Ctesippus of the deme of Paeania, Menexenus, and
some others; Plato, if I am not mistaken, was ill.

ECHECRATES: Were there any strangers?

PHAEDO: Yes, there were; Simmias the Theban, and Cebes, and Phaedondes; Euclid and Terpison, who
came from Megara.

ECHECRATES: And was Aristippus there, and Cleombrotus?

PHAEDO: No, they were said to be in Aegina.

ECHECRATES: Any one else?

PHAEDO: I think that these were nearly all.

ECHECRATES: Well, and what did you talk about?

PHAEDO: I will begin at the beginning, and endeavour to repeat the entire conversation. On the previous
days we had been in the habit of assembling early in the morning at the court in which the trial took place, and
which is not far from the prison. There we used to wait talking with one another until the opening of the doors
(for they were not opened very early); then we went in and generally passed the day with Socrates. On the last
morning we assembled sooner than usual, having heard on the day before when we quitted the prison in the
evening that the sacred ship had come from Delos, and so we arranged to meet very early at the accustomed
place. On our arrival the jailer who answered the door, instead of admitting us, came out and told us to stay
until he called us. 'For the Eleven,' he said, 'are now with Socrates; they are taking off his chains, and giving
orders that he is to die to-day.' He soon returned and said that we might come in. On entering we found
Socrates just released from chains, and Xanthippe, whom you know, sitting by him, and holding his child in
her arms. When she saw us she uttered a cry and said, as women will: 'O Socrates, this is the last time that
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either you will converse with your friends, or they with you.' Socrates turned to Crito and said: 'Crito, let some
one take her home.' Some of Crito's people accordingly led her away, crying out and beating herself. And
when she was gone, Socrates, sitting up on the couch, bent and rubbed his leg, saying, as he was rubbing: How
singular is the thing called pleasure, and how curiously related to pain, which might be thought to be the
opposite of it; for they are never present to a man at the same instant, and yet he who pursues either is
generally compelled to take the other; their bodies are two, but they are joined by a single head. And I cannot
help thinking that if Aesop had remembered them, he would have made a fable about God trying to reconcile
their strife, and how, when he could not, he fastened their heads together; and this is the reason why when one
comes the other follows, as I know by my own experience now, when after the pain in my leg which was
caused by the chain pleasure appears to succeed.

Upon this Cebes said: I am glad, Socrates, that you have mentioned the name of Aesop. For it reminds me of a
question which has been asked by many, and was asked of me only the day before yesterday by Evenus the
poet--he will be sure to ask it again, and therefore if you would like me to have an answer ready for him, you
may as well tell me what I should say to him:--he wanted to know why you, who never before wrote a line of
poetry, now that you are in prison are turning Aesop's fables into verse, and also composing that hymn in
honour of Apollo.

Tell him, Cebes, he replied, what is the truth--that I had no idea of rivalling him or his poems; to do so, as I
knew, would be no easy task. But I wanted to see whether I could purge away a scruple which I felt about the
meaning of certain dreams. In the course of my life I have often had intimations in dreams 'that I should
compose music.' The same dream came to me sometimes in one form, and sometimes in another, but always
saying the same or nearly the same words: 'Cultivate and make music,' said the dream. And hitherto I had
imagined that this was only intended to exhort and encourage me in the study of philosophy, which has been
the pursuit of my life, and is the noblest and best of music. The dream was bidding me do what I was already
doing, in the same way that the competitor in a race is bidden by the spectators to run when he is already
running. But I was not certain of this, for the dream might have meant music in the popular sense of the word,
and being under sentence of death, and the festival giving me a respite, I thought that it would be safer for me
to satisfy the scruple, and, in obedience to the dream, to compose a few verses before I departed. And first I
made a hymn in honour of the god of the festival, and then considering that a poet, if he is really to be a poet,
should not only put together words, but should invent stories, and that I have no invention, I took some fables
of Aesop, which I had ready at hand and which I knew--they were the first I came upon--and turned them into
verse. Tell this to Evenus, Cebes, and bid him be of good cheer; say that I would have him come after me if he
be a wise man, and not tarry; and that to-day I am likely to be going, for the Athenians say that I must.

Simmias said: What a message for such a man! having been a frequent companion of his I should say that, as
far as I know him, he will never take your advice unless he is obliged.

Why, said Socrates,--is not Evenus a philosopher?

I think that he is, said Simmias.

Then he, or any man who has the spirit of philosophy, will be willing to die, but he will not take his own life,
for that is held to be unlawful.

Here he changed his position, and put his legs off the couch on to the ground, and during the rest of the
conversation he remained sitting.
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Why do you say, enquired Cebes, that a man ought not to take his own life, but that the philosopher will be
ready to follow the dying?

Socrates replied: And have you, Cebes and Simmias, who are the disciples of Philolaus, never heard him
speak of this?

Yes, but his language was obscure, Socrates.

My words, too, are only an echo; but there is no reason why I should not repeat what I have heard: and indeed,
as I am going to another place, it is very meet for me to be thinking and talking of the nature of the pilgrimage
which I am about to make. What can I do better in the interval between this and the setting of the sun?

Then tell me, Socrates, why is suicide held to be unlawful? as I have certainly heard Philolaus, about whom
you were just now asking, affirm when he was staying with us at Thebes: and there are others who say the
same, although I have never understood what was meant by any of them.

Do not lose heart, replied Socrates, and the day may come when you will understand. I suppose that you
wonder why, when other things which are evil may be good at certain times and to certain persons, death is to
be the only exception, and why, when a man is better dead, he is not permitted to be his own benefactor, but
must wait for the hand of another.

Very true, said Cebes, laughing gently and speaking in his native Boeotian.

I admit the appearance of inconsistency in what I am saying; but there may not be any real inconsistency after
all. There is a doctrine whispered in secret that man is a prisoner who has no right to open the door and run
away; this is a great mystery which I do not quite understand. Yet I too believe that the gods are our guardians,
and that we are a possession of theirs. Do you not agree?

Yes, I quite agree, said Cebes.

And if one of your own possessions, an ox or an ass, for example, took the liberty of putting himself out of the
way when you had given no intimation of your wish that he should die, would you not be angry with him, and
would you not punish him if you could?

Certainly, replied Cebes.

Then, if we look at the matter thus, there may be reason in saying that a man should wait, and not take his own
life until God summons him, as he is now summoning me.

Yes, Socrates, said Cebes, there seems to be truth in what you say. And yet how can you reconcile this
seemingly true belief that God is our guardian and we his possessions, with the willingness to die which we
were just now attributing to the philosopher? That the wisest of men should be willing to leave a service in
which they are ruled by the gods who are the best of rulers, is not reasonable; for surely no wise man thinks
that when set at liberty he can take better care of himself than the gods take of him. A fool may perhaps think
so--he may argue that he had better run away from his master, not considering that his duty is to remain to the
end, and not to run away from the good, and that there would be no sense in his running away. The wise man
will want to be ever with him who is better than himself. Now this, Socrates, is the reverse of what was just
now said; for upon this view the wise man should sorrow and the fool rejoice at passing out of life.

The earnestness of Cebes seemed to please Socrates. Here, said he, turning to us, is a man who is always
inquiring, and is not so easily convinced by the first thing which he hears.
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And certainly, added Simmias, the objection which he is now making does appear to me to have some force.
For what can be the meaning of a truly wise man wanting to fly away and lightly leave a master who is better
than himself? And I rather imagine that Cebes is referring to you; he thinks that you are too ready to leave us,
and too ready to leave the gods whom you acknowledge to be our good masters.

Yes, replied Socrates; there is reason in what you say. And so you think that I ought to answer your indictment
as if I were in a court?

We should like you to do so, said Simmias.

Then I must try to make a more successful defence before you than I did when before the judges. For I am
quite ready to admit, Simmias and Cebes, that I ought to be grieved at death, if I were not persuaded in the
first place that I am going to other gods who are wise and good (of which I am as certain as I can be of any
such matters), and secondly (though I am not so sure of this last) to men departed, better than those whom I
leave behind; and therefore I do not grieve as I might have done, for I have good hope that there is yet
something remaining for the dead, and as has been said of old, some far better thing for the good than for the
evil.

But do you mean to take away your thoughts with you, Socrates? said Simmias. Will you not impart them to
us?--for they are a benefit in which we too are entitled to share. Moreover, if you succeed in convincing us,
that will be an answer to the charge against yourself.

I will do my best, replied Socrates. But you must first let me hear what Crito wants; he has long been wishing
to say something to me.

Only this, Socrates, replied Crito:--the attendant who is to give you the poison has been telling me, and he
wants me to tell you, that you are not to talk much, talking, he says, increases heat, and this is apt to interfere
with the action of the poison; persons who excite themselves are sometimes obliged to take a second or even a
third dose.

Then, said Socrates, let him mind his business and be prepared to give the poison twice or even thrice if
necessary; that is all.

I knew quite well what you would say, replied Crito; but I was obliged to satisfy him.

Never mind him, he said.

And now, O my judges, I desire to prove to you that the real philosopher has reason to be of good cheer when
he is about to die, and that after death he may hope to obtain the greatest good in the other world. And how
this may be, Simmias and Cebes, I will endeavour to explain. For I deem that the true votary of philosophy is
likely to be misunderstood by other men; they do not perceive that he is always pursuing death and dying; and
if this be so, and he has had the desire of death all his life long, why when his time comes should he repine at
that which he has been always pursuing and desiring?

Simmias said laughingly: Though not in a laughing humour, you have made me laugh, Socrates; for I cannot
help thinking that the many when they hear your words will say how truly you have described philosophers,
and our people at home will likewise say that the life which philosophers desire is in reality death, and that
they have found them out to be deserving of the death which they desire.

And they are right, Simmias, in thinking so, with the exception of the words 'they have found them out'; for
they have not found out either what is the nature of that death which the true philosopher deserves, or how he
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deserves or desires death. But enough of them:--let us discuss the matter among ourselves: Do we believe that
there is such a thing as death?

To be sure, replied Simmias.

Is it not the separation of soul and body? And to be dead is the completion of this; when the soul exists in
herself, and is released from the body and the body is released from the soul, what is this but death?

Just so, he replied.

There is another question, which will probably throw light on our present inquiry if you and I can agree about
it:--Ought the philosopher to care about the pleasures--if they are to be called pleasures--of eating and
drinking?

Certainly not, answered Simmias.

And what about the pleasures of love--should he care for them?

By no means.

And will he think much of the other ways of indulging the body, for example, the acquisition of costly
raiment, or sandals, or other adornments of the body? Instead of caring about them, does he not rather despise
anything more than nature needs? What do you say?

I should say that the true philosopher would despise them.

Would you not say that he is entirely concerned with the soul and not with the body? He would like, as far as
he can, to get away from the body and to turn to the soul.

Quite true.

In matters of this sort philosophers, above all other men, may be observed in every sort of way to dissever the
soul from the communion of the body.

Very true.

Whereas, Simmias, the rest of the world are of opinion that to him who has no sense of pleasure and no part in
bodily pleasure, life is not worth having; and that he who is indifferent about them is as good as dead.

That is also true.

What again shall we say of the actual acquirement of knowledge?--is the body, if invited to share in the
enquiry, a hinderer or a helper? I mean to say, have sight and hearing any truth in them? Are they not, as the
poets are always telling us, inaccurate witnesses? and yet, if even they are inaccurate and indistinct, what is to
be said of the other senses?--for you will allow that they are the best of them?

Certainly, he replied.

Then when does the soul attain truth?--for in attempting to consider anything in company with the body she is
obviously deceived.

True.

Then must not true existence be revealed to her in thought, if at all?
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Yes.

And thought is best when the mind is gathered into herself and none of these things trouble her--neither
sounds nor sights nor pain nor any pleasure,--when she takes leave of the body, and has as little as possible to
do with it, when she has no bodily sense or desire, but is aspiring after true being?

Certainly.

And in this the philosopher dishonours the body; his soul runs away from his body and desires to be alone and
by herself?

That is true.

Well, but there is another thing, Simmias: Is there or is there not an absolute justice?

Assuredly there is.

And an absolute beauty and absolute good?

Of course.

But did you ever behold any of them with your eyes?

Certainly not.

Or did you ever reach them with any other bodily sense?--and I speak not of these alone, but of absolute
greatness, and health, and strength, and of the essence or true nature of everything. Has the reality of them
ever been perceived by you through the bodily organs? or rather, is not the nearest approach to the knowledge
of their several natures made by him who so orders his intellectual vision as to have the most exact conception
of the essence of each thing which he considers?

Certainly.

And he attains to the purest knowledge of them who goes to each with the mind alone, not introducing or
intruding in the act of thought sight or any other sense together with reason, but with the very light of the mind
in her own clearness searches into the very truth of each; he who has got rid, as far as he can, of eyes and ears
and, so to speak, of the whole body, these being in his opinion distracting elements which when they infect the
soul hinder her from acquiring truth and knowledge--who, if not he, is likely to attain the knowledge of true
being?

What you say has a wonderful truth in it, Socrates, replied Simmias.

And when real philosophers consider all these things, will they not be led to make a reflection which they will
express in words something like the following? 'Have we not found,' they will say, 'a path of thought which
seems to bring us and our argument to the conclusion, that while we are in the body, and while the soul is
infected with the evils of the body, our desire will not be satisfied? and our desire is of the truth. For the body
is a source of endless trouble to us by reason of the mere requirement of food; and is liable also to diseases
which overtake and impede us in the search after true being: it fills us full of loves, and lusts, and fears, and
fancies of all kinds, and endless foolery, and in fact, as men say, takes away from us the power of thinking at
all. Whence come wars, and fightings, and factions? whence but from the body and the lusts of the body? wars
are occasioned by the love of money, and money has to be acquired for the sake and in the service of the body;
and by reason of all these impediments we have no time to give to philosophy; and, last and worst of all, even
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if we are at leisure and betake ourselves to some speculation, the body is always breaking in upon us, causing
turmoil and confusion in our enquiries, and so amazing us that we are prevented from seeing the truth. It has
been proved to us by experience that if we would have pure knowledge of anything we must be quit of the
body--the soul in herself must behold things in themselves: and then we shall attain the wisdom which we
desire, and of which we say that we are lovers, not while we live, but after death; for if while in company with
the body, the soul cannot have pure knowledge, one of two things follows--either knowledge is not to be
attained at all, or, if at all, after death. For then, and not till then, the soul will be parted from the body and
exist in herself alone. In this present life, I reckon that we make the nearest approach to knowledge when we
have the least possible intercourse or communion with the body, and are not surfeited with the bodily nature,
but keep ourselves pure until the hour when God himself is pleased to release us. And thus having got rid of
the foolishness of the body we shall be pure and hold converse with the pure, and know of ourselves the clear
light everywhere, which is no other than the light of truth.' For the impure are not permitted to approach the
pure. These are the sort of words, Simmias, which the true lovers of knowledge cannot help saying to one
another, and thinking. You would agree; would you not?

Undoubtedly, Socrates.

But, O my friend, if this is true, there is great reason to hope that, going whither I go, when I have come to the
end of my journey, I shall attain that which has been the pursuit of my life. And therefore I go on my way
rejoicing, and not I only, but every other man who believes that his mind has been made ready and that he is in
a manner purified.

Certainly, replied Simmias.

And what is purification but the separation of the soul from the body, as I was saying before; the habit of the
soul gathering and collecting herself into herself from all sides out of the body; the dwelling in her own place
alone, as in another life, so also in this, as far as she can;--the release of the soul from the chains of the body?

Very true, he said.

And this separation and release of the soul from the body is termed death?

To be sure, he said.

And the true philosophers, and they only, are ever seeking to release the soul. Is not the separation and release
of the soul from the body their especial study?

That is true.

And, as I was saying at first, there would be a ridiculous contradiction in men studying to live as nearly as
they can in a state of death, and yet repining when it comes upon them.

Clearly.

And the true philosophers, Simmias, are always occupied in the practice of dying, wherefore also to them least
of all men is death terrible. Look at the matter thus:--if they have been in every way the enemies of the body,
and are wanting to be alone with the soul, when this desire of theirs is granted, how inconsistent would they be
if they trembled and repined, instead of rejoicing at their departure to that place where, when they arrive, they
hope to gain that which in life they desired--and this was wisdom--and at the same time to be rid of the
company of their enemy. Many a man has been willing to go to the world below animated by the hope of
seeing there an earthly love, or wife, or son, and conversing with them. And will he who is a true lover of
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wisdom, and is strongly persuaded in like manner that only in the world below he can worthily enjoy her, still
repine at death? Will he not depart with joy? Surely he will, O my friend, if he be a true philosopher. For he
will have a firm conviction that there and there only, he can find wisdom in her purity. And if this be true, he
would be very absurd, as I was saying, if he were afraid of death.

He would, indeed, replied Simmias.

And when you see a man who is repining at the approach of death, is not his reluctance a sufficient proof that
he is not a lover of wisdom, but a lover of the body, and probably at the same time a lover of either money or
power, or both?

Quite so, he replied.

And is not courage, Simmias, a quality which is specially characteristic of the philosopher?

Certainly.

There is temperance again, which even by the vulgar is supposed to consist in the control and regulation of the
passions, and in the sense of superiority to them--is not temperance a virtue belonging to those only who
despise the body, and who pass their lives in philosophy?

Most assuredly.

For the courage and temperance of other men, if you will consider them, are really a contradiction.

How so?

Well, he said, you are aware that death is regarded by men in general as a great evil.

Very true, he said.

And do not courageous men face death because they are afraid of yet greater evils?

That is quite true.

Then all but the philosophers are courageous only from fear, and because they are afraid; and yet that a man
should be courageous from fear, and because he is a coward, is surely a strange thing.

Very true.

And are not the temperate exactly in the same case? They are temperate because they are intemperate--which
might seem to be a contradiction, but is nevertheless the sort of thing which happens with this foolish
temperance. For there are pleasures which they are afraid of losing; and in their desire to keep them, they
abstain from some pleasures, because they are overcome by others; and although to be conquered by pleasure
is called by men intemperance, to them the conquest of pleasure consists in being conquered by pleasure. And
that is what I mean by saying that, in a sense, they are made temperate through intemperance.

Such appears to be the case.

Yet the exchange of one fear or pleasure or pain for another fear or pleasure or pain, and of the greater for the
less, as if they were coins, is not the exchange of virtue. O my blessed Simmias, is there not one true coin for
which all things ought to be exchanged?--and that is wisdom; and only in exchange for this, and in company
with this, is anything truly bought or sold, whether courage or temperance or justice. And is not all true virtue
the companion of wisdom, no matter what fears or pleasures or other similar goods or evils may or may not
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attend her? But the virtue which is made up of these goods, when they are severed from wisdom and
exchanged with one another, is a shadow of virtue only, nor is there any freedom or health or truth in her; but
in the true exchange there is a purging away of all these things, and temperance, and justice, and courage, and
wisdom herself are the purgation of them. The founders of the mysteries would appear to have had a real
meaning, and were not talking nonsense when they intimated in a figure long ago that he who passes
unsanctified and uninitiated into the world below will lie in a slough, but that he who arrives there after
initiation and purification will dwell with the gods. For 'many,' as they say in the mysteries, 'are the
thyrsus-bearers, but few are the mystics,'--meaning, as I interpret the words, 'the true philosophers.' In the
number of whom, during my whole life, I have been seeking, according to my ability, to find a
place;--whether I have sought in a right way or not, and whether I have succeeded or not, I shall truly know in
a little while, if God will, when I myself arrive in the other world--such is my belief. And therefore I maintain
that I am right, Simmias and Cebes, in not grieving or repining at parting from you and my masters in this
world, for I believe that I shall equally find good masters and friends in another world. But most men do not
believe this saying; if then I succeed in convincing you by my defence better than I did the Athenian judges, it
will be well.

Cebes answered: I agree, Socrates, in the greater part of what you say. But in what concerns the soul, men are
apt to be incredulous; they fear that when she has left the body her place may be nowhere, and that on the very
day of death she may perish and come to an end--immediately on her release from the body, issuing forth
dispersed like smoke or air and in her flight vanishing away into nothingness. If she could only be collected
into herself after she has obtained release from the evils of which you are speaking, there would be good
reason to hope, Socrates, that what you say is true. But surely it requires a great deal of argument and many
proofs to show that when the man is dead his soul yet exists, and has any force or intelligence.

True, Cebes, said Socrates; and shall I suggest that we converse a little of the probabilities of these things?

I am sure, said Cebes, that I should greatly like to know your opinion about them.

I reckon, said Socrates, that no one who heard me now, not even if he were one of my old enemies, the Comic
poets, could accuse me of idle talking about matters in which I have no concern:--If you please, then, we will
proceed with the inquiry.

Suppose we consider the question whether the souls of men after death are or are not in the world below.
There comes into my mind an ancient doctrine which affirms that they go from hence into the other world, and
returning hither, are born again from the dead. Now if it be true that the living come from the dead, then our
souls must exist in the other world, for if not, how could they have been born again? And this would be
conclusive, if there were any real evidence that the living are only born from the dead; but if this is not so,
then other arguments will have to be adduced.

Very true, replied Cebes.

Then let us consider the whole question, not in relation to man only, but in relation to animals generally, and
to plants, and to everything of which there is generation, and the proof will be easier. Are not all things which
have opposites generated out of their opposites? I mean such things as good and evil, just and unjust--and
there are innumerable other opposites which are generated out of opposites. And I want to show that in all
opposites there is of necessity a similar alternation; I mean to say, for example, that anything which becomes
greater must become greater after being less.

True.
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And that which becomes less must have been once greater and then have become less.

Yes.

And the weaker is generated from the stronger, and the swifter from the slower.

Very true.

And the worse is from the better, and the more just is from the more unjust.

Of course.

And is this true of all opposites? and are we convinced that all of them are generated out of opposites?

Yes.

And in this universal opposition of all things, are there not also two intermediate processes which are ever
going on, from one to the other opposite, and back again; where there is a greater and a less there is also an
intermediate process of increase and diminution, and that which grows is said to wax, and that which decays
to wane?

Yes, he said.

And there are many other processes, such as division and composition, cooling and heating, which equally
involve a passage into and out of one another. And this necessarily holds of all opposites, even though not
always expressed in words--they are really generated out of one another, and there is a passing or process
from one to the other of them?

Very true, he replied.

Well, and is there not an opposite of life, as sleep is the opposite of waking?

True, he said.

And what is it?

Death, he answered.

And these, if they are opposites, are generated the one from the other, and have there their two intermediate
processes also?

Of course.

Now, said Socrates, I will analyze one of the two pairs of opposites which I have mentioned to you, and also
its intermediate processes, and you shall analyze the other to me. One of them I term sleep, the other waking.
The state of sleep is opposed to the state of waking, and out of sleeping waking is generated, and out of
waking, sleeping; and the process of generation is in the one case falling asleep, and in the other waking up.
Do you agree?

I entirely agree.

Then, suppose that you analyze life and death to me in the same manner. Is not death opposed to life?

Yes.

And they are generated one from the other?
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Yes.

What is generated from the living?

The dead.

And what from the dead?

I can only say in answer--the living.

Then the living, whether things or persons, Cebes, are generated from the dead?

That is clear, he replied.

Then the inference is that our souls exist in the world below?

That is true.

And one of the two processes or generations is visible--for surely the act of dying is visible?

Surely, he said.

What then is to be the result? Shall we exclude the opposite process? And shall we suppose nature to walk on
one leg only? Must we not rather assign to death some corresponding process of generation?

Certainly, he replied.

And what is that process?

Return to life.

And return to life, if there be such a thing, is the birth of the dead into the world of the living?

Quite true.

Then here is a new way by which we arrive at the conclusion that the living come from the dead, just as the
dead come from the living; and this, if true, affords a most certain proof that the souls of the dead exist in
some place out of which they come again.

Yes, Socrates, he said; the conclusion seems to flow necessarily out of our previous admissions.

And that these admissions were not unfair, Cebes, he said, may be shown, I think, as follows: If generation
were in a straight line only, and there were no compensation or circle in nature, no turn or return of elements
into their opposites, then you know that all things would at last have the same form and pass into the same
state, and there would be no more generation of them.

What do you mean? he said.

A simple thing enough, which I will illustrate by the case of sleep, he replied. You know that if there were no
alternation of sleeping and waking, the tale of the sleeping Endymion would in the end have no meaning,
because all other things would be asleep, too, and he would not be distinguishable from the rest. Or if there
were composition only, and no division of substances, then the chaos of Anaxagoras would come again. And
in like manner, my dear Cebes, if all things which partook of life were to die, and after they were dead
remained in the form of death, and did not come to life again, all would at last die, and nothing would be
alive--what other result could there be? For if the living spring from any other things, and they too die, must
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not all things at last be swallowed up in death? (But compare Republic.)

There is no escape, Socrates, said Cebes; and to me your argument seems to be absolutely true.

Yes, he said, Cebes, it is and must be so, in my opinion; and we have not been deluded in making these
admissions; but I am confident that there truly is such a thing as living again, and that the living spring from
the dead, and that the souls of the dead are in existence, and that the good souls have a better portion than the
evil.

Cebes added: Your favorite doctrine, Socrates, that knowledge is simply recollection, if true, also necessarily
implies a previous time in which we have learned that which we now recollect. But this would be impossible
unless our soul had been in some place before existing in the form of man; here then is another proof of the
soul's immortality.

But tell me, Cebes, said Simmias, interposing, what arguments are urged in favour of this doctrine of
recollection. I am not very sure at the moment that I remember them.

One excellent proof, said Cebes, is afforded by questions. If you put a question to a person in a right way, he
will give a true answer of himself, but how could he do this unless there were knowledge and right reason
already in him? And this is most clearly shown when he is taken to a diagram or to anything of that sort.
(Compare Meno.)

But if, said Socrates, you are still incredulous, Simmias, I would ask you whether you may not agree with me
when you look at the matter in another way;--I mean, if you are still incredulous as to whether knowledge is
recollection.

Incredulous, I am not, said Simmias; but I want to have this doctrine of recollection brought to my own
recollection, and, from what Cebes has said, I am beginning to recollect and be convinced; but I should still
like to hear what you were going to say.

This is what I would say, he replied:--We should agree, if I am not mistaken, that what a man recollects he
must have known at some previous time.

Very true.

And what is the nature of this knowledge or recollection? I mean to ask, Whether a person who, having seen
or heard or in any way perceived anything, knows not only that, but has a conception of something else which
is the subject, not of the same but of some other kind of knowledge, may not be fairly said to recollect that of
which he has the conception?

What do you mean?

I mean what I may illustrate by the following instance:--The knowledge of a lyre is not the same as the
knowledge of a man?

True.

And yet what is the feeling of lovers when they recognize a lyre, or a garment, or anything else which the
beloved has been in the habit of using? Do not they, from knowing the lyre, form in the mind's eye an image
of the youth to whom the lyre belongs? And this is recollection. In like manner any one who sees Simmias
may remember Cebes; and there are endless examples of the same thing.
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Endless, indeed, replied Simmias.

And recollection is most commonly a process of recovering that which has been already forgotten through
time and inattention.

Very true, he said.

Well; and may you not also from seeing the picture of a horse or a lyre remember a man? and from the picture
of Simmias, you may be led to remember Cebes?

True.

Or you may also be led to the recollection of Simmias himself?

Quite so.

And in all these cases, the recollection may be derived from things either like or unlike?

It may be.

And when the recollection is derived from like things, then another consideration is sure to arise, which
is--whether the likeness in any degree falls short or not of that which is recollected?

Very true, he said.

And shall we proceed a step further, and affirm that there is such a thing as equality, not of one piece of wood
or stone with another, but that, over and above this, there is absolute equality? Shall we say so?

Say so, yes, replied Simmias, and swear to it, with all the confidence in life.

And do we know the nature of this absolute essence?

To be sure, he said.

And whence did we obtain our knowledge? Did we not see equalities of material things, such as pieces of
wood and stones, and gather from them the idea of an equality which is different from them? For you will
acknowledge that there is a difference. Or look at the matter in another way:--Do not the same pieces of wood
or stone appear at one time equal, and at another time unequal?

That is certain.

But are real equals ever unequal? or is the idea of equality the same as of inequality?

Impossible, Socrates.

Then these (so-called) equals are not the same with the idea of equality?

I should say, clearly not, Socrates.

And yet from these equals, although differing from the idea of equality, you conceived and attained that idea?

Very true, he said.

Which might be like, or might be unlike them?

Yes.
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But that makes no difference; whenever from seeing one thing you conceived another, whether like or unlike,
there must surely have been an act of recollection?

Very true.

But what would you say of equal portions of wood and stone, or other material equals? and what is the
impression produced by them? Are they equals in the same sense in which absolute equality is equal? or do
they fall short of this perfect equality in a measure?

Yes, he said, in a very great measure too.

And must we not allow, that when I or any one, looking at any object, observes that the thing which he sees
aims at being some other thing, but falls short of, and cannot be, that other thing, but is inferior, he who makes
this observation must have had a previous knowledge of that to which the other, although similar, was
inferior?

Certainly.

And has not this been our own case in the matter of equals and of absolute equality?

Precisely.

Then we must have known equality previously to the time when we first saw the material equals, and reflected
that all these apparent equals strive to attain absolute equality, but fall short of it?

Very true.

And we recognize also that this absolute equality has only been known, and can only be known, through the
medium of sight or touch, or of some other of the senses, which are all alike in this respect?

Yes, Socrates, as far as the argument is concerned, one of them is the same as the other.

From the senses then is derived the knowledge that all sensible things aim at an absolute equality of which
they fall short?

Yes.

Then before we began to see or hear or perceive in any way, we must have had a knowledge of absolute
equality, or we could not have referred to that standard the equals which are derived from the senses?--for to
that they all aspire, and of that they fall short.

No other inference can be drawn from the previous statements.

And did we not see and hear and have the use of our other senses as soon as we were born?

Certainly.

Then we must have acquired the knowledge of equality at some previous time?

Yes.

That is to say, before we were born, I suppose?

True.
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And if we acquired this knowledge before we were born, and were born having the use of it, then we also
knew before we were born and at the instant of birth not only the equal or the greater or the less, but all other
ideas; for we are not speaking only of equality, but of beauty, goodness, justice, holiness, and of all which we
stamp with the name of essence in the dialectical process, both when we ask and when we answer questions.
Of all this we may certainly affirm that we acquired the knowledge before birth?

We may.

But if, after having acquired, we have not forgotten what in each case we acquired, then we must always have
come into life having knowledge, and shall always continue to know as long as life lasts--for knowing is the
acquiring and retaining knowledge and not forgetting. Is not forgetting, Simmias, just the losing of
knowledge?

Quite true, Socrates.

But if the knowledge which we acquired before birth was lost by us at birth, and if afterwards by the use of the
senses we recovered what we previously knew, will not the process which we call learning be a recovering of
the knowledge which is natural to us, and may not this be rightly termed recollection?

Very true.

So much is clear--that when we perceive something, either by the help of sight, or hearing, or some other
sense, from that perception we are able to obtain a notion of some other thing like or unlike which is
associated with it but has been forgotten. Whence, as I was saying, one of two alternatives follows:--either we
had this knowledge at birth, and continued to know through life; or, after birth, those who are said to learn
only remember, and learning is simply recollection.

Yes, that is quite true, Socrates.

And which alternative, Simmias, do you prefer? Had we the knowledge at our birth, or did we recollect the
things which we knew previously to our birth?

I cannot decide at the moment.

At any rate you can decide whether he who has knowledge will or will not be able to render an account of his
knowledge? What do you say?

Certainly, he will.

But do you think that every man is able to give an account of these very matters about which we are speaking?

Would that they could, Socrates, but I rather fear that to-morrow, at this time, there will no longer be any one
alive who is able to give an account of them such as ought to be given.

Then you are not of opinion, Simmias, that all men know these things?

Certainly not.

They are in process of recollecting that which they learned before?

Certainly.

But when did our souls acquire this knowledge?--not since we were born as men?
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Certainly not.

And therefore, previously?

Yes.

Then, Simmias, our souls must also have existed without bodies before they were in the form of man, and
must have had intelligence.

Unless indeed you suppose, Socrates, that these notions are given us at the very moment of birth; for this is the
only time which remains.

Yes, my friend, but if so, when do we lose them? for they are not in us when we are born--that is admitted. Do
we lose them at the moment of receiving them, or if not at what other time?

No, Socrates, I perceive that I was unconsciously talking nonsense.

Then may we not say, Simmias, that if, as we are always repeating, there is an absolute beauty, and goodness,
and an absolute essence of all things; and if to this, which is now discovered to have existed in our former
state, we refer all our sensations, and with this compare them, finding these ideas to be pre-existent and our
inborn possession--then our souls must have had a prior existence, but if not, there would be no force in the
argument? There is the same proof that these ideas must have existed before we were born, as that our souls
existed before we were born; and if not the ideas, then not the souls.

Yes, Socrates; I am convinced that there is precisely the same necessity for the one as for the other; and the
argument retreats successfully to the position that the existence of the soul before birth cannot be separated
from the existence of the essence of which you speak. For there is nothing which to my mind is so patent as
that beauty, goodness, and the other notions of which you were just now speaking, have a most real and
absolute existence; and I am satisfied with the proof.

Well, but is Cebes equally satisfied? for I must convince him too.

I think, said Simmias, that Cebes is satisfied: although he is the most incredulous of mortals, yet I believe that
he is sufficiently convinced of the existence of the soul before birth. But that after death the soul will continue
to exist is not yet proven even to my own satisfaction. I cannot get rid of the feeling of the many to which
Cebes was referring--the feeling that when the man dies the soul will be dispersed, and that this may be the
extinction of her. For admitting that she may have been born elsewhere, and framed out of other elements, and
was in existence before entering the human body, why after having entered in and gone out again may she not
herself be destroyed and come to an end?

Very true, Simmias, said Cebes; about half of what was required has been proven; to wit, that our souls
existed before we were born:--that the soul will exist after death as well as before birth is the other half of
which the proof is still wanting, and has to be supplied; when that is given the demonstration will be complete.

But that proof, Simmias and Cebes, has been already given, said Socrates, if you put the two arguments
together--I mean this and the former one, in which we admitted that everything living is born of the dead. For
if the soul exists before birth, and in coming to life and being born can be born only from death and dying,
must she not after death continue to exist, since she has to be born again?--Surely the proof which you desire
has been already furnished. Still I suspect that you and Simmias would be glad to probe the argument further.
Like children, you are haunted with a fear that when the soul leaves the body, the wind may really blow her
away and scatter her; especially if a man should happen to die in a great storm and not when the sky is calm.
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Cebes answered with a smile: Then, Socrates, you must argue us out of our fears--and yet, strictly speaking,
they are not our fears, but there is a child within us to whom death is a sort of hobgoblin; him too we must
persuade not to be afraid when he is alone in the dark.

Socrates said: Let the voice of the charmer be applied daily until you have charmed away the fear.

And where shall we find a good charmer of our fears, Socrates, when you are gone?

Hellas, he replied, is a large place, Cebes, and has many good men, and there are barbarous races not a few:
seek for him among them all, far and wide, sparing neither pains nor money; for there is no better way of
spending your money. And you must seek among yourselves too; for you will not find others better able to
make the search.

The search, replied Cebes, shall certainly be made. And now, if you please, let us return to the point of the
argument at which we digressed.

By all means, replied Socrates; what else should I please?

Very good.

Must we not, said Socrates, ask ourselves what that is which, as we imagine, is liable to be scattered, and
about which we fear? and what again is that about which we have no fear? And then we may proceed further
to enquire whether that which suffers dispersion is or is not of the nature of soul--our hopes and fears as to our
own souls will turn upon the answers to these questions.

Very true, he said.

Now the compound or composite may be supposed to be naturally capable, as of being compounded, so also
of being dissolved; but that which is uncompounded, and that only, must be, if anything is, indissoluble.

Yes; I should imagine so, said Cebes.

And the uncompounded may be assumed to be the same and unchanging, whereas the compound is always
changing and never the same.

I agree, he said.

Then now let us return to the previous discussion. Is that idea or essence, which in the dialectical process we
define as essence or true existence--whether essence of equality, beauty, or anything else--are these essences, I
say, liable at times to some degree of change? or are they each of them always what they are, having the same
simple self-existent and unchanging forms, not admitting of variation at all, or in any way, or at any time?

They must be always the same, Socrates, replied Cebes.

And what would you say of the many beautiful--whether men or horses or garments or any other things which
are named by the same names and may be called equal or beautiful,--are they all unchanging and the same
always, or quite the reverse? May they not rather be described as almost always changing and hardly ever the
same, either with themselves or with one another?

The latter, replied Cebes; they are always in a state of change.

And these you can touch and see and perceive with the senses, but the unchanging things you can only
perceive with the mind--they are invisible and are not seen?
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That is very true, he said.

Well, then, added Socrates, let us suppose that there are two sorts of existences--one seen, the other unseen.

Let us suppose them.

The seen is the changing, and the unseen is the unchanging?

That may be also supposed.

And, further, is not one part of us body, another part soul?

To be sure.

And to which class is the body more alike and akin?

Clearly to the seen--no one can doubt that.

And is the soul seen or not seen?

Not by man, Socrates.

And what we mean by 'seen' and 'not seen' is that which is or is not visible to the eye of man?

Yes, to the eye of man.

And is the soul seen or not seen?

Not seen.

Unseen then?

Yes.

Then the soul is more like to the unseen, and the body to the seen?

That follows necessarily, Socrates.

And were we not saying long ago that the soul when using the body as an instrument of perception, that is to
say, when using the sense of sight or hearing or some other sense (for the meaning of perceiving through the
body is perceiving through the senses)--were we not saying that the soul too is then dragged by the body into
the region of the changeable, and wanders and is confused; the world spins round her, and she is like a
drunkard, when she touches change?

Very true.

But when returning into herself she reflects, then she passes into the other world, the region of purity, and
eternity, and immortality, and unchangeableness, which are her kindred, and with them she ever lives, when
she is by herself and is not let or hindered; then she ceases from her erring ways, and being in communion
with the unchanging is unchanging. And this state of the soul is called wisdom?

That is well and truly said, Socrates, he replied.

And to which class is the soul more nearly alike and akin, as far as may be inferred from this argument, as
well as from the preceding one?
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I think, Socrates, that, in the opinion of every one who follows the argument, the soul will be infinitely more
like the unchangeable--even the most stupid person will not deny that.

And the body is more like the changing?

Yes.

Yet once more consider the matter in another light: When the soul and the body are united, then nature orders
the soul to rule and govern, and the body to obey and serve. Now which of these two functions is akin to the
divine? and which to the mortal? Does not the divine appear to you to be that which naturally orders and rules,
and the mortal to be that which is subject and servant?

True.

And which does the soul resemble?

The soul resembles the divine, and the body the mortal--there can be no doubt of that, Socrates.

Then reflect, Cebes: of all which has been said is not this the conclusion?--that the soul is in the very likeness
of the divine, and immortal, and intellectual, and uniform, and indissoluble, and unchangeable; and that the
body is in the very likeness of the human, and mortal, and unintellectual, and multiform, and dissoluble, and
changeable. Can this, my dear Cebes, be denied?

It cannot.

But if it be true, then is not the body liable to speedy dissolution? and is not the soul almost or altogether
indissoluble?

Certainly.

And do you further observe, that after a man is dead, the body, or visible part of him, which is lying in the
visible world, and is called a corpse, and would naturally be dissolved and decomposed and dissipated, is not
dissolved or decomposed at once, but may remain for a for some time, nay even for a long time, if the
constitution be sound at the time of death, and the season of the year favourable? For the body when shrunk
and embalmed, as the manner is in Egypt, may remain almost entire through infinite ages; and even in decay,
there are still some portions, such as the bones and ligaments, which are practically indestructible:--Do you
agree?

Yes.

And is it likely that the soul, which is invisible, in passing to the place of the true Hades, which like her is
invisible, and pure, and noble, and on her way to the good and wise God, whither, if God will, my soul is also
soon to go,--that the soul, I repeat, if this be her nature and origin, will be blown away and destroyed
immediately on quitting the body, as the many say? That can never be, my dear Simmias and Cebes. The truth
rather is, that the soul which is pure at departing and draws after her no bodily taint, having never voluntarily
during life had connection with the body, which she is ever avoiding, herself gathered into herself;--and
making such abstraction her perpetual study--which means that she has been a true disciple of philosophy; and
therefore has in fact been always engaged in the practice of dying? For is not philosophy the practice of
death?--

Certainly--
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That soul, I say, herself invisible, departs to the invisible world--to the divine and immortal and rational:
thither arriving, she is secure of bliss and is released from the error and folly of men, their fears and wild
passions and all other human ills, and for ever dwells, as they say of the initiated, in company with the gods
(compare Apol.). Is not this true, Cebes?

Yes, said Cebes, beyond a doubt.

But the soul which has been polluted, and is impure at the time of her departure, and is the companion and
servant of the body always, and is in love with and fascinated by the body and by the desires and pleasures of
the body, until she is led to believe that the truth only exists in a bodily form, which a man may touch and see
and taste, and use for the purposes of his lusts,--the soul, I mean, accustomed to hate and fear and avoid the
intellectual principle, which to the bodily eye is dark and invisible, and can be attained only by
philosophy;--do you suppose that such a soul will depart pure and unalloyed?

Impossible, he replied.

She is held fast by the corporeal, which the continual association and constant care of the body have wrought
into her nature.

Very true.

And this corporeal element, my friend, is heavy and weighty and earthy, and is that element of sight by which
a soul is depressed and dragged down again into the visible world, because she is afraid of the invisible and of
the world below--prowling about tombs and sepulchres, near which, as they tell us, are seen certain ghostly
apparitions of souls which have not departed pure, but are cloyed with sight and therefore visible.

(Compare Milton, Comus:--

'But when lust, By unchaste looks, loose gestures, and foul talk, But most by lewd and lavish act of sin, Lets in
defilement to the inward parts, The soul grows clotted by contagion, Imbodies, and imbrutes, till she quite
lose, The divine property of her first being. Such are those thick and gloomy shadows damp Oft seen in
charnel vaults and sepulchres, Lingering, and sitting by a new made grave, As loath to leave the body that it
lov'd, And linked itself by carnal sensuality To a degenerate and degraded state.')

That is very likely, Socrates.

Yes, that is very likely, Cebes; and these must be the souls, not of the good, but of the evil, which are
compelled to wander about such places in payment of the penalty of their former evil way of life; and they
continue to wander until through the craving after the corporeal which never leaves them, they are imprisoned
finally in another body. And they may be supposed to find their prisons in the same natures which they have
had in their former lives.

What natures do you mean, Socrates?

What I mean is that men who have followed after gluttony, and wantonness, and drunkenness, and have had
no thought of avoiding them, would pass into asses and animals of that sort. What do you think?

I think such an opinion to be exceedingly probable.

And those who have chosen the portion of injustice, and tyranny, and violence, will pass into wolves, or into
hawks and kites;--whither else can we suppose them to go?
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Yes, said Cebes; with such natures, beyond question.

And there is no difficulty, he said, in assigning to all of them places answering to their several natures and
propensities?

There is not, he said.

Some are happier than others; and the happiest both in themselves and in the place to which they go are those
who have practised the civil and social virtues which are called temperance and justice, and are acquired by
habit and attention without philosophy and mind. (Compare Republic.)

Why are they the happiest?

Because they may be expected to pass into some gentle and social kind which is like their own, such as bees
or wasps or ants, or back again into the form of man, and just and moderate men may be supposed to spring
from them.

Very likely.

No one who has not studied philosophy and who is not entirely pure at the time of his departure is allowed to
enter the company of the Gods, but the lover of knowledge only. And this is the reason, Simmias and Cebes,
why the true votaries of philosophy abstain from all fleshly lusts, and hold out against them and refuse to give
themselves up to them,--not because they fear poverty or the ruin of their families, like the lovers of money,
and the world in general; nor like the lovers of power and honour, because they dread the dishonour or
disgrace of evil deeds.

No, Socrates, that would not become them, said Cebes.

No indeed, he replied; and therefore they who have any care of their own souls, and do not merely live
moulding and fashioning the body, say farewell to all this; they will not walk in the ways of the blind: and
when philosophy offers them purification and release from evil, they feel that they ought not to resist her
influence, and whither she leads they turn and follow.

What do you mean, Socrates?

I will tell you, he said. The lovers of knowledge are conscious that the soul was simply fastened and glued to
the body--until philosophy received her, she could only view real existence through the bars of a prison, not in
and through herself; she was wallowing in the mire of every sort of ignorance; and by reason of lust had
become the principal accomplice in her own captivity. This was her original state; and then, as I was saying,
and as the lovers of knowledge are well aware, philosophy, seeing how terrible was her confinement, of which
she was to herself the cause, received and gently comforted her and sought to release her, pointing out that the
eye and the ear and the other senses are full of deception, and persuading her to retire from them, and abstain
from all but the necessary use of them, and be gathered up and collected into herself, bidding her trust in
herself and her own pure apprehension of pure existence, and to mistrust whatever comes to her through other
channels and is subject to variation; for such things are visible and tangible, but what she sees in her own
nature is intelligible and invisible. And the soul of the true philosopher thinks that she ought not to resist this
deliverance, and therefore abstains from pleasures and desires and pains and fears, as far as she is able;
reflecting that when a man has great joys or sorrows or fears or desires, he suffers from them, not merely the
sort of evil which might be anticipated--as for example, the loss of his health or property which he has
sacrificed to his lusts--but an evil greater far, which is the greatest and worst of all evils, and one of which he
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never thinks.

What is it, Socrates? said Cebes.

The evil is that when the feeling of pleasure or pain is most intense, every soul of man imagines the objects of
this intense feeling to be then plainest and truest: but this is not so, they are really the things of sight.

Very true.

And is not this the state in which the soul is most enthralled by the body?

How so?

Why, because each pleasure and pain is a sort of nail which nails and rivets the soul to the body, until she
becomes like the body, and believes that to be true which the body affirms to be true; and from agreeing with
the body and having the same delights she is obliged to have the same habits and haunts, and is not likely ever
to be pure at her departure to the world below, but is always infected by the body; and so she sinks into
another body and there germinates and grows, and has therefore no part in the communion of the divine and
pure and simple.

Most true, Socrates, answered Cebes.

And this, Cebes, is the reason why the true lovers of knowledge are temperate and brave; and not for the
reason which the world gives.

Certainly not.

Certainly not! The soul of a philosopher will reason in quite another way; she will not ask philosophy to
release her in order that when released she may deliver herself up again to the thraldom of pleasures and pains,
doing a work only to be undone again, weaving instead of unweaving her Penelope's web. But she will calm
passion, and follow reason, and dwell in the contemplation of her, beholding the true and divine (which is not
matter of opinion), and thence deriving nourishment. Thus she seeks to live while she lives, and after death
she hopes to go to her own kindred and to that which is like her, and to be freed from human ills. Never fear,
Simmias and Cebes, that a soul which has been thus nurtured and has had these pursuits, will at her departure
from the body be scattered and blown away by the winds and be nowhere and nothing.

When Socrates had done speaking, for a considerable time there was silence; he himself appeared to be
meditating, as most of us were, on what had been said; only Cebes and Simmias spoke a few words to one
another. And Socrates observing them asked what they thought of the argument, and whether there was
anything wanting? For, said he, there are many points still open to suspicion and attack, if any one were
disposed to sift the matter thoroughly. Should you be considering some other matter I say no more, but if you
are still in doubt do not hesitate to say exactly what you think, and let us have anything better which you can
suggest; and if you think that I can be of any use, allow me to help you.

Simmias said: I must confess, Socrates, that doubts did arise in our minds, and each of us was urging and
inciting the other to put the question which we wanted to have answered and which neither of us liked to ask,
fearing that our importunity might be troublesome under present at such a time.

Socrates replied with a smile: O Simmias, what are you saying? I am not very likely to persuade other men
that I do not regard my present situation as a misfortune, if I cannot even persuade you that I am no worse off
now than at any other time in my life. Will you not allow that I have as much of the spirit of prophecy in me as
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the swans? For they, when they perceive that they must die, having sung all their life long, do then sing more
lustily than ever, rejoicing in the thought that they are about to go away to the god whose ministers they are.
But men, because they are themselves afraid of death, slanderously affirm of the swans that they sing a lament
at the last, not considering that no bird sings when cold, or hungry, or in pain, not even the nightingale, nor the
swallow, nor yet the hoopoe; which are said indeed to tune a lay of sorrow, although I do not believe this to be
true of them any more than of the swans. But because they are sacred to Apollo, they have the gift of
prophecy, and anticipate the good things of another world, wherefore they sing and rejoice in that day more
than they ever did before. And I too, believing myself to be the consecrated servant of the same God, and the
fellow-servant of the swans, and thinking that I have received from my master gifts of prophecy which are not
inferior to theirs, would not go out of life less merrily than the swans. Never mind then, if this be your only
objection, but speak and ask anything which you like, while the eleven magistrates of Athens allow.

Very good, Socrates, said Simmias; then I will tell you my difficulty, and Cebes will tell you his. I feel myself,
(and I daresay that you have the same feeling), how hard or rather impossible is the attainment of any certainty
about questions such as these in the present life. And yet I should deem him a coward who did not prove what
is said about them to the uttermost, or whose heart failed him before he had examined them on every side. For
he should persevere until he has achieved one of two things: either he should discover, or be taught the truth
about them; or, if this be impossible, I would have him take the best and most irrefragable of human theories,
and let this be the raft upon which he sails through life--not without risk, as I admit, if he cannot find some
word of God which will more surely and safely carry him. And now, as you bid me, I will venture to question
you, and then I shall not have to reproach myself hereafter with not having said at the time what I think. For
when I consider the matter, either alone or with Cebes, the argument does certainly appear to me, Socrates, to
be not sufficient.

Socrates answered: I dare say, my friend, that you may be right, but I should like to know in what respect the
argument is insufficient.

In this respect, replied Simmias:--Suppose a person to use the same argument about harmony and the
lyre--might he not say that harmony is a thing invisible, incorporeal, perfect, divine, existing in the lyre which
is harmonized, but that the lyre and the strings are matter and material, composite, earthy, and akin to
mortality? And when some one breaks the lyre, or cuts and rends the strings, then he who takes this view
would argue as you do, and on the same analogy, that the harmony survives and has not perished--you cannot
imagine, he would say, that the lyre without the strings, and the broken strings themselves which are mortal
remain, and yet that the harmony, which is of heavenly and immortal nature and kindred, has
perished--perished before the mortal. The harmony must still be somewhere, and the wood and strings will
decay before anything can happen to that. The thought, Socrates, must have occurred to your own mind that
such is our conception of the soul; and that when the body is in a manner strung and held together by the
elements of hot and cold, wet and dry, then the soul is the harmony or due proportionate admixture of them.
But if so, whenever the strings of the body are unduly loosened or overstrained through disease or other
injury, then the soul, though most divine, like other harmonies of music or of works of art, of course perishes
at once, although the material remains of the body may last for a considerable time, until they are either
decayed or burnt. And if any one maintains that the soul, being the harmony of the elements of the body, is
first to perish in that which is called death, how shall we answer him?

Socrates looked fixedly at us as his manner was, and said with a smile: Simmias has reason on his side; and
why does not some one of you who is better able than myself answer him? for there is force in his attack upon
me. But perhaps, before we answer him, we had better also hear what Cebes has to say that we may gain time
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for reflection, and when they have both spoken, we may either assent to them, if there is truth in what they
say, or if not, we will maintain our position. Please to tell me then, Cebes, he said, what was the difficulty
which troubled you?

Cebes said: I will tell you. My feeling is that the argument is where it was, and open to the same objections
which were urged before; for I am ready to admit that the existence of the soul before entering into the bodily
form has been very ingeniously, and, if I may say so, quite sufficiently proven; but the existence of the soul
after death is still, in my judgment, unproven. Now my objection is not the same as that of Simmias; for I am
not disposed to deny that the soul is stronger and more lasting than the body, being of opinion that in all such
respects the soul very far excels the body. Well, then, says the argument to me, why do you remain
unconvinced?--When you see that the weaker continues in existence after the man is dead, will you not admit
that the more lasting must also survive during the same period of time? Now I will ask you to consider
whether the objection, which, like Simmias, I will express in a figure, is of any weight. The analogy which I
will adduce is that of an old weaver, who dies, and after his death somebody says:--He is not dead, he must be
alive;--see, there is the coat which he himself wove and wore, and which remains whole and undecayed. And
then he proceeds to ask of some one who is incredulous, whether a man lasts longer, or the coat which is in
use and wear; and when he is answered that a man lasts far longer, thinks that he has thus certainly
demonstrated the survival of the man, who is the more lasting, because the less lasting remains. But that,
Simmias, as I would beg you to remark, is a mistake; any one can see that he who talks thus is talking
nonsense. For the truth is, that the weaver aforesaid, having woven and worn many such coats, outlived
several of them, and was outlived by the last; but a man is not therefore proved to be slighter and weaker than
a coat. Now the relation of the body to the soul may be expressed in a similar figure; and any one may very
fairly say in like manner that the soul is lasting, and the body weak and shortlived in comparison. He may
argue in like manner that every soul wears out many bodies, especially if a man live many years. While he is
alive the body deliquesces and decays, and the soul always weaves another garment and repairs the waste. But
of course, whenever the soul perishes, she must have on her last garment, and this will survive her; and then at
length, when the soul is dead, the body will show its native weakness, and quickly decompose and pass away.
I would therefore rather not rely on the argument from superior strength to prove the continued existence of
the soul after death. For granting even more than you affirm to be possible, and acknowledging not only that
the soul existed before birth, but also that the souls of some exist, and will continue to exist after death, and
will be born and die again and again, and that there is a natural strength in the soul which will hold out and be
born many times--nevertheless, we may be still inclined to think that she will weary in the labours of
successive births, and may at last succumb in one of her deaths and utterly perish; and this death and
dissolution of the body which brings destruction to the soul may be unknown to any of us, for no one of us can
have had any experience of it: and if so, then I maintain that he who is confident about death has but a foolish
confidence, unless he is able to prove that the soul is altogether immortal and imperishable. But if he cannot
prove the soul's immortality, he who is about to die will always have reason to fear that when the body is
disunited, the soul also may utterly perish.

All of us, as we afterwards remarked to one another, had an unpleasant feeling at hearing what they said.
When we had been so firmly convinced before, now to have our faith shaken seemed to introduce a confusion
and uncertainty, not only into the previous argument, but into any future one; either we were incapable of
forming a judgment, or there were no grounds of belief.

ECHECRATES: There I feel with you--by heaven I do, Phaedo, and when you were speaking, I was
beginning to ask myself the same question: What argument can I ever trust again? For what could be more
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convincing than the argument of Socrates, which has now fallen into discredit? That the soul is a harmony is a
doctrine which has always had a wonderful attraction for me, and, when mentioned, came back to me at once,
as my own original conviction. And now I must begin again and find another argument which will assure me
that when the man is dead the soul survives. Tell me, I implore you, how did Socrates proceed? Did he appear
to share the unpleasant feeling which you mention? or did he calmly meet the attack? And did he answer
forcibly or feebly? Narrate what passed as exactly as you can.

PHAEDO: Often, Echecrates, I have wondered at Socrates, but never more than on that occasion. That he
should be able to answer was nothing, but what astonished me was, first, the gentle and pleasant and
approving manner in which he received the words of the young men, and then his quick sense of the wound
which had been inflicted by the argument, and the readiness with which he healed it. He might be compared to
a general rallying his defeated and broken army, urging them to accompany him and return to the field of
argument.

ECHECRATES: What followed?

PHAEDO: You shall hear, for I was close to him on his right hand, seated on a sort of stool, and he on a
couch which was a good deal higher. He stroked my head, and pressed the hair upon my neck--he had a way
of playing with my hair; and then he said: To-morrow, Phaedo, I suppose that these fair locks of yours will be
severed.

Yes, Socrates, I suppose that they will, I replied.

Not so, if you will take my advice.

What shall I do with them? I said.

To-day, he replied, and not to-morrow, if this argument dies and we cannot bring it to life again, you and I will
both shave our locks; and if I were you, and the argument got away from me, and I could not hold my ground
against Simmias and Cebes, I would myself take an oath, like the Argives, not to wear hair any more until I
had renewed the conflict and defeated them.

Yes, I said, but Heracles himself is said not to be a match for two.

Summon me then, he said, and I will be your Iolaus until the sun goes down.

I summon you rather, I rejoined, not as Heracles summoning Iolaus, but as Iolaus might summon Heracles.

That will do as well, he said. But first let us take care that we avoid a danger.

Of what nature? I said.

Lest we become misologists, he replied, no worse thing can happen to a man than this. For as there are
misanthropists or haters of men, there are also misologists or haters of ideas, and both spring from the same
cause, which is ignorance of the world. Misanthropy arises out of the too great confidence of
inexperience;--you trust a man and think him altogether true and sound and faithful, and then in a little while
he turns out to be false and knavish; and then another and another, and when this has happened several times
to a man, especially when it happens among those whom he deems to be his own most trusted and familiar
friends, and he has often quarreled with them, he at last hates all men, and believes that no one has any good
in him at all. You must have observed this trait of character?

I have.
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And is not the feeling discreditable? Is it not obvious that such an one having to deal with other men, was
clearly without any experience of human nature; for experience would have taught him the true state of the
case, that few are the good and few the evil, and that the great majority are in the interval between them.

What do you mean? I said.

I mean, he replied, as you might say of the very large and very small, that nothing is more uncommon than a
very large or very small man; and this applies generally to all extremes, whether of great and small, or swift
and slow, or fair and foul, or black and white: and whether the instances you select be men or dogs or anything
else, few are the extremes, but many are in the mean between them. Did you never observe this?

Yes, I said, I have.

And do you not imagine, he said, that if there were a competition in evil, the worst would be found to be very
few?

Yes, that is very likely, I said.

Yes, that is very likely, he replied; although in this respect arguments are unlike men--there I was led on by
you to say more than I had intended; but the point of comparison was, that when a simple man who has no
skill in dialectics believes an argument to be true which he afterwards imagines to be false, whether really
false or not, and then another and another, he has no longer any faith left, and great disputers, as you know,
come to think at last that they have grown to be the wisest of mankind; for they alone perceive the utter
unsoundness and instability of all arguments, or indeed, of all things, which, like the currents in the Euripus,
are going up and down in never-ceasing ebb and flow.

That is quite true, I said.

Yes, Phaedo, he replied, and how melancholy, if there be such a thing as truth or certainty or possibility of
knowledge--that a man should have lighted upon some argument or other which at first seemed true and then
turned out to be false, and instead of blaming himself and his own want of wit, because he is annoyed, should
at last be too glad to transfer the blame from himself to arguments in general: and for ever afterwards should
hate and revile them, and lose truth and the knowledge of realities.

Yes, indeed, I said; that is very melancholy.

Let us then, in the first place, he said, be careful of allowing or of admitting into our souls the notion that there
is no health or soundness in any arguments at all. Rather say that we have not yet attained to soundness in
ourselves, and that we must struggle manfully and do our best to gain health of mind--you and all other men
having regard to the whole of your future life, and I myself in the prospect of death. For at this moment I am
sensible that I have not the temper of a philosopher; like the vulgar, I am only a partisan. Now the partisan,
when he is engaged in a dispute, cares nothing about the rights of the question, but is anxious only to convince
his hearers of his own assertions. And the difference between him and me at the present moment is merely
this--that whereas he seeks to convince his hearers that what he says is true, I am rather seeking to convince
myself; to convince my hearers is a secondary matter with me. And do but see how much I gain by the
argument. For if what I say is true, then I do well to be persuaded of the truth, but if there be nothing after
death, still, during the short time that remains, I shall not distress my friends with lamentations, and my
ignorance will not last, but will die with me, and therefore no harm will be done. This is the state of mind,
Simmias and Cebes, in which I approach the argument. And I would ask you to be thinking of the truth and
not of Socrates: agree with me, if I seem to you to be speaking the truth; or if not, withstand me might and
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main, that I may not deceive you as well as myself in my enthusiasm, and like the bee, leave my sting in you
before I die.

And now let us proceed, he said. And first of all let me be sure that I have in my mind what you were saying.
Simmias, if I remember rightly, has fears and misgivings whether the soul, although a fairer and diviner thing
than the body, being as she is in the form of harmony, may not perish first. On the other hand, Cebes appeared
to grant that the soul was more lasting than the body, but he said that no one could know whether the soul,
after having worn out many bodies, might not perish herself and leave her last body behind her; and that this is
death, which is the destruction not of the body but of the soul, for in the body the work of destruction is ever
going on. Are not these, Simmias and Cebes, the points which we have to consider?

They both agreed to this statement of them.

He proceeded: And did you deny the force of the whole preceding argument, or of a part only?

Of a part only, they replied.

And what did you think, he said, of that part of the argument in which we said that knowledge was
recollection, and hence inferred that the soul must have previously existed somewhere else before she was
enclosed in the body?

Cebes said that he had been wonderfully impressed by that part of the argument, and that his conviction
remained absolutely unshaken. Simmias agreed, and added that he himself could hardly imagine the
possibility of his ever thinking differently.

But, rejoined Socrates, you will have to think differently, my Theban friend, if you still maintain that harmony
is a compound, and that the soul is a harmony which is made out of strings set in the frame of the body; for
you will surely never allow yourself to say that a harmony is prior to the elements which compose it.

Never, Socrates.

But do you not see that this is what you imply when you say that the soul existed before she took the form and
body of man, and was made up of elements which as yet had no existence? For harmony is not like the soul, as
you suppose; but first the lyre, and the strings, and the sounds exist in a state of discord, and then harmony is
made last of all, and perishes first. And how can such a notion of the soul as this agree with the other?

Not at all, replied Simmias.

And yet, he said, there surely ought to be harmony in a discourse of which harmony is the theme.

There ought, replied Simmias.

But there is no harmony, he said, in the two propositions that knowledge is recollection, and that the soul is a
harmony. Which of them will you retain?

I think, he replied, that I have a much stronger faith, Socrates, in the first of the two, which has been fully
demonstrated to me, than in the latter, which has not been demonstrated at all, but rests only on probable and
plausible grounds; and is therefore believed by the many. I know too well that these arguments from
probabilities are impostors, and unless great caution is observed in the use of them, they are apt to be
deceptive--in geometry, and in other things too. But the doctrine of knowledge and recollection has been
proven to me on trustworthy grounds; and the proof was that the soul must have existed before she came into
the body, because to her belongs the essence of which the very name implies existence. Having, as I am
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convinced, rightly accepted this conclusion, and on sufficient grounds, I must, as I suppose, cease to argue or
allow others to argue that the soul is a harmony.

Let me put the matter, Simmias, he said, in another point of view: Do you imagine that a harmony or any other
composition can be in a state other than that of the elements, out of which it is compounded?

Certainly not.

Or do or suffer anything other than they do or suffer?

He agreed.

Then a harmony does not, properly speaking, lead the parts or elements which make up the harmony, but only
follows them.

He assented.

For harmony cannot possibly have any motion, or sound, or other quality which is opposed to its parts.

That would be impossible, he replied.

And does not the nature of every harmony depend upon the manner in which the elements are harmonized?

I do not understand you, he said.

I mean to say that a harmony admits of degrees, and is more of a harmony, and more completely a harmony,
when more truly and fully harmonized, to any extent which is possible; and less of a harmony, and less
completely a harmony, when less truly and fully harmonized.

True.

But does the soul admit of degrees? or is one soul in the very least degree more or less, or more or less
completely, a soul than another?

Not in the least.

Yet surely of two souls, one is said to have intelligence and virtue, and to be good, and the other to have folly
and vice, and to be an evil soul: and this is said truly?

Yes, truly.

But what will those who maintain the soul to be a harmony say of this presence of virtue and vice in the
soul?--will they say that here is another harmony, and another discord, and that the virtuous soul is
harmonized, and herself being a harmony has another harmony within her, and that the vicious soul is
inharmonical and has no harmony within her?

I cannot tell, replied Simmias; but I suppose that something of the sort would be asserted by those who say
that the soul is a harmony.

And we have already admitted that no soul is more a soul than another; which is equivalent to admitting that
harmony is not more or less harmony, or more or less completely a harmony?

Quite true.

And that which is not more or less a harmony is not more or less harmonized?



Great Perorations Compendium

50

True.

And that which is not more or less harmonized cannot have more or less of harmony, but only an equal
harmony?

Yes, an equal harmony.

Then one soul not being more or less absolutely a soul than another, is not more or less harmonized?

Exactly.

And therefore has neither more nor less of discord, nor yet of harmony?

She has not.

And having neither more nor less of harmony or of discord, one soul has no more vice or virtue than another,
if vice be discord and virtue harmony?

Not at all more.

Or speaking more correctly, Simmias, the soul, if she is a harmony, will never have any vice; because a
harmony, being absolutely a harmony, has no part in the inharmonical.

No.

And therefore a soul which is absolutely a soul has no vice?

How can she have, if the previous argument holds?

Then, if all souls are equally by their nature souls, all souls of all living creatures will be equally good?

I agree with you, Socrates, he said.

And can all this be true, think you? he said; for these are the consequences which seem to follow from the
assumption that the soul is a harmony?

It cannot be true.

Once more, he said, what ruler is there of the elements of human nature other than the soul, and especially the
wise soul? Do you know of any?

Indeed, I do not.

And is the soul in agreement with the affections of the body? or is she at variance with them? For example,
when the body is hot and thirsty, does not the soul incline us against drinking? and when the body is hungry,
against eating? And this is only one instance out of ten thousand of the opposition of the soul to the things of
the body.

Very true.

But we have already acknowledged that the soul, being a harmony, can never utter a note at variance with the
tensions and relaxations and vibrations and other affections of the strings out of which she is composed; she
can only follow, she cannot lead them?

It must be so, he replied.
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And yet do we not now discover the soul to be doing the exact opposite--leading the elements of which she is
believed to be composed; almost always opposing and coercing them in all sorts of ways throughout life,
sometimes more violently with the pains of medicine and gymnastic; then again more gently; now threatening,
now admonishing the desires, passions, fears, as if talking to a thing which is not herself, as Homer in the
Odyssee represents Odysseus doing in the words--

'He beat his breast, and thus reproached his heart: Endure, my heart; far worse hast thou endured!'

Do you think that Homer wrote this under the idea that the soul is a harmony capable of being led by the
affections of the body, and not rather of a nature which should lead and master them--herself a far diviner
thing than any harmony?

Yes, Socrates, I quite think so.

Then, my friend, we can never be right in saying that the soul is a harmony, for we should contradict the
divine Homer, and contradict ourselves.

True, he said.

Thus much, said Socrates, of Harmonia, your Theban goddess, who has graciously yielded to us; but what
shall I say, Cebes, to her husband Cadmus, and how shall I make peace with him?

I think that you will discover a way of propitiating him, said Cebes; I am sure that you have put the argument
with Harmonia in a manner that I could never have expected. For when Simmias was mentioning his
difficulty, I quite imagined that no answer could be given to him, and therefore I was surprised at finding that
his argument could not sustain the first onset of yours, and not impossibly the other, whom you call Cadmus,
may share a similar fate.

Nay, my good friend, said Socrates, let us not boast, lest some evil eye should put to flight the word which I
am about to speak. That, however, may be left in the hands of those above, while I draw near in Homeric
fashion, and try the mettle of your words. Here lies the point:--You want to have it proven to you that the soul
is imperishable and immortal, and the philosopher who is confident in death appears to you to have but a vain
and foolish confidence, if he believes that he will fare better in the world below than one who has led another
sort of life, unless he can prove this; and you say that the demonstration of the strength and divinity of the
soul, and of her existence prior to our becoming men, does not necessarily imply her immortality. Admitting
the soul to be longlived, and to have known and done much in a former state, still she is not on that account
immortal; and her entrance into the human form may be a sort of disease which is the beginning of
dissolution, and may at last, after the toils of life are over, end in that which is called death. And whether the
soul enters into the body once only or many times, does not, as you say, make any difference in the fears of
individuals. For any man, who is not devoid of sense, must fear, if he has no knowledge and can give no
account of the soul's immortality. This, or something like this, I suspect to be your notion, Cebes; and I
designedly recur to it in order that nothing may escape us, and that you may, if you wish, add or subtract
anything.

But, said Cebes, as far as I see at present, I have nothing to add or subtract: I mean what you say that I mean.

Socrates paused awhile, and seemed to be absorbed in reflection. At length he said: You are raising a
tremendous question, Cebes, involving the whole nature of generation and corruption, about which, if you
like, I will give you my own experience; and if anything which I say is likely to avail towards the solution of
your difficulty you may make use of it.
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I should very much like, said Cebes, to hear what you have to say.

Then I will tell you, said Socrates. When I was young, Cebes, I had a prodigious desire to know that
department of philosophy which is called the investigation of nature; to know the causes of things, and why a
thing is and is created or destroyed appeared to me to be a lofty profession; and I was always agitating myself
with the consideration of questions such as these:--Is the growth of animals the result of some decay which the
hot and cold principle contracts, as some have said? Is the blood the element with which we think, or the air,
or the fire? or perhaps nothing of the kind--but the brain may be the originating power of the perceptions of
hearing and sight and smell, and memory and opinion may come from them, and science may be based on
memory and opinion when they have attained fixity. And then I went on to examine the corruption of them,
and then to the things of heaven and earth, and at last I concluded myself to be utterly and absolutely
incapable of these enquiries, as I will satisfactorily prove to you. For I was fascinated by them to such a
degree that my eyes grew blind to things which I had seemed to myself, and also to others, to know quite well;
I forgot what I had before thought self-evident truths; e.g. such a fact as that the growth of man is the result of
eating and drinking; for when by the digestion of food flesh is added to flesh and bone to bone, and whenever
there is an aggregation of congenial elements, the lesser bulk becomes larger and the small man great. Was not
that a reasonable notion?

Yes, said Cebes, I think so.

Well; but let me tell you something more. There was a time when I thought that I understood the meaning of
greater and less pretty well; and when I saw a great man standing by a little one, I fancied that one was taller
than the other by a head; or one horse would appear to be greater than another horse: and still more clearly did
I seem to perceive that ten is two more than eight, and that two cubits are more than one, because two is the
double of one.

And what is now your notion of such matters? said Cebes.

I should be far enough from imagining, he replied, that I knew the cause of any of them, by heaven I should;
for I cannot satisfy myself that, when one is added to one, the one to which the addition is made becomes two,
or that the two units added together make two by reason of the addition. I cannot understand how, when
separated from the other, each of them was one and not two, and now, when they are brought together, the
mere juxtaposition or meeting of them should be the cause of their becoming two: neither can I understand
how the division of one is the way to make two; for then a different cause would produce the same effect,--as
in the former instance the addition and juxtaposition of one to one was the cause of two, in this the separation
and subtraction of one from the other would be the cause. Nor am I any longer satisfied that I understand the
reason why one or anything else is either generated or destroyed or is at all, but I have in my mind some
confused notion of a new method, and can never admit the other.

Then I heard some one reading, as he said, from a book of Anaxagoras, that mind was the disposer and cause
of all, and I was delighted at this notion, which appeared quite admirable, and I said to myself: If mind is the
disposer, mind will dispose all for the best, and put each particular in the best place; and I argued that if any
one desired to find out the cause of the generation or destruction or existence of anything, he must find out
what state of being or doing or suffering was best for that thing, and therefore a man had only to consider the
best for himself and others, and then he would also know the worse, since the same science comprehended
both. And I rejoiced to think that I had found in Anaxagoras a teacher of the causes of existence such as I
desired, and I imagined that he would tell me first whether the earth is flat or round; and whichever was true,
he would proceed to explain the cause and the necessity of this being so, and then he would teach me the
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nature of the best and show that this was best; and if he said that the earth was in the centre, he would further
explain that this position was the best, and I should be satisfied with the explanation given, and not want any
other sort of cause. And I thought that I would then go on and ask him about the sun and moon and stars, and
that he would explain to me their comparative swiftness, and their returnings and various states, active and
passive, and how all of them were for the best. For I could not imagine that when he spoke of mind as the
disposer of them, he would give any other account of their being as they are, except that this was best; and I
thought that when he had explained to me in detail the cause of each and the cause of all, he would go on to
explain to me what was best for each and what was good for all. These hopes I would not have sold for a large
sum of money, and I seized the books and read them as fast as I could in my eagerness to know the better and
the worse.

What expectations I had formed, and how grievously was I disappointed! As I proceeded, I found my
philosopher altogether forsaking mind or any other principle of order, but having recourse to air, and ether,
and water, and other eccentricities. I might compare him to a person who began by maintaining generally that
mind is the cause of the actions of Socrates, but who, when he endeavoured to explain the causes of my
several actions in detail, went on to show that I sit here because my body is made up of bones and muscles;
and the bones, as he would say, are hard and have joints which divide them, and the muscles are elastic, and
they cover the bones, which have also a covering or environment of flesh and skin which contains them; and
as the bones are lifted at their joints by the contraction or relaxation of the muscles, I am able to bend my
limbs, and this is why I am sitting here in a curved posture--that is what he would say, and he would have a
similar explanation of my talking to you, which he would attribute to sound, and air, and hearing, and he
would assign ten thousand other causes of the same sort, forgetting to mention the true cause, which is, that
the Athenians have thought fit to condemn me, and accordingly I have thought it better and more right to
remain here and undergo my sentence; for I am inclined to think that these muscles and bones of mine would
have gone off long ago to Megara or Boeotia--by the dog they would, if they had been moved only by their
own idea of what was best, and if I had not chosen the better and nobler part, instead of playing truant and
running away, of enduring any punishment which the state inflicts. There is surely a strange confusion of
causes and conditions in all this. It may be said, indeed, that without bones and muscles and the other parts of
the body I cannot execute my purposes. But to say that I do as I do because of them, and that this is the way in
which mind acts, and not from the choice of the best, is a very careless and idle mode of speaking. I wonder
that they cannot distinguish the cause from the condition, which the many, feeling about in the dark, are
always mistaking and misnaming. And thus one man makes a vortex all round and steadies the earth by the
heaven; another gives the air as a support to the earth, which is a sort of broad trough. Any power which in
arranging them as they are arranges them for the best never enters into their minds; and instead of finding any
superior strength in it, they rather expect to discover another Atlas of the world who is stronger and more
everlasting and more containing than the good;--of the obligatory and containing power of the good they think
nothing; and yet this is the principle which I would fain learn if any one would teach me. But as I have failed
either to discover myself, or to learn of any one else, the nature of the best, I will exhibit to you, if you like,
what I have found to be the second best mode of enquiring into the cause.

I should very much like to hear, he replied.

Socrates proceeded:--I thought that as I had failed in the contemplation of true existence, I ought to be careful
that I did not lose the eye of my soul; as people may injure their bodily eye by observing and gazing on the
sun during an eclipse, unless they take the precaution of only looking at the image reflected in the water, or in
some similar medium. So in my own case, I was afraid that my soul might be blinded altogether if I looked at
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things with my eyes or tried to apprehend them by the help of the senses. And I thought that I had better have
recourse to the world of mind and seek there the truth of existence. I dare say that the simile is not perfect--for
I am very far from admitting that he who contemplates existences through the medium of thought, sees them
only 'through a glass darkly,' any more than he who considers them in action and operation. However, this was
the method which I adopted: I first assumed some principle which I judged to be the strongest, and then I
affirmed as true whatever seemed to agree with this, whether relating to the cause or to anything else; and that
which disagreed I regarded as untrue. But I should like to explain my meaning more clearly, as I do not think
that you as yet understand me.

No indeed, replied Cebes, not very well.

There is nothing new, he said, in what I am about to tell you; but only what I have been always and
everywhere repeating in the previous discussion and on other occasions: I want to show you the nature of that
cause which has occupied my thoughts. I shall have to go back to those familiar words which are in the mouth
of every one, and first of all assume that there is an absolute beauty and goodness and greatness, and the like;
grant me this, and I hope to be able to show you the nature of the cause, and to prove the immortality of the
soul.

Cebes said: You may proceed at once with the proof, for I grant you this.

Well, he said, then I should like to know whether you agree with me in the next step; for I cannot help
thinking, if there be anything beautiful other than absolute beauty should there be such, that it can be beautiful
only in as far as it partakes of absolute beauty--and I should say the same of everything. Do you agree in this
notion of the cause?

Yes, he said, I agree.

He proceeded: I know nothing and can understand nothing of any other of those wise causes which are
alleged; and if a person says to me that the bloom of colour, or form, or any such thing is a source of beauty, I
leave all that, which is only confusing to me, and simply and singly, and perhaps foolishly, hold and am
assured in my own mind that nothing makes a thing beautiful but the presence and participation of beauty in
whatever way or manner obtained; for as to the manner I am uncertain, but I stoutly contend that by beauty all
beautiful things become beautiful. This appears to me to be the safest answer which I can give, either to
myself or to another, and to this I cling, in the persuasion that this principle will never be overthrown, and that
to myself or to any one who asks the question, I may safely reply, That by beauty beautiful things become
beautiful. Do you not agree with me?

I do.

And that by greatness only great things become great and greater greater, and by smallness the less become
less?

True.

Then if a person were to remark that A is taller by a head than B, and B less by a head than A, you would
refuse to admit his statement, and would stoutly contend that what you mean is only that the greater is greater
by, and by reason of, greatness, and the less is less only by, and by reason of, smallness; and thus you would
avoid the danger of saying that the greater is greater and the less less by the measure of the head, which is the
same in both, and would also avoid the monstrous absurdity of supposing that the greater man is greater by
reason of the head, which is small. You would be afraid to draw such an inference, would you not?
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Indeed, I should, said Cebes, laughing.

In like manner you would be afraid to say that ten exceeded eight by, and by reason of, two; but would say by,
and by reason of, number; or you would say that two cubits exceed one cubit not by a half, but by
magnitude?-for there is the same liability to error in all these cases.

Very true, he said.

Again, would you not be cautious of affirming that the addition of one to one, or the division of one, is the
cause of two? And you would loudly asseverate that you know of no way in which anything comes into
existence except by participation in its own proper essence, and consequently, as far as you know, the only
cause of two is the participation in duality--this is the way to make two, and the participation in one is the way
to make one. You would say: I will let alone puzzles of division and addition--wiser heads than mine may
answer them; inexperienced as I am, and ready to start, as the proverb says, at my own shadow, I cannot
afford to give up the sure ground of a principle. And if any one assails you there, you would not mind him, or
answer him, until you had seen whether the consequences which follow agree with one another or not, and
when you are further required to give an explanation of this principle, you would go on to assume a higher
principle, and a higher, until you found a resting-place in the best of the higher; but you would not confuse the
principle and the consequences in your reasoning, like the Eristics--at least if you wanted to discover real
existence. Not that this confusion signifies to them, who never care or think about the matter at all, for they
have the wit to be well pleased with themselves however great may be the turmoil of their ideas. But you, if
you are a philosopher, will certainly do as I say.

What you say is most true, said Simmias and Cebes, both speaking at once.

ECHECRATES: Yes, Phaedo; and I do not wonder at their assenting. Any one who has the least sense will
acknowledge the wonderful clearness of Socrates' reasoning.

PHAEDO: Certainly, Echecrates; and such was the feeling of the whole company at the time.

ECHECRATES: Yes, and equally of ourselves, who were not of the company, and are now listening to your
recital. But what followed?

PHAEDO: After all this had been admitted, and they had that ideas exist, and that other things participate in
them and derive their names from them, Socrates, if I remember rightly, said:--

This is your way of speaking; and yet when you say that Simmias is greater than Socrates and less than
Phaedo, do you not predicate of Simmias both greatness and smallness?

Yes, I do.

But still you allow that Simmias does not really exceed Socrates, as the words may seem to imply, because he
is Simmias, but by reason of the size which he has; just as Simmias does not exceed Socrates because he is
Simmias, any more than because Socrates is Socrates, but because he has smallness when compared with the
greatness of Simmias?

True.

And if Phaedo exceeds him in size, this is not because Phaedo is Phaedo, but because Phaedo has greatness
relatively to Simmias, who is comparatively smaller?

That is true.
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And therefore Simmias is said to be great, and is also said to be small, because he is in a mean between them,
exceeding the smallness of the one by his greatness, and allowing the greatness of the other to exceed his
smallness. He added, laughing, I am speaking like a book, but I believe that what I am saying is true.

Simmias assented.

I speak as I do because I want you to agree with me in thinking, not only that absolute greatness will never be
great and also small, but that greatness in us or in the concrete will never admit the small or admit of being
exceeded: instead of this, one of two things will happen, either the greater will fly or retire before the opposite,
which is the less, or at the approach of the less has already ceased to exist; but will not, if allowing or
admitting of smallness, be changed by that; even as I, having received and admitted smallness when compared
with Simmias, remain just as I was, and am the same small person. And as the idea of greatness cannot
condescend ever to be or become small, in like manner the smallness in us cannot be or become great; nor can
any other opposite which remains the same ever be or become its own opposite, but either passes away or
perishes in the change.

That, replied Cebes, is quite my notion.

Hereupon one of the company, though I do not exactly remember which of them, said: In heaven's name, is
not this the direct contrary of what was admitted before--that out of the greater came the less and out of the
less the greater, and that opposites were simply generated from opposites; but now this principle seems to be
utterly denied.

Socrates inclined his head to the speaker and listened. I like your courage, he said, in reminding us of this. But
you do not observe that there is a difference in the two cases. For then we were speaking of opposites in the
concrete, and now of the essential opposite which, as is affirmed, neither in us nor in nature can ever be at
variance with itself: then, my friend, we were speaking of things in which opposites are inherent and which
are called after them, but now about the opposites which are inherent in them and which give their name to
them; and these essential opposites will never, as we maintain, admit of generation into or out of one another.
At the same time, turning to Cebes, he said: Are you at all disconcerted, Cebes, at our friend's objection?

No, I do not feel so, said Cebes; and yet I cannot deny that I am often disturbed by objections.

Then we are agreed after all, said Socrates, that the opposite will never in any case be opposed to itself?

To that we are quite agreed, he replied.

Yet once more let me ask you to consider the question from another point of view, and see whether you agree
with me:--There is a thing which you term heat, and another thing which you term cold?

Certainly.

But are they the same as fire and snow?

Most assuredly not.

Heat is a thing different from fire, and cold is not the same with snow?

Yes.

And yet you will surely admit, that when snow, as was before said, is under the influence of heat, they will not
remain snow and heat; but at the advance of the heat, the snow will either retire or perish?
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Very true, he replied.

And the fire too at the advance of the cold will either retire or perish; and when the fire is under the influence
of the cold, they will not remain as before, fire and cold.

That is true, he said.

And in some cases the name of the idea is not only attached to the idea in an eternal connection, but anything
else which, not being the idea, exists only in the form of the idea, may also lay claim to it. I will try to make
this clearer by an example:--The odd number is always called by the name of odd?

Very true.

But is this the only thing which is called odd? Are there not other things which have their own name, and yet
are called odd, because, although not the same as oddness, they are never without oddness?--that is what I
mean to ask--whether numbers such as the number three are not of the class of odd. And there are many other
examples: would you not say, for example, that three may be called by its proper name, and also be called
odd, which is not the same with three? and this may be said not only of three but also of five, and of every
alternate number--each of them without being oddness is odd, and in the same way two and four, and the other
series of alternate numbers, has every number even, without being evenness. Do you agree?

Of course.

Then now mark the point at which I am aiming:--not only do essential opposites exclude one another, but also
concrete things, which, although not in themselves opposed, contain opposites; these, I say, likewise reject the
idea which is opposed to that which is contained in them, and when it approaches them they either perish or
withdraw. For example; Will not the number three endure annihilation or anything sooner than be converted
into an even number, while remaining three?

Very true, said Cebes.

And yet, he said, the number two is certainly not opposed to the number three?

It is not.

Then not only do opposite ideas repel the advance of one another, but also there are other natures which repel
the approach of opposites.

Very true, he said.

Suppose, he said, that we endeavour, if possible, to determine what these are.

By all means.

Are they not, Cebes, such as compel the things of which they have possession, not only to take their own
form, but also the form of some opposite?

What do you mean?

I mean, as I was just now saying, and as I am sure that you know, that those things which are possessed by the
number three must not only be three in number, but must also be odd.

Quite true.
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And on this oddness, of which the number three has the impress, the opposite idea will never intrude?

No.

And this impress was given by the odd principle?

Yes.

And to the odd is opposed the even?

True.

Then the idea of the even number will never arrive at three?

No.

Then three has no part in the even?

None.

Then the triad or number three is uneven?

Very true.

To return then to my distinction of natures which are not opposed, and yet do not admit opposites--as, in the
instance given, three, although not opposed to the even, does not any the more admit of the even, but always
brings the opposite into play on the other side; or as two does not receive the odd, or fire the cold--from these
examples (and there are many more of them) perhaps you may be able to arrive at the general conclusion, that
not only opposites will not receive opposites, but also that nothing which brings the opposite will admit the
opposite of that which it brings, in that to which it is brought. And here let me recapitulate--for there is no
harm in repetition. The number five will not admit the nature of the even, any more than ten, which is the
double of five, will admit the nature of the odd. The double has another opposite, and is not strictly opposed to
the odd, but nevertheless rejects the odd altogether. Nor again will parts in the ratio 3:2, nor any fraction in
which there is a half, nor again in which there is a third, admit the notion of the whole, although they are not
opposed to the whole: You will agree?

Yes, he said, I entirely agree and go along with you in that.

And now, he said, let us begin again; and do not you answer my question in the words in which I ask it: let me
have not the old safe answer of which I spoke at first, but another equally safe, of which the truth will be
inferred by you from what has been just said. I mean that if any one asks you 'what that is, of which the
inherence makes the body hot,' you will reply not heat (this is what I call the safe and stupid answer), but fire,
a far superior answer, which we are now in a condition to give. Or if any one asks you 'why a body is
diseased,' you will not say from disease, but from fever; and instead of saying that oddness is the cause of odd
numbers, you will say that the monad is the cause of them: and so of things in general, as I dare say that you
will understand sufficiently without my adducing any further examples.

Yes, he said, I quite understand you.

Tell me, then, what is that of which the inherence will render the body alive?

The soul, he replied.

And is this always the case?
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Yes, he said, of course.

Then whatever the soul possesses, to that she comes bearing life?

Yes, certainly.

And is there any opposite to life?

There is, he said.

And what is that?

Death.

Then the soul, as has been acknowledged, will never receive the opposite of what she brings.

Impossible, replied Cebes.

And now, he said, what did we just now call that principle which repels the even?

The odd.

And that principle which repels the musical, or the just?

The unmusical, he said, and the unjust.

And what do we call the principle which does not admit of death?

The immortal, he said.

And does the soul admit of death?

No.

Then the soul is immortal?

Yes, he said.

And may we say that this has been proven?

Yes, abundantly proven, Socrates, he replied.

Supposing that the odd were imperishable, must not three be imperishable?

Of course.

And if that which is cold were imperishable, when the warm principle came attacking the snow, must not the
snow have retired whole and unmelted--for it could never have perished, nor could it have remained and
admitted the heat?

True, he said.

Again, if the uncooling or warm principle were imperishable, the fire when assailed by cold would not have
perished or have been extinguished, but would have gone away unaffected?

Certainly, he said.

And the same may be said of the immortal: if the immortal is also imperishable, the soul when attacked by
death cannot perish; for the preceding argument shows that the soul will not admit of death, or ever be dead,
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any more than three or the odd number will admit of the even, or fire or the heat in the fire, of the cold. Yet a
person may say: 'But although the odd will not become even at the approach of the even, why may not the odd
perish and the even take the place of the odd?' Now to him who makes this objection, we cannot answer that
the odd principle is imperishable; for this has not been acknowledged, but if this had been acknowledged,
there would have been no difficulty in contending that at the approach of the even the odd principle and the
number three took their departure; and the same argument would have held good of fire and heat and any other
thing.

Very true.

And the same may be said of the immortal: if the immortal is also imperishable, then the soul will be
imperishable as well as immortal; but if not, some other proof of her imperishableness will have to be given.

No other proof is needed, he said; for if the immortal, being eternal, is liable to perish, then nothing is
imperishable.

Yes, replied Socrates, and yet all men will agree that God, and the essential form of life, and the immortal in
general, will never perish.

Yes, all men, he said--that is true; and what is more, gods, if I am not mistaken, as well as men.

Seeing then that the immortal is indestructible, must not the soul, if she is immortal, be also imperishable?

Most certainly.

Then when death attacks a man, the mortal portion of him may be supposed to die, but the immortal retires at
the approach of death and is preserved safe and sound?

True.

Then, Cebes, beyond question, the soul is immortal and imperishable, and our souls will truly exist in another
world!

I am convinced, Socrates, said Cebes, and have nothing more to object; but if my friend Simmias, or any one
else, has any further objection to make, he had better speak out, and not keep silence, since I do not know to
what other season he can defer the discussion, if there is anything which he wants to say or to have said.

But I have nothing more to say, replied Simmias; nor can I see any reason for doubt after what has been said.
But I still feel and cannot help feeling uncertain in my own mind, when I think of the greatness of the subject
and the feebleness of man.

Yes, Simmias, replied Socrates, that is well said: and I may add that first principles, even if they appear
certain, should be carefully considered; and when they are satisfactorily ascertained, then, with a sort of
hesitating confidence in human reason, you may, I think, follow the course of the argument; and if that be
plain and clear, there will be no need for any further enquiry.

Very true.

But then, O my friends, he said, if the soul is really immortal, what care should be taken of her, not only in
respect of the portion of time which is called life, but of eternity! And the danger of neglecting her from this
point of view does indeed appear to be awful. If death had only been the end of all, the wicked would have had
a good bargain in dying, for they would have been happily quit not only of their body, but of their own evil
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together with their souls. But now, inasmuch as the soul is manifestly immortal, there is no release or
salvation from evil except the attainment of the highest virtue and wisdom. For the soul when on her progress
to the world below takes nothing with her but nurture and education; and these are said greatly to benefit or
greatly to injure the departed, at the very beginning of his journey thither.

For after death, as they say, the genius of each individual, to whom he belonged in life, leads him to a certain
place in which the dead are gathered together, whence after judgment has been given they pass into the world
below, following the guide, who is appointed to conduct them from this world to the other: and when they
have there received their due and remained their time, another guide brings them back again after many
revolutions of ages. Now this way to the other world is not, as Aeschylus says in the Telephus, a single and
straight path--if that were so no guide would be needed, for no one could miss it; but there are many partings
of the road, and windings, as I infer from the rites and sacrifices which are offered to the gods below in places
where three ways meet on earth. The wise and orderly soul follows in the straight path and is conscious of her
surroundings; but the soul which desires the body, and which, as I was relating before, has long been fluttering
about the lifeless frame and the world of sight, is after many struggles and many sufferings hardly and with
violence carried away by her attendant genius, and when she arrives at the place where the other souls are
gathered, if she be impure and have done impure deeds, whether foul murders or other crimes which are the
brothers of these, and the works of brothers in crime--from that soul every one flees and turns away; no one
will be her companion, no one her guide, but alone she wanders in extremity of evil until certain times are
fulfilled, and when they are fulfilled, she is borne irresistibly to her own fitting habitation; as every pure and
just soul which has passed through life in the company and under the guidance of the gods has also her own
proper home.

Now the earth has divers wonderful regions, and is indeed in nature and extent very unlike the notions of
geographers, as I believe on the authority of one who shall be nameless.

What do you mean, Socrates? said Simmias. I have myself heard many descriptions of the earth, but I do not
know, and I should very much like to know, in which of these you put faith.

And I, Simmias, replied Socrates, if I had the art of Glaucus would tell you; although I know not that the art of
Glaucus could prove the truth of my tale, which I myself should never be able to prove, and even if I could, I
fear, Simmias, that my life would come to an end before the argument was completed. I may describe to you,
however, the form and regions of the earth according to my conception of them.

That, said Simmias, will be enough.

Well, then, he said, my conviction is, that the earth is a round body in the centre of the heavens, and therefore
has no need of air or any similar force to be a support, but is kept there and hindered from falling or inclining
any way by the equability of the surrounding heaven and by her own equipoise. For that which, being in
equipoise, is in the centre of that which is equably diffused, will not incline any way in any degree, but will
always remain in the same state and not deviate. And this is my first notion.

Which is surely a correct one, said Simmias.

Also I believe that the earth is very vast, and that we who dwell in the region extending from the river Phasis
to the Pillars of Heracles inhabit a small portion only about the sea, like ants or frogs about a marsh, and that
there are other inhabitants of many other like places; for everywhere on the face of the earth there are hollows
of various forms and sizes, into which the water and the mist and the lower air collect. But the true earth is
pure and situated in the pure heaven--there are the stars also; and it is the heaven which is commonly spoken
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of by us as the ether, and of which our own earth is the sediment gathering in the hollows beneath. But we
who live in these hollows are deceived into the notion that we are dwelling above on the surface of the earth;
which is just as if a creature who was at the bottom of the sea were to fancy that he was on the surface of the
water, and that the sea was the heaven through which he saw the sun and the other stars, he having never come
to the surface by reason of his feebleness and sluggishness, and having never lifted up his head and seen, nor
ever heard from one who had seen, how much purer and fairer the world above is than his own. And such is
exactly our case: for we are dwelling in a hollow of the earth, and fancy that we are on the surface; and the air
we call the heaven, in which we imagine that the stars move. But the fact is, that owing to our feebleness and
sluggishness we are prevented from reaching the surface of the air: for if any man could arrive at the exterior
limit, or take the wings of a bird and come to the top, then like a fish who puts his head out of the water and
sees this world, he would see a world beyond; and, if the nature of man could sustain the sight, he would
acknowledge that this other world was the place of the true heaven and the true light and the true earth. For
our earth, and the stones, and the entire region which surrounds us, are spoilt and corroded, as in the sea all
things are corroded by the brine, neither is there any noble or perfect growth, but caverns only, and sand, and
an endless slough of mud: and even the shore is not to be compared to the fairer sights of this world. And still
less is this our world to be compared with the other. Of that upper earth which is under the heaven, I can tell
you a charming tale, Simmias, which is well worth hearing.

And we, Socrates, replied Simmias, shall be charmed to listen to you.

The tale, my friend, he said, is as follows:--In the first place, the earth, when looked at from above, is in
appearance streaked like one of those balls which have leather coverings in twelve pieces, and is decked with
various colours, of which the colours used by painters on earth are in a manner samples. But there the whole
earth is made up of them, and they are brighter far and clearer than ours; there is a purple of wonderful lustre,
also the radiance of gold, and the white which is in the earth is whiter than any chalk or snow. Of these and
other colours the earth is made up, and they are more in number and fairer than the eye of man has ever seen;
the very hollows (of which I was speaking) filled with air and water have a colour of their own, and are seen
like light gleaming amid the diversity of the other colours, so that the whole presents a single and continuous
appearance of variety in unity. And in this fair region everything that grows--trees, and flowers, and fruits--are
in a like degree fairer than any here; and there are hills, having stones in them in a like degree smoother, and
more transparent, and fairer in colour than our highly-valued emeralds and sardonyxes and jaspers, and other
gems, which are but minute fragments of them: for there all the stones are like our precious stones, and fairer
still (compare Republic). The reason is, that they are pure, and not, like our precious stones, infected or
corroded by the corrupt briny elements which coagulate among us, and which breed foulness and disease both
in earth and stones, as well as in animals and plants. They are the jewels of the upper earth, which also shines
with gold and silver and the like, and they are set in the light of day and are large and abundant and in all
places, making the earth a sight to gladden the beholder's eye. And there are animals and men, some in a
middle region, others dwelling about the air as we dwell about the sea; others in islands which the air flows
round, near the continent: and in a word, the air is used by them as the water and the sea are by us, and the
ether is to them what the air is to us. Moreover, the temperament of their seasons is such that they have no
disease, and live much longer than we do, and have sight and hearing and smell, and all the other senses, in far
greater perfection, in the same proportion that air is purer than water or the ether than air. Also they have
temples and sacred places in which the gods really dwell, and they hear their voices and receive their answers,
and are conscious of them and hold converse with them, and they see the sun, moon, and stars as they truly
are, and their other blessedness is of a piece with this.
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Such is the nature of the whole earth, and of the things which are around the earth; and there are divers regions
in the hollows on the face of the globe everywhere, some of them deeper and more extended than that which
we inhabit, others deeper but with a narrower opening than ours, and some are shallower and also wider. All
have numerous perforations, and there are passages broad and narrow in the interior of the earth, connecting
them with one another; and there flows out of and into them, as into basins, a vast tide of water, and huge
subterranean streams of perennial rivers, and springs hot and cold, and a great fire, and great rivers of fire, and
streams of liquid mud, thin or thick (like the rivers of mud in Sicily, and the lava streams which follow them),
and the regions about which they happen to flow are filled up with them. And there is a swinging or see-saw
in the interior of the earth which moves all this up and down, and is due to the following cause:--There is a
chasm which is the vastest of them all, and pierces right through the whole earth; this is that chasm which
Homer describes in the words,--

'Far off, where is the inmost depth beneath the earth;'

and which he in other places, and many other poets, have called Tartarus. And the see-saw is caused by the
streams flowing into and out of this chasm, and they each have the nature of the soil through which they flow.
And the reason why the streams are always flowing in and out, is that the watery element has no bed or
bottom, but is swinging and surging up and down, and the surrounding wind and air do the same; they follow
the water up and down, hither and thither, over the earth--just as in the act of respiration the air is always in
process of inhalation and exhalation;--and the wind swinging with the water in and out produces fearful and
irresistible blasts: when the waters retire with a rush into the lower parts of the earth, as they are called, they
flow through the earth in those regions, and fill them up like water raised by a pump, and then when they leave
those regions and rush back hither, they again fill the hollows here, and when these are filled, flow through
subterranean channels and find their way to their several places, forming seas, and lakes, and rivers, and
springs. Thence they again enter the earth, some of them making a long circuit into many lands, others going
to a few places and not so distant; and again fall into Tartarus, some at a point a good deal lower than that at
which they rose, and others not much lower, but all in some degree lower than the point from which they
came. And some burst forth again on the opposite side, and some on the same side, and some wind round the
earth with one or many folds like the coils of a serpent, and descend as far as they can, but always return and
fall into the chasm. The rivers flowing in either direction can descend only to the centre and no further, for
opposite to the rivers is a precipice.

Now these rivers are many, and mighty, and diverse, and there are four principal ones, of which the greatest
and outermost is that called Oceanus, which flows round the earth in a circle; and in the opposite direction
flows Acheron, which passes under the earth through desert places into the Acherusian lake: this is the lake to
the shores of which the souls of the many go when they are dead, and after waiting an appointed time, which
is to some a longer and to some a shorter time, they are sent back to be born again as animals. The third river
passes out between the two, and near the place of outlet pours into a vast region of fire, and forms a lake larger
than the Mediterranean Sea, boiling with water and mud; and proceeding muddy and turbid, and winding
about the earth, comes, among other places, to the extremities of the Acherusian Lake, but mingles not with
the waters of the lake, and after making many coils about the earth plunges into Tartarus at a deeper level.
This is that Pyriphlegethon, as the stream is called, which throws up jets of fire in different parts of the earth.
The fourth river goes out on the opposite side, and falls first of all into a wild and savage region, which is all
of a dark-blue colour, like lapis lazuli; and this is that river which is called the Stygian river, and falls into and
forms the Lake Styx, and after falling into the lake and receiving strange powers in the waters, passes under
the earth, winding round in the opposite direction, and comes near the Acherusian lake from the opposite side
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to Pyriphlegethon. And the water of this river too mingles with no other, but flows round in a circle and falls
into Tartarus over against Pyriphlegethon; and the name of the river, as the poets say, is Cocytus.

Such is the nature of the other world; and when the dead arrive at the place to which the genius of each
severally guides them, first of all, they have sentence passed upon them, as they have lived well and piously or
not. And those who appear to have lived neither well nor ill, go to the river Acheron, and embarking in any
vessels which they may find, are carried in them to the lake, and there they dwell and are purified of their evil
deeds, and having suffered the penalty of the wrongs which they have done to others, they are absolved, and
receive the rewards of their good deeds, each of them according to his deserts. But those who appear to be
incurable by reason of the greatness of their crimes--who have committed many and terrible deeds of
sacrilege, murders foul and violent, or the like--such are hurled into Tartarus which is their suitable destiny,
and they never come out. Those again who have committed crimes, which, although great, are not
irremediable--who in a moment of anger, for example, have done violence to a father or a mother, and have
repented for the remainder of their lives, or, who have taken the life of another under the like extenuating
circumstances--these are plunged into Tartarus, the pains of which they are compelled to undergo for a year,
but at the end of the year the wave casts them forth--mere homicides by way of Cocytus, parricides and
matricides by Pyriphlegethon--and they are borne to the Acherusian lake, and there they lift up their voices
and call upon the victims whom they have slain or wronged, to have pity on them, and to be kind to them, and
let them come out into the lake. And if they prevail, then they come forth and cease from their troubles; but if
not, they are carried back again into Tartarus and from thence into the rivers unceasingly, until they obtain
mercy from those whom they have wronged: for that is the sentence inflicted upon them by their judges.
Those too who have been pre-eminent for holiness of life are released from this earthly prison, and go to their
pure home which is above, and dwell in the purer earth; and of these, such as have duly purified themselves
with philosophy live henceforth altogether without the body, in mansions fairer still which may not be
described, and of which the time would fail me to tell.

Wherefore, Simmias, seeing all these things, what ought not we to do that we may obtain virtue and wisdom
in this life? Fair is the prize, and the hope great!

A man of sense ought not to say, nor will I be very confident, that the description which I have given of the
soul and her mansions is exactly true. But I do say that, inasmuch as the soul is shown to be immortal, he may
venture to think, not improperly or unworthily, that something of the kind is true. The venture is a glorious
one, and he ought to comfort himself with words like these, which is the reason why I lengthen out the tale.
Wherefore, I say, let a man be of good cheer about his soul, who having cast away the pleasures and
ornaments of the body as alien to him and working harm rather than good, has sought after the pleasures of
knowledge; and has arrayed the soul, not in some foreign attire, but in her own proper jewels, temperance, and
justice, and courage, and nobility, and truth--in these adorned she is ready to go on her journey to the world
below, when her hour comes. You, Simmias and Cebes, and all other men, will depart at some time or other.
Me already, as the tragic poet would say, the voice of fate calls. Soon I must drink the poison; and I think that
I had better repair to the bath first, in order that the women may not have the trouble of washing my body after
I am dead.

When he had done speaking, Crito said: And have you any commands for us, Socrates--anything to say about
your children, or any other matter in which we can serve you?

Nothing particular, Crito, he replied: only, as I have always told you, take care of yourselves; that is a service
which you may be ever rendering to me and mine and to all of us, whether you promise to do so or not. But if
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you have no thought for yourselves, and care not to walk according to the rule which I have prescribed for
you, not now for the first time, however much you may profess or promise at the moment, it will be of no
avail.

We will do our best, said Crito: And in what way shall we bury you?

In any way that you like; but you must get hold of me, and take care that I do not run away from you. Then he
turned to us, and added with a smile:--I cannot make Crito believe that I am the same Socrates who have been
talking and conducting the argument; he fancies that I am the other Socrates whom he will soon see, a dead
body--and he asks, How shall he bury me? And though I have spoken many words in the endeavour to show
that when I have drunk the poison I shall leave you and go to the joys of the blessed,--these words of mine,
with which I was comforting you and myself, have had, as I perceive, no effect upon Crito. And therefore I
want you to be surety for me to him now, as at the trial he was surety to the judges for me: but let the promise
be of another sort; for he was surety for me to the judges that I would remain, and you must be my surety to
him that I shall not remain, but go away and depart; and then he will suffer less at my death, and not be
grieved when he sees my body being burned or buried. I would not have him sorrow at my hard lot, or say at
the burial, Thus we lay out Socrates, or, Thus we follow him to the grave or bury him; for false words are not
only evil in themselves, but they infect the soul with evil. Be of good cheer, then, my dear Crito, and say that
you are burying my body only, and do with that whatever is usual, and what you think best.

When he had spoken these words, he arose and went into a chamber to bathe; Crito followed him and told us
to wait. So we remained behind, talking and thinking of the subject of discourse, and also of the greatness of
our sorrow; he was like a father of whom we were being bereaved, and we were about to pass the rest of our
lives as orphans. When he had taken the bath his children were brought to him--(he had two young sons and
an elder one); and the women of his family also came, and he talked to them and gave them a few directions in
the presence of Crito; then he dismissed them and returned to us.

Now the hour of sunset was near, for a good deal of time had passed while he was within. When he came out,
he sat down with us again after his bath, but not much was said. Soon the jailer, who was the servant of the
Eleven, entered and stood by him, saying:--To you, Socrates, whom I know to be the noblest and gentlest and
best of all who ever came to this place, I will not impute the angry feelings of other men, who rage and swear
at me, when, in obedience to the authorities, I bid them drink the poison--indeed, I am sure that you will not be
angry with me; for others, as you are aware, and not I, are to blame. And so fare you well, and try to bear
lightly what must needs be--you know my errand. Then bursting into tears he turned away and went out.

Socrates looked at him and said: I return your good wishes, and will do as you bid. Then turning to us, he said,
How charming the man is: since I have been in prison he has always been coming to see me, and at times he
would talk to me, and was as good to me as could be, and now see how generously he sorrows on my account.
We must do as he says, Crito; and therefore let the cup be brought, if the poison is prepared: if not, let the
attendant prepare some.

Yet, said Crito, the sun is still upon the hill-tops, and I know that many a one has taken the draught late, and
after the announcement has been made to him, he has eaten and drunk, and enjoyed the society of his beloved;
do not hurry--there is time enough.

Socrates said: Yes, Crito, and they of whom you speak are right in so acting, for they think that they will be
gainers by the delay; but I am right in not following their example, for I do not think that I should gain
anything by drinking the poison a little later; I should only be ridiculous in my own eyes for sparing and
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saving a life which is already forfeit. Please then to do as I say, and not to refuse me.

Crito made a sign to the servant, who was standing by; and he went out, and having been absent for some
time, returned with the jailer carrying the cup of poison. Socrates said: You, my good friend, who are
experienced in these matters, shall give me directions how I am to proceed. The man answered: You have only
to walk about until your legs are heavy, and then to lie down, and the poison will act. At the same time he
handed the cup to Socrates, who in the easiest and gentlest manner, without the least fear or change of colour
or feature, looking at the man with all his eyes, Echecrates, as his manner was, took the cup and said: What do
you say about making a libation out of this cup to any god? May I, or not? The man answered: We only
prepare, Socrates, just so much as we deem enough. I understand, he said: but I may and must ask the gods to
prosper my journey from this to the other world--even so--and so be it according to my prayer. Then raising
the cup to his lips, quite readily and cheerfully he drank off the poison. And hitherto most of us had been able
to control our sorrow; but now when we saw him drinking, and saw too that he had finished the draught, we
could no longer forbear, and in spite of myself my own tears were flowing fast; so that I covered my face and
wept, not for him, but at the thought of my own calamity in having to part from such a friend. Nor was I the
first; for Crito, when he found himself unable to restrain his tears, had got up, and I followed; and at that
moment, Apollodorus, who had been weeping all the time, broke out in a loud and passionate cry which made
cowards of us all. Socrates alone retained his calmness: What is this strange outcry? he said. I sent away the
women mainly in order that they might not misbehave in this way, for I have been told that a man should die
in peace. Be quiet, then, and have patience. When we heard his words we were ashamed, and refrained our
tears; and he walked about until, as he said, his legs began to fail, and then he lay on his back, according to the
directions, and the man who gave him the poison now and then looked at his feet and legs; and after a while he
pressed his foot hard, and asked him if he could feel; and he said, No; and then his leg, and so upwards and
upwards, and showed us that he was cold and stiff. And he felt them himself, and said: When the poison
reaches the heart, that will be the end. He was beginning to grow cold about the groin, when he uncovered his
face, for he had covered himself up, and said--they were his last words--he said: Crito, I owe a cock to
Asclepius; will you remember to pay the debt? The debt shall be paid, said Crito; is there anything else? There
was no answer to this question; but in a minute or two a movement was heard, and the attendants uncovered
him; his eyes were set, and Crito closed his eyes and mouth.

Such was the end, Echecrates, of our friend; concerning whom I may truly say, that of all the men of his time
whom I have known, he was the wisest and justest and best.



Great Perorations Compendium

67

Death's Duel
John Donne

_DEATH'S DUEL_

PSALM LXVIII. 20, _in fine_.

_And unto God the Lord belong the issues of death (i.e. from death)._

Buildings stand by the benefit of their foundations that sustain and support them, and of their buttresses
that comprehend and embrace them, and of their contignations that knit and unite them. The foundations
suffer them not to sink, the buttresses suffer them not to swerve, and the contignation and knitting suffers
them not to cleave. The body of our building is in the former part of this verse. It is this: _He that is our God is
the God of salvation_; _ad salutes_, of salvations in the plural, so it is in the original; the God that gives us
spiritual and temporal salvation too. But of this building, the foundation, the buttresses, the contignations, are
in this part of the verse which constitutes our text, and in the three divers acceptations of the words amongst
our expositors: _Unto God the Lord belong the issues from death_, for, first, the foundation of this building
(that our God is the God of all salvation) is laid in this, that _unto_ this _God the Lord belong the issues of
death_; that is, it is in his power to give us an issue and deliverance, even then when we are brought to the
jaws and teeth of death, and to the lips of that whirlpool, the grave. And so in this acceptation, this _exitus
mortis_, this issue of death is _liberatio á morte_, a deliverance from death, and this is the most obvious and
most ordinary acceptation of these words, and that upon which our translation lays hold, the _issues from
death_. And then, secondly, the buttresses that comprehend and settle this building, that he that is our God is
the God of all salvation, are thus raised; _unto God the Lord belong the issues of death_, that is, the
disposition and manner of our death; what kind of issue and transmigration we shall have out of this world,
whether prepared or sudden, whether violent or natural, whether in our perfect senses or shaken and
disordered by sickness, there is no condemnation to be argued out of that, no judgment to be made upon that,
for, howsoever they die, _precious in his sight is the death of his saints_, and with him are the issues of death;
the ways of our departing out of this life are in his hands. And so in this sense of the words, this _exitus
mortis_, the issues of death, is _liberatio in morte_, a deliverance in death; not that God will deliver us from
dying, but that he will have a care of us in the hour of death, of what kind soever our passage be. And in this
sense and acceptation of the words, the natural frame and contexture doth well and pregnantly administer unto
us. And then, lastly, the contignation and knitting of this building, that he that is our God is the God of all
salvations, consists in this, _Unto_ this _God the Lord belong the issues of death_; that is, that this God the
Lord having united and knit both natures in one, and being God, having also come into this world in our flesh,
he could have no other means to save us, he could have no other issue out of this world, nor return to his
former glory, but by death. And so in this sense, this _exitus mortis_, this issue of death, is _liberatio per
mortem_, a deliverance by death, by the death of this God, our Lord Christ Jesus. And this is Saint
Augustine's acceptation of the words, and those many and great persons that have adhered to him. In all these
three lines, then, we shall look upon these words, first, as the God of power, the Almighty Father rescues his
servants from the jaws of death; and then as the God of mercy, the glorious Son rescued us by taking upon
himself this issue of death; and then, between these two, as the God of comfort, the Holy Ghost rescues us
from all discomfort by his blessed impressions beforehand, that what manner of death soever be ordained for
us, yet this _exitus mortis_ shall be _introitus in vitam_, our issue in death shall be an entrance into
everlasting life. And these three considerations: our deliverance _à morte, in morte, per mortem_, from death,
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in death, and by death, will abundantly do all the offices of the foundations, of the buttresses, of the
contignation, of this our building; that he that is our God is the God of all salvation, because _unto_ this _God
the Lord belong the issues of death_.

First, then, we consider this _exitus mortis_ to be _liberatio à morte_, that with _God the Lord are the
issues of death_; and therefore in all our death, and deadly calamities of this life, we may justly hope of a good
issue from him. In all our periods and transitions in this life, are so many passages from death to death; our
very birth and entrance into this life is _exitus à morte_, an issue from death, for in our mother's womb we are
dead, so as that we do not know we live, not so much as we do in our sleep, neither is there any grave so close
or so putrid a prison, as the womb would be unto us if we stayed in it beyond our time, or died there before our
time. In the grave the worms do not kill us; we breed, and feed, and then kill those worms which we ourselves
produced. In the womb the dead child kills the mother that conceived it, and is a murderer, nay, a parricide,
even after it is dead. And if we be not dead so in the womb, so as that being dead we kill her that gave us our
first life, our life of vegetation, yet we are dead so as David's idols are dead. In the womb we have _eyes and
see not, ears and hear not_.[347] There in the womb we are fitted for works of darkness, all the while deprived
of light; and there in the womb we are taught cruelty, by being fed with blood, and may be damned, though we
be never born. Of our very making in the womb, David says, _I am wonderfully and fearfully made_, and
_such knowledge is too excellent for me_,[348] for even that _is the Lord's doing, and it is wonderful in our
eyes_;[349] ipse fecit nos, _it is he that made us, and not we ourselves_,[350] nor our parents neither. _Thy
hands have made and fashioned me round about_, saith Job, _and_ (as the original word is) _thou hast taken
pains about me, and yet_ (says he) _thou dost destroy me_. Though I be the masterpiece of the greatest master
(man is so), yet if thou do no more for me, if thou leave me where thou madest me, destruction will follow.
The womb, which should be the house of life, becomes death itself if God leave us there. That which God
threatens so often, the shutting of a womb, is not so heavy nor so discomfortable a curse in the first as in the
latter shutting, nor in the shutting of barrenness as in the shutting of weakness, when _children are come to the
birth, and no strength to bring forth_.[351]

It is the exaltation of misery to fall from a near hope of happiness. And in that vehement imprecation, the
prophet expresses the highest of God's anger, _Give them, O Lord, what wilt thou give them? give them a
miscarrying womb._ Therefore as soon as we are men (that is, inanimated, quickened in the womb), though
we cannot ourselves, our parents have to say in our behalf, _Wretched man that he is, who shall deliver him
from this body of death?_[352] if there be no deliverer. It must be he that said to Jeremiah, _Before I formed
thee I knew thee, and before thou camest out of the womb I sanctified thee_. We are not sure that there was no
kind of ship nor boat to fish in, nor to pass by, till God prescribed Noah that absolute form of the ark.[353]
That word which the Holy Ghost, by Moses, useth for the ark, is common to all kind of boats, _thebah_; and is
the same word that Moses useth for the boat that he was exposed in, that his mother laid him in an ark of
bulrushes. But we are sure that Eve had no midwife when she was delivered of Cain, therefore she might well
say, _Possedi virum à Domino, I have gotten a man from the Lord_,[354] wholly, entirely from the Lord; it is
the Lord that enabled me to conceive, the Lord that infused a quickening soul into that conception, the Lord
that brought into the world that which himself had quickened; without all this might Eve say, my body had
been but the house of death, and _Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis, To God the Lord belong the issues of
death_. But then this _exitus à morte_ is but _introitus in mortem_; this issue, this deliverance, from that
death, the death of the womb, is an entrance, a delivering over to another death, the manifold deaths of this
world; we have a winding-sheet in our mother's womb which grows with us from our conception, and we
come into the world wound up in that winding-sheet, for we come to seek a grave. And as prisoners
discharged of actions may lie for fees, so when the womb hath discharged us, yet we are bound to it by cords
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of hestæ, by such a string as that we cannot go thence, nor stay there; we celebrate our own funerals with cries
even at our birth; as though our threescore and ten years' life were spent in our mother's labour, and our circle
made up in the first point thereof; we beg our baptism with another sacrament, with tears; and we come into a
world that lasts many ages, but we last not. _In domo Patris_, says our Saviour, speaking of heaven, _multæ
mansiones_, divers and durable; so that if a man cannot possess a martyr's house (he hath shed no blood for
Christ), yet he may have a confessor's, he hath been ready to glorify God in the shedding of his blood. And if a
woman cannot possess a virgin's house (she hath embraced the holy state of marriage), yet she may have a
matron's house, she hath brought forth and brought up children in the fear of God. _In domo Patris, in my
Father's house_, in heaven, there _are many mansions_;[355] but here, upon earth, the _Son of man hath not
where to lay his head_,[356] saith he himself. _Nonne terram dedit filiis hominum?_ How then hath God
given this earth to the sons of men? He hath given them earth for their materials to be made of earth, and he
hath given them earth for their grave and sepulchre, to return and resolve to earth, but not for their possession.
_Here we have no continuing city_,[357] nay, no cottage that continues, nay, no persons, no bodies, that
continue. Whatsoever moved Saint Jerome to call the journeys of the Israelites in the wilderness,[358]
mansions; the word (the word is _nasang_) signifies but a journey, but a peregrination. Even the Israel of God
hath no mansions, but journeys, pilgrimages in this life. By what measure did Jacob measure his life to
Pharaoh? _The days of the years of my pilgrimage._[359] And though the apostle would not say _morimur_,
that whilst we are in the body we are dead, yet he says, _perigrinamur_, whilst we are in the body we are but
in a pilgrimage, and we are _absent from the Lord_:[360] he might have said dead, for this whole world is but
an universal churchyard, but our common grave, and the life and motion that the greatest persons have in it is
but as the shaking of buried bodies in their grave, by an earthquake. That which we call life is but
_hebdomada mortium_, a week of death, seven days, seven periods of our life spent in dying, a dying seven
times over; and there is an end. Our birth dies in infancy, and our infancy dies in youth, and youth and the rest
die in age, and age also dies and determines all. Nor do all these, youth out of infancy, or age out of youth,
arise so, as the phoenix out of the ashes of another phoenix formerly dead, but as a wasp or a serpent out of a
carrion, or as a snake out of dung. Our youth is worse than our infancy, and our age worse than our youth. Our
youth is hungry and thirsty after those sins which our infancy knew not; and our age is sorry and angry, that it
cannot pursue those sins which our youth did; and besides, all the way, so many deaths, that is, so many
deadly calamities accompany every condition and every period of this life, as that death itself would be an
ease to them that suffer them. Upon this sense doth Job wish that God had not given him an issue from the
first death, from the womb, _Wherefore thou hast brought me forth out of the womb? Oh that I had given up
the ghost, and no eye seen me! I should have been as though I had not been._[361] And not only the impatient
Israelites in their murmuring (_would to God we had died by the hand of the Lord in the land of Egypt_),[362]
but Elijah himself, when he fled from Jezebel, and went for his life, as that text says, under the juniper tree,
requested that he might die, and said, _It is enough now, O Lord, take away my life_.[363] So Jonah justifies
his impatience, nay, his anger, towards God himself: _Now, O Lord, take, I beseech thee, my life from me, for
it is better to die than to live_.[364] And when God asked him, _Dost thou well to be angry for this?_ he
replies, _I do well to be angry, even unto death_. How much worse a death than death is this life, which so
good men would so often change for death! But if my case be as Saint Paul's case, _quotidiè morior_, that I
die daily, that something heavier than death fall upon me every day; if my case be David's case, _tota die
mortificamur; all the day long we are killed_, that not only every day, but every hour of the day, something
heavier than death fall upon me; though that be true of me, _Conceptus in peccatis, I was shapen in iniquity,
and in sin did my mother conceive me_ (there I died one death); though that be true of me, _Natus filius iræ_,
I was born not only the child of sin, but the child of wrath, of the wrath of God for sin, which is a heavier
death: yet _Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis, with God the Lord are the issues of death_; and after a Job, and
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a Joseph, and a Jeremiah, and a Daniel, I cannot doubt of a deliverance. And if no other deliverance conduce
more to his glory and my good, yet he hath the keys of death,[365] and he can let me out at that door, that is,
deliver me from the manifold deaths of this world, the _omni die_, and the _tota die_, the every day's death
and every hour's death, by that one death, the final dissolution of body and soul, the end of all. But then is that
the end of all? Is that dissolution of body and soul the last death that the body shall suffer (for of spiritual
death we speak not now). It is not, though this be _exitus à morte_: it is _introitus in mortem_; though it be an
issue from manifold deaths of this world, yet it is an entrance into the death of corruption and putrefaction,
and vermiculation, and incineration, and dispersion in and from the grave, in which every dead man dies over
again. It was a prerogative peculiar to Christ, not to die this death, not to see corruption. What gave him this
privilege? Not Joseph's great proportion of gums and spices, that might have preserved his body from
corruption and incineration longer than he needed it, longer than three days, but it would not have done it for
ever. What preserved him then? Did his exemption and freedom from original sin preserve him from this
corruption and incineration? It is true that original sin hath induced this corruption and incineration upon us; if
we had not sinned in Adam, _mortality had not put on immortality_[366] (as the apostle speaks), nor
_corruption had not put on incorruption_, but we had had our transmigration from this to the other world
without any mortality, any corruption at all. But yet since Christ took sin upon him, so far as made him mortal,
he had it so far too as might have made him see this corruption and incineration, though he had no original sin
in himself; what preserved him then? Did the hypostatical union of both natures, God and man, preserve him
from this corruption and incineration? It is true that this was a most powerful embalming, to be embalmed
with the Divine Nature itself, to be embalmed with eternity, was able to preserve him from corruption and
incineration for ever. And he was embalmed so, embalmed with the Divine Nature itself, even in his body as
well as in his soul; for the Godhead, the Divine Nature, did not depart, but remained still united to his dead
body in the grave; but yet for all this powerful embalming, his hypostatical union of both natures, we see
Christ did die; and for all his union which made him God and man, he became no man (for the union of the
body and soul makes the man, and he whose soul and body are separated by death as long as that state lasts, is
properly no man). And therefore as in him the dissolution of body and soul was no dissolution of the
hypostatical union, so there is nothing that constrains us to say, that though the flesh of Christ had seen
corruption and incineration in the grave, this had not been any dissolution of the hypostatical union, for the
Divine nature, the Godhead, might have remained with all the elements and principles of Christ's body, as
well as it did with the two constitutive parts of his person, his body and his soul. This incorruption then was
not in Joseph's gums and spices, nor was it in Christ's innocency, and exemption from original sin, nor was it
(that is, it is not necessary to say it was) in the hypostatical union. But this incorruptibleness of his flesh is
most conveniently placed in that; _Non dabis, thou wilt not suffer thy Holy One to see corruption_; we look
no further for causes or reasons in the mysteries of religion, but to the will and pleasure of God; Christ himself
limited his inquisition in that _ita est, even so, Father, for so it seemeth good in thy sight_. Christ's body did
not see corruption, therefore, because God had decreed it should not. The humble soul (and only the humble
soul is the religious soul) rests himself upon God's purposes and the decrees of God which he hath declared
and manifested, not such as are conceived and imagined in ourselves, though upon some probability, some
verisimilitude; so in our present case Peter proceeds in his sermon at Jerusalem, and so Paul in his at
Antioch.[367] They preached Christ to have been risen without seeing corruption, not only because God had
decreed it, but because he had manifested that decree in his prophet, therefore doth Saint Paul cite by special
number the second Psalm for that decree, and therefore both Saint Peter and Saint Paul cite for it that place in
the sixteenth Psalm;[368] for when God declares his decree and purpose in the express words of his prophet,
or when he declares it in the real execution of the decree, then he makes it ours, then he manifests it to us. And
therefore, as the mysteries of our religion are not the objects of our reason, but by faith we rest on God's
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decree and purpose--(it is so, O God, because it is thy will it should be so)--so God's decrees are ever to be
considered in the manifestation thereof. All manifestation is either in the word of God, or in the execution of
the decree; and when these two concur and meet it is the strongest demonstration that can be: when therefore I
find those marks of adoption and spiritual filiation which are delivered in the word of God to be upon me;
when I find that real execution of his good purpose upon me, as that actually I do live under the obedience and
under the conditions which are evidences of adoption and spiritual filiation; then, so long as I see these marks
and live so, I may safely comfort myself in a holy certitude and a modest infallibility of my adoption. Christ
determines himself in that, the purpose of God was manifest to him; Saint Peter and Saint Paul determine
themselves in those two ways of knowing the purpose of God, the word of God before the execution of the
decree in the fulness of time. It was prophesied before, said they, and it is performed now, Christ is risen
without seeing corruption. Now, this which is so singularly peculiar to him, that his flesh should not see
corruption, at his second coming, his coming to judgment, shall extend to all that are then alive; their hestæ
shall not see corruption, because, as the apostle says, and says as a secret, as a mystery, _Behold I shew you a
mystery, we shall not all sleep_ (that is, not continue in the state of the dead in the grave), _but we shall all be
changed in an instant_, we shall have a dissolution, and in the same instant a redintegration, a recompacting of
body and soul, and that shall be truly a death and truly a resurrection, but no sleeping in corruption; but for us
that die now and sleep in the state of the dead, we must all pass this posthume death, this death after death,
nay, this death after burial, this dissolution after dissolution, this death of corruption and putrefaction, of
vermiculation and incineration, of dissolution and dispersion in and from the grave, when these bodies that
have been the children of royal parents, and the parents of royal children, must say with Job, _Corruption,
thou art my father, and to the worm, Thou art my mother and my sister_. Miserable riddle, when the same
worm must be my mother, and my sister and myself! Miserable incest, when I must be married to my mother
and my sister, and be both father and mother to my own mother and sister, beget and bear that worm which is
all that miserable penury; when my mouth shall be filled with dust, and the _worm shall feed, and feed
sweetly_[369] upon me; when the ambitious man shall have no satisfaction, if the poorest alive tread upon
him, nor the poorest receive any contentment in being made equal to princes, for they shall be equal but in
dust. _One dieth at his full strength, being wholly at ease and in quiet; and another dies in the bitterness of his
soul, and never eats with pleasure_; but _they lie down alike in the dust, and the worm covers them_.[370] In
Job and in Isaiah,[371] it covers them and is spread under them, _the worm is spread under thee, and the worm
covers thee_. There are the mats and the carpets that lie under, and there are the state and the canopy that hang
over the greatest of the sons of men. Even those bodies that were _the temples of the Holy Ghost_ come to
this dilapidation, to ruin, to rubbish, to dust; even the Israel of the Lord, and Jacob himself, hath no other
specification, no other denomination, but that _vermis Jacob_, thou worm of Jacob. Truly the consideration of
this posthume death, this death after burial, that after God (with whom are the issues of death) hath delivered
me from the death of the womb, by bringing me into the world, and from the manifold deaths of the world, by
laying me in the grave, I must die again in an incineration of this flesh, and in a dispersion of that dust. That
that monarch, who spread over many nations alive, must in his dust lie in a corner of that sheet of lead, and
there but so long as that lead will last; and that private and retired man, that thought himself his own for ever,
and never came forth, must in his dust of the grave be published, and (such are the revolutions of the grave) be
mingled with the dust of every highway and of every dunghill, and swallowed in every puddle and pond. This
is the most inglorious and contemptible vilification, the most deadly and peremptory nullification of man, that
we can consider. God seems to have carried the declaration of his power to a great height, when he sets the
prophet Ezekiel in the valley of dry bones, and says, _Son of man, can these bones live?_ as though it had
been impossible, and yet they did; the Lord laid _sinews upon them, and flesh, and breathed into them, and
they did live_. But in that case there were bones to be seen, something visible, of which it might be said, Can
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this thing live? But in this death of incineration and dispersion of dust, we see nothing that we call that man's.
If we say, Can this dust live? Perchance it cannot; it may be the mere dust of the earth, which never did live,
never shall. It may be the dust of that man's worm, which did live, but shall no more. It may be the dust of
another man, that concerns not him of whom it was asked. This death of incineration and dispersion is, to
natural reason, the most irrecoverable death of all; and yet _Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis, unto God the
Lord belong the issues of death_; and by recompacting this dust into the same body, and remaining the same
body with the same soul, he shall in a blessed and glorious resurrection give me such an issue from this death
as shall never pass into any other death, but establish me into a life that shall last as long as the Lord of Life
himself.

And so have you that that belongs to the first acceptation of these words (_unto God the Lord belong the
issues of death_); That though from the womb to the grave, and in the grave itself, we pass from death to
death, yet, as Daniel speaks, _the Lord our God is able to deliver us, and he will deliver us_.

And so we pass unto our second accommodation of these words (_unto God the Lord belong the issues of
death_); that it belongs to God, and not to man, to pass a judgment upon us at our death, or to conclude a
dereliction on God's part upon the manner thereof.

Those indications which the physicians receive, and those presagitions which they give for death or
recovery in the patient, they receive and they give out of the grounds and the rules of their art; but we have no
such rule or art to give a presagition of spiritual death and damnation upon any such indication as we see in
any dying man; we see often enough to be sorry, but not to despair; we may be deceived both ways: we use to
comfort ourself in the death of a friend, if it be testified that he went away like a lamb, that is, without any
reluctation; but God knows that may be accompanied with a dangerous damp and stupefaction, and
insensibility of his present state. Our blessed Saviour suffered colluctations with death, and a _sadness even in
his soul to death_, and an agony even to a bloody sweat in his body, and expostulations with God, and
exclamations upon the cross. He was a devout man who said upon his death-bed, or death-turf (for he was a
hermit), _Septuaginta annos Domino servivisti, et mori times?_ Hast thou served a good master threescore and
ten years, and now art thou loth to go into his presence? Yet Hilarion was loth. Barlaam was a devout man (a
hermit too) that said that day he died, _Cogita te hodie cæpisse servire Domino, et hodie finiturum_, Consider
this to be the first day's service that ever thou didst thy Master, to glorify him in a Christianly and a constant
death, and if thy first day be thy last day too, how soon dost thou come to receive thy wages! Yet Barlaam
could have been content to have stayed longer forth. Make no ill conclusions upon any man's lothness to die,
for the mercies of God work momentarily in minutes, and many times insensibly to bystanders, or any other
than the party departing. And then upon violent deaths inflicted as upon malefactors, Christ himself hath
forbidden us by his own death to make any ill conclusion; for his own death had those impressions in it; he
was reputed, he was executed as a malefactor, and no doubt many of them who concurred to his death did
believe him to be so. Of sudden death there are scarce examples be found in the Scriptures upon good men, for
death in battle cannot be called sudden death; but God governs not by examples but by rules, and therefore
make no ill conclusion upon sudden death nor upon distempers neither, though perchance accompanied with
some words of diffidence and distrust in the mercies of God. The tree lies as it falls, it is true, but it is not the
last stroke that fells the tree, nor the last word nor gasp that qualifies the soul. Still pray we for a peaceable life
against violent death, and for time of repentance against sudden death, and for sober and modest assurance
against distempered and diffident death, but never make ill conclusions upon persons overtaken with such
deaths; _Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis, to God the Lord belong the issues of death_. And he received
Samson, who went out of this world in such a manner (consider it actively, consider it passively in his own
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death, and in those whom he slew with himself) as was subject to interpretation hard enough. Yet the Holy
Ghost hath moved Saint Paul to celebrate Samson in his great catalogue,[372] and so doth all the church. Our
critical day is not the very day of our death, but the whole course of our life. I thank him that prays for me
when the bell tolls, but I thank him much more that catechises me, or preaches to me, or instructs me how to
live. _Fac hoc et vive_, there is my security, the mouth of the Lord hath said it, _do this and thou shalt live_.
But though I do it, yet I shall die too, die a bodily, a natural death. But God never mentions, never seems to
consider that death, the bodily, the natural death. God doth not say, Live well, and thou shalt die well, that is,
an easy, a quiet death; but, Live well here, and thou shalt live well for ever. As the first part of a sentence
pieces well with the last, and never respects, never hearkens after the parenthesis that comes between, so doth
a good life here flow into an eternal life, without any consideration what manner of death we die. But whether
the gate of my prison be opened with an oiled key (by a gentle and preparing sickness), or the gate be hewn
down by a violent death, or the gate be burnt down by a raging and frantic fever, a gate into heaven I shall
have, for from the Lord is the cause of my life, and _with God the Lord are the issues of death_. And further
we carry not this second acceptation of the words, as this _issue of death_ is _liberatio in morte_, God's care
that the soul be safe, what agonies soever the body suffers in the hour of death.

But pass to our third part and last part: As this issue of death is _liberatio per mortem_, a deliverance by
the death of another. _Sufferentiam Job audiisti, et vidisti finem Domini_, says Saint James (v. 11), _You
have heard of the patience of Job_, says he: all this while you have done that, for in every man, calamitous,
miserable man, a Job speaks. Now, _see the end of the Lord_, sayeth that apostle, which is not that end that
the Lord proposed to himself (salvation to us), nor the end which he proposes to us (conformity to him), but
_see the end of the Lord_, says he, the end that the Lord himself came to, death, and a painful and a shameful
death. But why did he die? and why die so? _Quia Domini Domini sunt exitus mortis_ (as Saint Augustine,
interpreting this text, answers that question),[373] because to this _God our Lord belonged the issues of death.
Quid apertius diceretur?_ says he there, what can be more obvious, more manifest than this sense of these
words? In the former part of this verse it is said, He that is _our God is the God of salvation; Deus salvos
faciendi_, so he reads it, the God that must save us. Who can that be, says he, but Jesus? For therefore that
name was given him because he was to save us. And to this Jesus, says he, this Saviour,[374] _belong the
issues of death_; _Nec oportuit eum de hac vita alios exitus habere quam mortis_: being come into this life in
our mortal nature, he could not go out of this life any other way but by death. _Ideo dictum_, says he,
therefore it is said, _to God the Lord belonged the issues of death; ut ostenderetur moriendo nos salvos
facturum_, to show that his way to save us was to die. And from this text doth Saint Isidore prove that Christ
was truly man (which as many sects of heretics denied, as that he was truly God), because to him, though he
were _Dominus Dominus_ (as the text doubles it), God the Lord, yet to _him, to God the Lord belonged the
issues of death_; _oportuit eum pati_; more cannot be said than Christ himself says of himself; _These things
Christ ought to suffer_;[375] he had no other way but death: so then this part of our sermon must needs be a
passion sermon, since all his life was a continual passion, all our Lent may well be a continual Good Friday.
Christ's painful life took off none of the pains of his death, he felt not the less then for having felt so much
before. Nor will any thing that shall be said before lessen, but rather enlarge the devotion, to that which shall
be said of his passion at the time of due solemnization thereof. Christ bled not a drop the less at the last for
having bled at his circumcision before, nor will you a tear the less then if you shed some now. And therefore
be now content to consider with me how _to this God the Lord belonged the issues of death_. That God, this
Lord, the Lord of life, could die, is a strange contemplation; that the Red Sea could be dry, that the sun could
stand still, that an oven could be seven times heat and not burn, that lions could be hungry and not bite, is
strange, miraculously strange, but super-miraculous that God _could_ die; but that God _would_ die is an
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exaltation of that. But even of that also it is a super-exaltation, that God should die, must die, and _non exitus_
(said Saint Augustine), God the Lord had no issue but by death, and _oportuit pati_ (says Christ himself), all
this Christ ought to suffer, was bound to suffer; _Deus ultimo Deus_, says David, God is the God of revenges,
he would not pass over the son of man unrevenged, unpunished. But then _Deus ultionum libere egit_ (says
that place), the God of revenges works freely, he punishes, he spares whom he will. And would he not spare
himself? he would not: _Dilectio fortis ut mors, love is strong as death_;[376] stronger, it drew in death, that
naturally is not welcome. _Si possibile_ says Christ, _if it be possible, let this cup pass_, when his love,
expressed in a former decree with his Father, had made it impossible. _Many waters quench not love._[377]
Christ tried many: he was baptised out of his love, and his love determined not there; he mingled blood with
water in his agony, and that determined not his love; he wept pure blood, all his blood at all his eyes, at all his
pores, in his flagellation and thorns (_to the Lord our God belonged the issues of blood_), and these
expressed, but these did not quench his love. He would not spare, nay, he could not spare himself. There was
nothing more free, more voluntary, more spontaneous than the death of Christ. It is true, _libere egit_, he died
voluntarily; but yet when we consider the contract that had passed between his Father and him, there was an
_oportuit_, a kind of necessity upon him: all this _Christ ought to suffer_. And when shall we date this
obligation, this _oportuit_, this necessity? When shall we say that began? Certainly this decree by which
Christ was to suffer all this was an eternal decree, and was there any thing before that that was eternal? Infinite
love, eternal love; be pleased to follow this home, and to consider it seriously, that what liberty soever we can
conceive in Christ to die or not to die; this necessity of dying, this decree is as eternal as that liberty; and yet
how small a matter made he of this necessity and this dying? His Father calls it but a bruise, and but a bruising
of his heel[378] (the serpent shall bruise his heel), and yet that was, that the serpent should practise and
compass his death. Himself calls it but a baptism, as though he were to be the better for it. I _have a baptism to
be baptised with_,[379] and he was in pain till it was accomplished, and yet this baptism was his death. The
Holy Ghost calls it joy (_for the joy which was set before him he endured the cross_),[380] which was not a
joy of his reward after his passion, but a joy that filled him even in the midst of his torments, and arose from
him; when Christ calls his _calicem_ a cup, and no worse (_Can ye drink of my cup_)[381], he speaks not
odiously, not with detestation of it. Indeed it was a cup, _salus mundo_, a health to all the world. And _quid
retribuam_, says David, _What shall I render to the Lord?_[382] Answer you with David, _Accipiam calicem,
I will take the cup of salvation_; take it, that cup is salvation, his passion, if not into your present imitation, yet
into your present contemplation. And behold how that Lord that was God, yet could die, would die, must die
for our salvation. That Moses and Elias talked with Christ in the transfiguration, both Saint Matthew and Saint
Mark[383] tells us, but what they talked of, only Saint Luke; _Dicebant excessum ejus_, says he, _They talked
of his disease, of his death, which was to be accomplished at Jerusalem_.[384] The word is of his _exodus_,
the very word of our text, _exitus_, his _issue by death_. Moses, who in his exodus had prefigured this issue
of our Lord, and in passing Israel out of Egypt through the Red Sea, had foretold in that actual prophecy,
Christ passing of mankind through the sea of his blood; and Elias, whose exodus and issue of this world was a
figure of Christ's ascension; had no doubt a great satisfaction in talking with our blessed Lord, _de excessu
ejus_, of the full consummation of all this in his death, which was to be accomplished at Jerusalem. Our
meditation of his death should be more visceral, and affect us more, because it is of a thing already done. The
ancient Romans had a certain tenderness and detestation of the name of death; they could not name death, no,
not in their wills; there they could not say, _Si mori contigerit_, but _si quid humanitas contingat_, not if or
when I die, but when the course of nature is accomplished upon me. To us that speak daily of the death of
Christ (he was crucified, dead, and buried), can the memory or the mention of our own death be irksome or
bitter? There are in these latter times amongst us that name death freely enough, and the death of God, but in
blasphemous oaths and execrations. Miserable men, who shall therefore be said never to have named Jesus,
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because they have named him too often; and therefore hear Jesus say, _Nescivi vos, I never knew you_,
because they made themselves too familiar with him. Moses and Elias talked with Christ of his death only in a
holy and joyful sense, of the benefit which they and all the world were to receive by that. Discourses of
religion should not be out of curiosity, but to edification. And then they talked with Christ of his death at that
time when he was in the greatest height of glory, that ever he admitted in this world, that is, his
transfiguration. And we are afraid to speak to the great men of this world of their death, but nourish in them a
vain imagination of immortality and immutability. But _bonum est nobis esse hic_ (as Saint Peter said there),
_It is good to dwell here_, in this consideration of his death, and therefore transfer we our tabernacle (our
devotions) through some of those steps which God the Lord made to his _issue of death_ that day. Take in the
whole day from the hour that Christ received the passover upon Thursday unto the hour in which he died the
next day. Make this present day that day in thy devotion, and consider what he did, and remember what you
have done. Before he instituted and celebrated the sacrament (which was after the eating of the passover), he
proceeded to that act of humility, to wash his disciples' feet, even Peter's, who for a while resisted him. In thy
preparation to the holy and blessed sacrament, hast thou with a sincere humility sought a reconciliation with
all the world, even with those that have been averse from it, and refused that reconciliation from thee? If so,
and not else, thou hast spent that first part of his last day in a conformity with him. After the sacrament he
spent the time till night in prayer, in preaching, in psalms: hast thou considered that a worthy receiving of the
sacrament consists in a continuation of holiness after, as well as in a preparation before? If so, thou hast
therein also conformed thyself to him; so Christ spent his time till night. At night he went into the garden to
pray, and he prayed prolixious, he spent much time in prayer, how much? Because it is literally expressed, that
he prayed there three several times,[385] and that returning to his disciples after his first prayer, and finding
them asleep, said, _Could ye not watch with me one hour_,[386] it is collected that he spent three hours in
prayer. I dare scarce ask thee whither thou wentest, or how thou disposedst of thyself, when it grew dark and
after last night. If that time were spent in a holy recommendation of thyself to God, and a submission of thy
will to his, it was spent in a conformity to him. In that time, and in those prayers, was his agony and bloody
sweat. I will hope that thou didst pray; but not every ordinary and customary prayer, but prayer actually
accompanied with shedding of tears and dispositively in a readiness to shed blood for his glory in necessary
cases, puts thee into a conformity with him. About midnight he was taken and bound with a kiss, art thou not
too conformable to him in that? Is not that too literally, too exactly thy case, at midnight to have been taken
and bound with a kiss? From thence he was carried back to Jerusalem, first to Annas, then to Caiaphas, and (as
late as it was) then he was examined and buffeted, and delivered over to the custody of those officers from
whom he received all those irrisions, and violences, the covering of his face, the spitting upon his face, the
blasphemies of words, and the smartness of blows, which that gospel mentions: in which compass fell that
gallicinium, that crowing of the cock which called up Peter to his repentance. How thou passedst all that time
thou knowest. If thou didst any thing that needest Peter's tears, and hast not shed them, let me be thy cock, do
it now. Now, thy Master (in the unworthiest of his servants) looks back upon thee, do it now. Betimes, in the
morning, so soon as it was day, the Jews held a council in the high priest's hall, and agreed upon their
evidence against him, and then carried him to Pilate, who was to be his judge; didst thou accuse thyself when
thou wakedst this morning, and wast thou content even with false accusations, that is, rather to suspect actions
to have been sin, which were not, than to smother and justify such as were truly sins? Then thou spentest that
hour in conformity to him; Pilate found no evidence against him, and therefore to ease himself, and to pass a
compliment upon Herod, tetrarch of Galilee, who was at that time at Jerusalem (because Christ, being a
Galilean, was of Herod's jurisdiction), Pilate sent him to Herod, and rather as a madman than a malefactor;
Herod remanded him (with scorn) to Pilate, to proceed against him; and this was about eight of the clock. Hast
thou been content to come to this inquisition, this examination, this agitation, this cribration, this pursuit of thy
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conscience; to sift it, to follow it from the sins of thy youth to thy present sins, from the sins of thy bed to the
sins of thy board, and from the substance to the circumstance of thy sins? That is time spent like thy Saviour's.
Pilate would have saved Christ, by using the privilege of the day in his behalf, because that day one prisoner
was to be delivered, but they choose Barabbas; he would have saved him from death, by satisfying their fury
with inflicting other torments upon him, scourging and crowning with thorns, and loading him with many
scornful and ignominious contumelies; but they regarded him not, they pressed a crucifying. Hast thou gone
about to redeem thy sin, by fasting, by alms, by disciplines and mortifications, in way of satisfaction to the
justice of God? That will not serve, that is not the right way; we press an utter crucifying of that sin that
governs thee: and that conforms thee to Christ. Towards noon Pilate gave judgment, and they made such haste
to execution as that by noon he was upon the cross. There now hangs that sacred body upon the cross,
rebaptized in his own tears, and sweat, and embalmed in his own blood alive. There are those bowels of
compassion which are so conspicuous, so manifested, as that you may see them through his wounds. There
those glorious eyes grew faint in their sight, so as the sun, ashamed to survive them, departed with his light
too. And then that Son of God, who was never from us, and yet had now come a new way unto us in assuming
our nature, delivers that soul (which was never out of his Father's hands) by a _new way_, a voluntary
emission of it into his Father's hands; for though _to this God our Lord belonged these issues of death_, so that
considered in his own contract, he must necessarily die, yet at no breach or battery which they had made upon
his sacred body issued his soul; but _emisit_, he gave up the ghost; and as God breathed a soul into the first
Adam, so this second Adam breathed his soul into God, into the hands of God.

There we leave you in that blessed dependency, to hang upon him that hangs upon the cross, there bathe
in his tears, there suck at his wounds, and lie down in peace in his grave, till he vouchsafe you a resurrection,
and an ascension into that kingdom which He hath prepared for you with the inestimable price of his
incorruptible blood. Amen.
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Lycidas
John Milton

LYCIDAS

  In this Monody the author bewails a learned Friend, unfortunately
  drowned  in his passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637;
  and,
  by occasion, foretells the ruin of our corrupted Clergy, then in
  their height.

  YET once more, O ye laurels, and once more,
  Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never 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 is 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 string.
  Hence with denial vain and coy excuse:
  So may some gentle Muse
  With lucky words favour my destined urn,
  And 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 both, ere the high lawns appeared
  Under the opening eyelids of the Morn,
  We drove a-field, and both together heard
  What time the grey-fly winds her sultry horn,
  Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night,
  Oft till the star that rose at evening bright
  Toward heaven's descent had sloped his westering wheel.
  Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute;
  Tempered to the oaten flute,
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  Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel
  From the glad sound would not be absent long;
  And old Damoetas 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 shepherd's ear.
           Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep
  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
  RHad ye been there, S . . . 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 uncessant care
  To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd's trade,
  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 raise
  (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,
  Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears,
  And slits the thin-spun life. "But not the praise,"
  Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling ears:
  "Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil,
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  Nor in the glistering foil
  Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies,
  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."
           O 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 beaked promontory.
  They knew not of his story;
  And sage Hippotades 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.
           Next, Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow,
  His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge,
  Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge
  Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe.
  "Ah! who hath reft," quoth he, "my dearest pledge?"
  Last came, and last did go,
  The Pilot of the Galilean Lake;
  Two massy keys he bore of metals twain.
  (The golden opes, the iron shuts amain).
  He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake:--
  "How well could I have spared for thee, young swain,
  Enow of such as, for their bellies' sake,
  Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold!
  Of other care they little reckoning make
  Than how to scramble at the shearers' feast,
  And shove away the worthy bidden guest.
  Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold
   A sheep-hook, or have learnt aught else the least
  That to the faithful herdman's art belongs!
  What recks it them? What need they? They are sped:
  And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs
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  Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw;
  The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,
  But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw,
  Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread;
  Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw
  Daily devours apace, and nothing said.
  But that two-handed engine at the door
  Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more."
           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 jet,
  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 amaranthus all his beauty shed,
  And daffadillies fill their cups with tears,
  To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid 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
  Visit'st the bottom of the monstrous world;
  Or whether thou, to our moist 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, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth.
           Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more,
  For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead,
  Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor.
  So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed,
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  And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
  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 the waves,
  Where, other groves and other streams along,
  With nectar pure his oozy 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 of 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 grey:
  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:
  Tomorrow to fresh woods, and pastures new.
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Adonais
Percy Bysshe Shelley

ADONAIS.

1.

  I weep for Adonais--he is dead!
    Oh weep for Adonais, though our tears
  Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!
    And thou, sad Hour selected from all years
    To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers,        5
  And teach them thine own sorrow! Say: 'With me
    Died Adonais! Till the future dares
  Forget the past, his fate and fame shall be
An echo and a light unto eternity.'

2.

  Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay,
    When thy son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies
  In darkness? Where was lorn Urania
    When Adonais died? With veilèd eyes,
    'Mid listening Echoes, in her paradise                 5
  She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath,
    Rekindled all the fading melodies
  With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath,
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of Death.

3.

  Oh weep for Adonais--he is dead!
    Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep!--
  Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed
    Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep,
    Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep;           5
  For he is gone where all things wise and fair
    Descend. Oh dream not that the amorous deep
  Will yet restore him to the vital air;
Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair.

4.

  Most musical of mourners, weep again!



Great Perorations Compendium

85

    Lament anew, Urania!--He died
  Who was the sire of an immortal strain,
    Blind, old, and lonely, when his country's pride
    The priest, the slave, and the liberticide,          5
  Trampled and mocked with many a loathèd rite
    Of lust and blood. He went unterrified
  Into the gulf of death; but his clear sprite
Yet reigns o'er earth, the third among the Sons of Light.

5.

  Most musical of mourners, weep anew!
    Not all to that bright station dared to climb:
  And happier they their happiness who knew,
    Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time
    In which suns perished. Others more sublime,          5
  Struck by the envious wrath of man or God,
    Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime;
  And some yet live, treading the thorny road
Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame's serene abode.

6.

  But now thy youngest, dearest one has perished,
    The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew,
  Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished,
    And fed with true love tears instead of dew.
    Most musical of mourners, weep anew!              5
  Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last,
    The bloom whose petals, nipt before they blew,
  Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste;
The broken lily lies--the storm is overpast.

7.

  To that high Capital where kingly Death
    Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay
  He came; and bought, with price of purest breath,
    A grave among the eternal.--Come away!
    Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day        5
  Is yet his fitting charnel-roof, while still
    He lies as if in dewy sleep he lay.
  Awake him not! surely he takes his fill
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all ill.
8.
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  He will awake no more, oh never more!
    Within the twilight chamber spreads apace
  The shadow of white Death, and at the door
    Invisible Corruption waits to trace
    His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place;        5
  The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe
    Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface
  So fair a prey, till darkness and the law
Of change shall o'er his sleep the mortal curtain draw.

9.

  Oh weep for Adonais!--The quick Dreams,
    The passion-wingèd ministers of thought,
  Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams
    Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught
    The love which was its music, wander not--            5
  Wander no more from kindling brain to brain,
    But droop there whence they sprung; and mourn their lot
  Round the cold heart where, after their sweet pain,
They ne'er will gather strength or find a home again.

10.

  And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head,
    And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries,
  'Our love, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead!
    See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes,
    Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies           5
  A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain,'
    Lost angel of a ruined paradise!
  She knew not 'twas her own,--as with no stain
She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain.

11.

  One from a lucid urn of starry dew
    Washed his light limbs, as if embalming them;
  Another dipt her profuse locks, and threw
    The wreath upon him, like an anadem
    Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem;            5
  Another in her wilful grief would break
    Her bow and wingèd reeds, as if to stem
  A greater loss with one which was more weak,
And dull the barbèd fire against his frozen cheek.
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12.

  Another Splendour on his mouth alit,
    That mouth whence it was wont to draw the breath
  Which gave it strength to pierce the guarded wit,
    And pass into the panting heart beneath
    With lightning and with music: the damp death      5
  Quenched its caress upon his icy lips;
    And, as a dying meteor stains a wreath
  Of moonlight vapour which the cold night clips,
It flushed through his pale limbs, and passed to its eclipse.

13.

  And others came,--Desires and Adorations,
    Wingèd Persuasions, and veiled Destinies,
  Splendours, and Glooms, and glimmering incarnations
    Of Hopes and Fears, and twilight Phantasies;
    And Sorrow, with her family of Sighs,                5
  And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam
    Of her own dying smile instead of eyes,
  Came in slow pomp;--the moving pomp might seem
Like pageantry of mist on an autumnal stream.

14.

  All he had loved, and moulded into thought
    From shape and hue and odour and sweet sound.
  Lamented Adonais. Morning sought
    Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound,
    Wet with the tears which should adorn the ground,      5
  Dimmed the aerial eyes that kindle day;
    Afar the melancholy Thunder moaned,
  Pale Ocean in unquiet slumber lay,
And the wild Winds flew round, sobbing in their dismay.

15.

  Lost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains,
    And feeds her grief with his remembered lay,
  And will no more reply to winds or fountains,
    Or amorous birds perched on the young green spray,
    Or herdsman's horn, or bell at closing day;        5
  Since she can mimic not his lips, more dear
    Than those for whose disdain she pined away



Great Perorations Compendium

88

  Into a shadow of all sounds:--a drear
Murmur, between their songs, is all the woodmen hear.

16.

  Grief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down
    Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were,
  Or they dead leaves; since her delight is flown,
    For whom should she have waked the sullen Year?
    To Phoebus was not Hyacinth so dear,                5
  Nor to himself Narcissus, as to both
    Thou, Adonais; wan they stand and sere
  Amid the faint companions of their youth,
With dew all turned to tears,--odour, to sighing ruth.

17.

  Thy spirit's sister, the lorn nightingale,
    Mourns not her mate with such melodious pain;
  Not so the eagle, who like thee could scale
    Heaven, and could nourish in the sun's domain
    Her mighty young with morning, doth complain,        5
  Soaring and screaming round her empty nest,
    As Albion wails for thee: the curse of Cain
  Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast,
And scared the angel soul that was its earthly guest!

18.

  Ah woe is me! Winter is come and gone,
    But grief returns with the revolving year.
  The airs and streams renew their joyous tone;
    The ants, the bees, the swallows, re-appear;
    Fresh leaves and flowers deck the dead Seasons' bier;    5
  The amorous birds now pair in every brake,
    And build their mossy homes in field and brere;
  And the green lizard and the golden snake,
Like unimprisoned flames, out of their trance awake.

19.

  Through wood and stream and field and hill and ocean,
    A quickening life from the Earth's heart has burst,
  As it has ever done, with change and motion,
    From the great morning of the world when first
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    God dawned on chaos. In its steam immersed,              5
  The lamps of heaven flash with a softer light;
    All baser things pant with life's sacred thirst,
  Diffuse themselves, and spend in love's delight
The beauty and the joy of their renewèd might.

20.

  The leprous corpse, touched by this spirit tender,
    Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath;
  Like incarnations of the stars, when splendour
    Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death,
    And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath.              5
  Nought we know dies: shall that alone which knows
    Be as a sword consumed before the sheath
  By sightless lightning? Th' intense atom glows
A moment, then is quenched in a most cold repose.

21.

  Alas that all we loved of him should be,
    But for our grief, as if it had not been,
  And grief itself be mortal! Woe is me!
    Whence are we, and why are we? of what scene
    The actors or spectators? Great and mean             5
  Meet massed in death, who lends what life must borrow.
    As long as skies are blue and fields are green,
  Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow,
Month follow month with woe, and year wake year to sorrow.

22.

  _He_ will awake no more, oh never more!
    'Wake thou,' cried Misery, 'childless Mother; Rise
  Out of thy sleep, and slake in thy heart's core
    A wound more fierce than his, with tears and sighs.'
    And all the Dreams that watched Urania's eyes,       5
  And all the Echoes whom their Sister's song
    Had held in holy silence, cried 'Arise!'
  Swift as a thought by the snake memory stung,
From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour sprung.

23.

  She rose like an autumnal Night that springs



Great Perorations Compendium

90

    Out of the east, and follows wild and drear
  The golden Day, which on eternal wings,
    Even as a ghost abandoning a bier,
    Had left the Earth a corpse. Sorrow and fear         5
  So struck, so roused, so rapt, Urania;
    So saddened round her like an atmosphere
  Of stormy mist; so swept her on her way,
Even to the mournful place where Adonais lay.

24.

  Out of her secret paradise she sped,
    Through camps and cities rough with stone and steel
  And human hearts, which, to her aery tread
    Yielding not, wounded the invisible
    Palms of her tender feet where'er they fell.              5
  And barbèd tongues, and thoughts more sharp than they,
    Rent the soft form they never could repel,
  Whose sacred blood, like the young tears of May,
Paved with eternal flowers that undeserving way.

25.

  In the death-chamber for a moment Death,
    Shamed by the presence of that living might,
  Blushed to annihilation, and the breath
    Revisited those lips, and life's pale light
    Flashed through those limbs so late her dear delight.     5
  'Leave me not wild and drear and comfortless,
    As silent lightning leaves the starless night!
  Leave me not!' cried Urania. Her distress
Roused Death: Death rose and smiled, and met her vain caress.

26.

  'Stay yet awhile! speak to me once again!
    Kiss me, so long but as a kiss may live!
  And in my heartless breast and burning brain
    That word, that kiss, shall all thoughts else survive,
    With food of saddest memory kept alive,                   5
  Now thou art dead, as if it were a part
    Of thee, my Adonais! I would give
  All that I am, to be as thou now art:--
But I am chained to Time, and cannot thence depart.
27
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  'O gentle child, beautiful as thou wert,
    Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men
  Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty heart
    Dare the unpastured dragon in his den?
    Defenceless as thou wert, oh where was then            5
  Wisdom the mirrored shield, or scorn the spear?--
    Or, hadst thou waited the full cycle when
  Thy spirit should have filled its crescent sphere,
The monsters of life's waste had fled from thee like deer.

28.

  'The herded wolves bold only to pursue,
    The obscene ravens clamorous o'er the dead,
  The vultures to the conqueror's banner true,
    Who feed where desolation first has fed,
    And whose wings rain contagion,--how they fled,       5
  When like Apollo, from his golden bow,
    The Pythian of the age one arrow sped,
  And smiled!--The spoilers tempt no second blow,
They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them lying low.

29.

  'The sun comes forth, and many reptiles spawn:
    He sets, and each ephemeral insect then
  Is gathered into death without a dawn,
    And the immortal stars awake again.
    So is it in the world of living men:                  5
  A godlike mind soars forth, in its delight
    Making earth bare and veiling heaven; and, when
  It sinks, the swarms that dimmed or shared its light
Leave to its kindred lamps the spirit's awful night.'

30.

  Thus ceased she: and the Mountain Shepherds came,
    Their garlands sere, their magic mantles rent.
  The Pilgrim of Eternity, whose fame
    Over his living head like heaven is bent,
    An early but enduring monument,                     5
  Came, veiling all the lightnings of his song
    In sorrow. From her wilds Ierne sent
  The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong,
And love taught grief to fall like music from his tongue.
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31.

  'Midst others of less note came one frail form,
    A phantom among men, companionless
  As the last cloud of an expiring storm
    Whose thunder is its knell. He, as I guess,
    Had gazed on Nature's naked loveliness              5
  Actaeon-like; and now he fled astray
    With feeble steps o'er the world's wilderness,
  And his own thoughts along that rugged way
Pursued like raging hounds their father and their prey.

32.

  A pard-like Spirit beautiful and swift--
    A love in desolation masked--a power
  Girt round with weakness; it can scarce uplift
    The weight of the superincumbent hour.
    It is a dying lamp, a falling shower,                5
  A breaking billow;--even whilst we speak
    Is it not broken? On the withering flower
  The killing sun smiles brightly: on a cheek
The life can burn in blood even while the heart may break.

33.

  His head was bound with pansies overblown,
    And faded violets, white and pied and blue;
  And a light spear topped with a cypress cone,
    Round whose rude shaft dark ivy tresses grew
    Yet dripping with the forest's noonday dew,          5
  Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart
    Shook the weak hand that grasped it. Of that crew
  He came the last, neglected and apart;
A herd-abandoned deer struck by the hunter's dart.

34.

  All stood aloof, and at his partial moan
    Smiled through their tears; well knew that gentle band
  Who in another's fate now wept his own;
    As in the accents of an unknown land
    He sang new sorrow; sad Urania scanned               5
  The Stranger's mien, and murmured 'Who art thou?'
    He answered not, but with a sudden hand
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  Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow,
Which was like Cain's or Christ's--Oh that it should be so!

35.

  What softer voice is hushed over the dead?
    Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown?
  What form leans sadly o'er the white death-bed,
    In mockery of monumental stone,
    The heavy heart heaving without a moan?              5
  If it be he who, gentlest of the wise,
    Taught, soothed, loved, honoured, the departed one.
  Let me not vex with inharmonious sighs
The silence of that heart's accepted sacrifice.

36.

  Our Adonais has drunk poison--oh
    What deaf and viperous murderer could crown
  Life's early cup with such a draught of woe?
    The nameless worm would now itself disown;
    It felt, yet could escape, the magic tone              5
  Whose prelude held all envy, hate, and wrong,
    But what was howling in one breast alone,
  Silent with expectation of the song
Whose master's hand is cold, whose silver lyre unstrung.

37.

  Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame!
    Live! fear no heavier chastisement from me,
  Thou noteless blot on a remembered name!
    But be thyself, and know thyself to be!
    And ever at thy season be thou free                    5
  To spill the venom when thy fangs o'erflow;
    Remorse and self-contempt shall cling to thee,
  Hot shame shall burn upon thy secret brow,
And like a beaten hound tremble thou shalt--as now.

38.

  Nor let us weep that our delight is fled
    Far from these carrion kites that scream below.
  He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead;
    Thou canst not soar where he is sitting now.
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    Dust to the dust: but the pure spirit shall flow       5
  Back to the burning fountain whence it came,
    A portion of the Eternal, which must glow
  Through time and change, unquenchably the same,
Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of shame.

39.

  Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep!
    He hath awakened from the dream of life.
  'Tis we who, lost in stormy visions, keep
    With phantoms an unprofitable strife,
    And in mad trance strike with our spirit's knife      5
  Invulnerable nothings. _We_ decay
    Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief
  Convulse us and consume us day by day,
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.

40.

  He has outsoared the shadow of our night.
    Envy and calumny and hate and pain,
  And that unrest which men miscall delight,
    Can touch him not and torture not again.
    From the contagion of the world's slow stain          5
  He is secure; and now can never mourn
    A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain--
  Nor, when the spirit's self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn.

41.

  He lives, he wakes--'tis Death is dead, not he;
    Mourn not for Adonais.--Thou young Dawn,
  Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee
    The spirit thou lamentest is not gone!
    Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan!             5
  Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains! and thou Air,
    Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown
  O'er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare
Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair!

42.

  He is made one with Nature. There is heard
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    His voice in all her music, from the moan
  Of thunder to the song of night's sweet bird.
    He is a presence to be felt and known
    In darkness and in light, from herb and stone,          5
  Spreading itself where'er that Power may move
    Which has withdrawn his being to its own,
  Which wields the world with never wearied love,
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above.

43.

  He is a portion of the loveliness
    Which once he made more lovely. He doth bear
  His part, while the One Spirit's plastic stress
    Sweeps through the dull dense world; compelling there
    All new successions to the forms they wear;              5
  Torturing th' unwilling dross, that checks its flight,
    To its own likeness, as each mass may bear;
  And bursting in its beauty and its might
From trees and beasts and men into the heaven's light.

44.

  The splendours of the firmament of time
    May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not;
  Like stars to their appointed height they climb,
    And death is a low mist which cannot blot
    The brightness it may veil. When lofty thought           5
  Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair,
    And love and life contend in it for what
  Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there,
And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air.

45.

  The inheritors of unfulfilled renown
    Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal thought,
  Far in the unapparent. Chatterton
    Rose pale, his solemn agony had not
    Yet faded from him; Sidney, as he fought            5
  And as he fell and as he lived and loved
    Sublimely mild, a spirit without spot,
  Arose; and Lucan, by his death approved;--
Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thing reproved.
46.
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  And many more, whose names on earth are dark
    But whose transmitted effluence cannot die
  So long as fire outlives the parent spark,
    Rose, robed in dazzling immortality.
    'Thou art become as one of us,' they cry;            5
  'It was for thee yon kingless sphere has long
    Swung blind in unascended majesty,
  Silent alone amid an heaven of song.
Assume thy wingèd throne, thou Vesper of our throng!'

47.

  Who mourns for Adonais? Oh come forth,
    Fond wretch, and know thyself and him aright.
  Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous earth;
    As from a centre, dart thy spirit's light
    Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might          5
  Satiate the void circumference: then shrink
    Even to a point within our day and night;
  And keep thy heart light lest it make thee sink
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the brink.

48.

  Or go to Rome, which is the sepulchre,
    Oh not of him, but of our joy. 'Tis nought
  That ages, empires, and religions, there
    Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought;
    For such as he can lend--they borrow not            5
  Glory from those who made the world their prey:
    And he is gathered to the kings of thought
  Who waged contention with their time's decay,
And of the past are all that cannot pass away.

49.

  Go thou to Rome,--at once the paradise,
    The grave, the city, and the wilderness;
  And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise,
    And flowering weeds and fragrant copses dress
    The bones of Desolation's nakedness,                 5
  Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead
    Thy footsteps to a slope of green access,
  Where, like an infant's smile, over the dead
A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread.
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50.

  And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time
    Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand;
  And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime,
    Pavilioning the dust of him who planned
    This refuge for his memory, doth stand               5
  Like flame transformed to marble; and beneath
    A field is spread, on which a newer band
  Have pitched in heaven's smile their camp of death,
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath.

51.

  Here pause. These graves are all too young as yet
    To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned
  Its charge to each; and, if the seal is set
    Here on one fountain of a mourning mind,
    Break it not thou! too surely shalt thou find        5
  Thine own well full, if thou returnest home,
    Of tears and gall. From the world's bitter wind
  Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb.
What Adonais is why fear we to become?

52.

  The One remains, the many change and pass;
    Heaven's light for ever shines, earth's shadows fly;
  Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass,
    Stains the white radiance of eternity,
    Until Death tramples it to fragments.--Die,          5
  If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek!
    Follow where all is fled!--Rome's azure sky,
  Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words, are weak
The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak.

53.

  Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my heart?
    Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here
  They have departed; thou shouldst now depart!
    A light is past from the revolving year,
    And man and woman; and what still is dear            5
  Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither.
    The soft sky smiles, the low wind whispers near:
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  'Tis Adonais calls! Oh hasten thither!
No more let life divide what death can join together.

54.

  That light whose smile kindles the universe,
    That beauty in which all things work and move,
  That benediction which the eclipsing curse
    Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love
    Which, through the web of being blindly wove         5
  By man and beast and earth and air and sea,
    Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of
  The fire for which all thirst, now beams on me,
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality.

55.

  The breath whose might I have invoked in song
    Descends on me; my spirit's bark is driven
  Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng
    Whose sails were never to the tempest given.
    The massy earth and spherèd skies are riven!         5
  I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar!
    Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of heaven,
  The soul of Adonais, like a star,
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.
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In Memoriam A.H.H.
Alfred Tennyson

IN MEMORIAM

                               A. H. H.

                          OBIIT MDCCCXXXIII.

        I.

    I held it truth, with him who sings
        To one clear harp in divers tones,
        That men may rise on stepping-stones
    Of their dead selves to higher things.

    But who shall so forecast the years
        And find in loss a gain to match?
        Or reach a hand thro’ time to catch
    The far-off interest of tears?

    Let Love clasp Grief lest both be drown’d,
        Let darkness keep her raven gloss;
        Ah! sweeter to be drunk with loss,
    To dance with death, to beat the ground;

    Than that the victor Hours should scorn
        The long result of love, and boast:
        ‘Behold the man that loved and lost,
    But all he was is overworn.’

        II.

    Old Yew, which graspest at the stones
        That name the under-lying dead,
        Thy fibres net the dreamless head;
    Thy roots are wrapt about the bones.

    The seasons bring the flower again,
        And bring the firstling to the flock;
        And in the dusk of thee, the clock
    Beats out the little lives of men.

    O! not for thee the glow, the bloom,
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        Who changest not in any gale!
        Nor branding summer suns avail
    To touch thy thousand years of gloom.

    And gazing on the sullen tree,
        Sick for thy stubborn hardihood,
        I seem to fail from out my blood,
    And grow incorporate into thee.

        III.

    O sorrow, cruel fellowship!
        O Priestess in the vaults of Death!
        O sweet and bitter in a breath,
    What whispers from thy lying lip?

    ‘The stars,’ she whispers, ‘blindly run;
        A web is wov’n across the sky;
        From out waste places comes a cry,
    And murmurs from the dying sun:

    ‘And all the phantom, Nature, stands--
        With all her music in her tone,
        A hollow echo of my own,--
    A hollow form with empty hands.’

    And shall I take a thing so blind,
        Embrace her as my natural good;
        Or crush her, like a vice of blood,
    Upon the threshold of the mind?

        IV.

    To Sleep I give my powers away;
        My will is bondsman to the dark;
        I sit within a helmless bark,
    And with my heart I muse and say:

    ‘O heart, how fares it with thee now,
        That thou should’st fail from thy desire,
        Who scarcely darest to inquire
    What is it makes me beat so low?’

    Something it is which thou hast lost,
        Some pleasure from thine early years.
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        Break, thou deep vase of chilling tears,
    That grief hath shaken into frost!

    Such clouds of nameless trouble cross
        All night below the darken’d eyes;
        With morning wakes the will, and cries,
    ‘Thou shalt not be the fool of loss.’

        V.

    I sometimes hold it half a sin
        To put in words the grief I feel;
        For words, like nature, half reveal
    And half conceal the Soul within.

    But, for the unquiet heart and brain,
        A use in measur’d language lies;
        The sad mechanic exercise
    Like dull narcotics, numbing pain.

    In words, like weeds, I’ll wrap me o’er,
        Like coarsest clothes against the cold;
        But that large grief which these enfold
    Is given in outline and no more.

        VI.

    One writes, that ‘Other friends remain,’
        That ‘Loss is common to the race’--
        And common is the commonplace,
    And vacant chaff well meant for grain.

    That loss is common would not make
        My own less bitter, rather more:
        Too common! Never morning wore
    To evening, but some heart did break.

    O father, wheresoe’er thou be,
        That pledgest now thy gallant son;
        A shot, ere half thy draught be done
    Hath still’d the life that beat from thee.

    O mother, praying God will save
        Thy sailor,--while thy head is bow’d,
        His heavy-shotted hammock-shroud
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    Drops in his vast and wandering grave.

    Ye know no more than I who wrought
        At that last hour to please him well;
        Who mused on all I had to tell,
    And something written, something thought;

    Expecting still his advent home;
        And ever met him on his way
        With wishes, thinking, here to-day,
    Or here to-morrow will he come.

    O! somewhere, meek unconscious dove,
        That sittest ranging golden hair;
        And glad to find thyself so fair,
    Poor child, that waitest for thy love!

    For now her father’s chimney glows
        In expectation of a guest;
        And thinking ‘this will please him best,’
    She takes a riband or a rose;

    For he will see them on to-night;
        And with the thought her colour burns;
        And, having left the glass, she turns
    Once more to set a ringlet right;

    And, even when she turn’d, the curse
        Had fallen, and her future Lord
        Was drown’d in passing thro’ the ford,
    Or kill’d in falling from his horse.

    O, what to her shall be the end?
        And what to me remains of good?
        To her, perpetual maidenhood,
    And unto me, no second friend.

        VII.

    Dark house, by which once more I stand
        Here in the long unlovely street,
        Doors, where my heart was used to beat
    So quickly, waiting for a hand,

    A hand that can be clasp’d no more--



Great Perorations Compendium

103

        Behold me, for I cannot sleep,
        And like a guilty thing I creep
    At earliest morning to the door.

    He is not here; but far away
        The noise of life begins again,
        And ghastly thro’ the drizzling rain
    On the bald street breaks the blank day.

        VIII.

    A happy lover who has come
        To look on her that loves him well,
        Who lights and rings the gateway bell
    And learns her gone and far from home,

    He saddens, all the magic light
        Dies off at once from bower and hall,
        And all the place is dark, and all
    The chambers emptied of delight;

    So find I every pleasant spot
        In which we two were wont to meet,
        The field, the chamber and the street,
    For all is dark where thou art not.

    Yet as that other, wandering there
        In those deserted walks, may find
        A flower beat with rain and wind,
    Which once she foster’d up with care;

    So seems it in my deep regret,
        O my forsaken heart, with thee
        And this poor flower of poesy
    Which little cared for fades not yet.

    But since it pleased a vanish’d eye
        I go to plant it on his tomb,
        That if it can it there may bloom,
    Or dying there at least may die.

        IX.

    Fair ship, that from the Italian shore,
        Sailest the placid ocean-plains
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        With my lost Arthur’s loved remains,
    Spread thy full wings, and waft him o’er.

    So draw him home to those that mourn
        In vain; a favourable speed
        Ruffle thy mirror’d mast, and lead
    Thro’ prosperous floods his holy urn.

    All night no ruder air perplex
        Thy sliding keel, till Phosphor, bright
        As our pure love, thro’ early light
    Shall glimmer on the dewy decks.

    Sphere all your lights around, above;
        Sleep, gentle heavens, before the prow;
        Sleep, gentle winds, as he sleeps now,
    My friend, the brother of my love.

    My Arthur! whom I shall not see
        Till all my widow’d race be run;
        Dear as the mother to the son,
    More than my brothers are to me.

        X.

    I hear the noise about thy keel;
        I hear the bell struck in the night;
        I see the cabin-window bright;
    I see the sailor at the wheel.

    Thou bringest the sailor to his wife,
        And travell’d men from foreign lands;
        And letters unto trembling hands;
    And, thy dark freight, a vanish’d life.

    So bring him: we have idle dreams:
        This look of quiet flatters thus
        Our home-bred fancies: O to us,
    The fools of habit, sweeter seems

    To rest beneath the clover sod,
        That takes the sunshine and the rains,
        Or where the kneeling hamlet drains
    The chalice of the grapes of God;
    Than if with thee the roaring wells
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        Should gulf him fathom deep in brine;
        And hands so often clasp’d in mine,
    Should toss with tangle and with shells.

        XI.

    Calm is the morn without a sound,
        Calm as to suit a calmer grief,
        And only thro’ the faded leaf
    The chesnut pattering to the ground:

    Calm and deep peace on this high wold,
        And on these dews that drench the furze,
        And all the silvery gossamers
    That twinkle into green and gold:

    Calm and still light on yon great plain
        That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
        And crowded farms and lessening towers,
    To mingle with the bounding main:

    Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
        These leaves that redden to the fall;
        And in my heart, if calm at all,
    If any calm, a calm despair:

    Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,
        And waves that sway themselves in rest,
        And dead calm in that noble breast
    Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

        XII.

    Lo! as a dove when up she springs
        To hear thro’ Heaven a tale of woe,
        Some dolorous message knit below
    The wild pulsation of her wings;

    Like her I go: I cannot stay;
        I leave this mortal ark behind,
        A weight of nerves without a mind,
    And leave the cliffs, and haste away

    O’er ocean mirrors rounded large,
        And reach the glow of southern skies,
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        And see the sails at distance rise,
    And linger weeping on the marge,

    And saying; ‘Comes he thus, my friend?
        Is this the end of all my care?’
        And circle moaning in the air:
    ‘Is this the end? Is this the end?’

    And forward dart again, and play
        About the prow, and back return
        To where the body sits, and learn,
    That I have been an hour away.

        XIII.

    Tears of the widower, when he sees
        A late-lost form that sleep reveals,
        And moves his doubtful arms, and feels
    Her place is empty, fall like these;

    Which weep a loss for ever new,
        A void where heart on heart reposed;
        And, where warm hands have prest and closed,
    Silence, till I be silent too.

    Which weep the comrade of my choice,
        An awful thought, a life removed,
        The human-hearted man I loved,
    A spirit, not a breathing voice.

    Come Time, and teach me many years
        I do not suffer in a dream;
        For now so strange do these things seem,
    Mine eyes have leisure for their tears;

    My fancies time to rise on wing,
        And glance about the approaching sails,
        As tho’ they brought but merchants’ bales,
    And not the burthen that they bring.

        XIV.

    If one should bring me this report,
        That thou hadst touch’d the land to-day,
        And I went down unto the quay,
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    And found thee lying in the port,

    And standing, muffled round with woe,
        Should see thy passengers in rank
        Come stepping lightly down the plank,
    And beckoning unto those they know,

    And if along with these should come
        The man I held as half-divine;
        Should strike a sudden hand in mine,
    And ask a thousand things of home;

    And I should tell him all my pain,
        And how my life had droop’d of late,
        And he should sorrow o’er my state
    And marvel what possess’d my brain;

    And I perceived no touch of change,
        No hint of death in all his frame,
        But found him all in all the same,
    I should not feel it to be strange.

        XV.

    To night the winds began to rise
        And roar from yonder dropping day:
        The last red leaf is whirl’d away,
    The rooks are blown about the skies;

    The forest crack’d, the waters curl’d,
        The cattle huddled on the lea;
        And wildly dash’d on tower and tree
    The sunbeam strikes along the world:

    And but for fancies, which aver
        That all thy motions gently pass
        Athwart a plane of molten glass,
    I scarce could brook the strain and stir

    That makes the barren branches loud;
        And but for fear it is not so,
        The wild unrest that lives in woe
    Would dote and pore on yonder cloud

    That rises upward always higher,
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        And onward drags a labouring breast,
        And topples round the dreary west,
    A looming bastion fringed with fire.

        XVI.

    What words are these have fall’n from me?
        Can calm despair and wild unrest
        Be tenants of a single breast,
    Or sorrow such a changeling be?

    Or doth she only seem to take
        The touch of change in calm or storm;
        But knows no more of transient form
    In her deep self, than some dead lake

    That holds the shadow of a lark
        Hung in the shadow of a heaven?
        Or has the shock, so harshly given,
    Confus’d me like the unhappy bark

    That strikes by night a craggy shelf,
        And staggers blindly ere she sink?
        And stunn’d me from my power to think
    And all my knowledge of myself;

    And made me that delirious man
        Whose fancy fuses old and new,
        And flashes into false and true,
    And mingles all without a plan?

        XVII.

    Thou comest, much wept for: such a breeze
        Compell’d thy canvas, and my prayer
        Was as the whisper of an air
    To breathe thee over lonely seas.

    For I in spirit saw thee move
        Thro’ circles of the bounding sky;
        Week after week: the days go by:
    Come quick, thou bringest all I love.

    Henceforth, wherever thou may’st roam,
        My blessing, like a line of light,
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        Is on the waters day and night,
    And like a beacon guards thee home.

    So may whatever tempest mars
        Mid-ocean, spare thee, sacred bark;
        And balmy drops in summer dark
    Slide from the bosom of the stars.

    So kind an office hath been done,
        Such precious relics brought by thee;
        The dust of him I shall not see
    Till all my widow’d race be run.

        XVIII.

    ’Tis well, ’tis something, we may stand
        Where he in English earth is laid,
        And from his ashes may be made
    The violet of his native land.

    ’Tis little; but it looks in truth
        As if the quiet bones were blest
        Among familiar names to rest
    And in the places of his youth.

    Come then, pure hands, and bear the head
        That sleeps or wears the mask of sleep,
        And come, whatever loves to weep,
    And hear the ritual of the dead.

    Ah! yet, ev’n yet, if this might be,
        I, falling on his faithful heart,
        Would breathing thro’ his lips impart
    The life that almost dies in me:

    That dies not, but endures with pain,
        And slowly forms the firmer mind,
        Treasuring the look it cannot find,
    The words that are not heard again.

        XIX.

    The Danube to the Severn gave
        The darken’d heart that beat no more;
        They laid him by the pleasant shore,
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    And in the hearing of the wave.

    There twice a day the Severn fills,
        The salt sea-water passes by,
        And hushes half the babbling Wye,
    And makes a silence in the hills.

    The Wye is hush’d nor moved along;
        And hush’d my deepest grief of all,
        When fill’d with tears that cannot fall,
    I brim with sorrow drowning song.

    The tide flows down, the wave again
        Is vocal in its wooded walls:
        My deeper anguish also falls,
    And I can speak a little then.

        XX.

    The lesser griefs that may be said,
        That breathe a thousand tender vows,
        Are but as servants in a house
    Where lies the master newly dead;

    Who speak their feeling as it is,
        And weep the fulness from the mind:
        ‘It will be hard’ they say ‘to find
    Another service such as this.’

    My lighter moods are like to these,
        That out of words a comfort win;
        But there are other griefs within,
    And tears that at their fountain freeze;

    For by the hearth the children sit
        Cold in that atmosphere of Death,
        And scarce endure to draw the breath,
    Or like to noiseless phantoms flit:

    But open converse is there none,
        So much the vital spirits sink
        To see the vacant chair, and think,
    ‘How good! how kind! and he is gone.’

        XXI.
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    I sing to him that rests below,
        And, since the grasses round me wave,
        I take the grasses of the grave,
    And make them pipes whereon to blow.

    The traveller hears me now and then,
        And sometimes harshly will he speak;
        ‘This fellow would make weakness weak,
    And melt the waxen hearts of men.’

    Another answers, ‘Let him be,
        He loves to make parade of pain,
        That with his piping he may gain
    The praise that comes to constancy.’

    A third is wroth, ‘Is this an hour
        For private sorrow’s barren song,
        When more and more the people throng
    The chairs and thrones of civil power?

    A time to sicken and to swoon,
        When science reaches forth her arms
        To feel from world to world, and charms
    Her secret from the latest moon?’

    Behold, ye speak an idle thing:
        Ye never knew the sacred dust:
        I do but sing because I must,
    And pipe but as the linnets sing:

    And unto one her note is gay,
        For now her little ones have ranged;
        And unto one her note is changed,
    Because her brood is stol’n away.

        XXII.

    The path by which we twain did go,
        Which led by tracts that pleased us well,
        Thro’ four sweet years arose and fell,
    From flower to flower, from snow to snow:

    And we with singing cheer’d the way,
        And crown’d with all the season lent,
        From April on to April went,
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    And glad at heart from May to May:

    But where the path we walk’d began
        To slant the fifth autumnal slope,
        As we descended following Hope,
    There sat the Shadow fear’d of man;

    Who broke our fair companionship,
        And spread his mantle dark and cold;
        And wrapped thee formless in the fold,
    And dull’d the murmur on thy lip;

    And bore thee where I could not see
        Nor follow, tho’ I walk in haste;
        And think that, somewhere in the waste,
    The Shadow sits and waits for me.

        XXIII.

    Now, sometimes in my sorrow shut,
        Or breaking into song by fits;
        Alone, alone, to where he sits,
    The Shadow cloak’d from head to foot

    Who keeps the keys of all the creeds,
        I wander, often falling lame,
        And looking back to whence I came,
    Or on to where the pathway leads;

    And crying, how changed from where it ran
        Thro’ lands where not a leaf was dumb;
        But all the lavish hills would hum
    The murmur of a happy Pan:

    When each by turns was guide to each,
        And Fancy light from Fancy caught,
        And Thought leapt out to wed with Thought,
    Ere thought could wed itself with Speech:

    And all we met was fair and good,
        And all was good that Time could bring,
        And all the secret of the Spring
    Moved in the chambers of the blood:

    And many an old philosophy
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        On Argive heights divinely sang,
        And round us all the thicket rang
    To many a flute of Arcady.

        XXIV.

    And was the day of my delight
        As pure and perfect as I say?
        The very source and fount of Day
    Is dash’d with wandering isles of night.

    If all was good and fair we met,
        This earth had been the Paradise
        It never look’d to human eyes
    Since Adam left his garden yet.

    And is it that the haze of grief
        Hath stretch’d my former joy so great?
        The lowness of the present state,
    That sets the past in this relief?

    Or that the past will always win
        A glory from its being far;
        And orb into the perfect star
    We saw not, when we moved therein?

        XXV.

    I know that this was Life,--the track
        Whereon with equal feet we fared;
        And then, as now, the day prepared
    The daily burden for the back.

    But this it was that made me move
        As light as carrier-birds in air;
        I loved the weight I had to bear,
    Because it needed help of Love:

    Nor could I weary, heart or limb,
        When mighty Love would cleave in twain
        The lading of a single pain,
    And part it, giving half to him.

        XXVI.
    Still onward winds the dreary way;
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        I with it; for I long to prove
        No lapse of moons can canker Love,
    Whatever fickle tongues may say.

    And if that eye which watches guilt
        And goodness, and hath power to see
        Within the green the moulder’d tree,
    And towers fall’n as soon as built--

    Oh, if indeed that eye foresee
        Or see (in Him is no before)
        In more of life true life no more,
    And Love the indifference to be,

    So might I find, ere yet the morn
        Breaks hither over Indian seas,
        That Shadow waiting with the keys,
    To cloak me from my proper scorn.

        XXVII.

    I envy not in any moods
        The captive void of noble rage,
        The linnet born within the cage
    That never knew the summer woods:

    I envy not the beast that takes
        His license in the field of time,
        Unfetter’d by the sense of crime,
    To whom a conscience never wakes;

    Nor, what may count itself as blest,
        The heart that never plighted troth
        But stagnates in the weeds of sloth,
    Nor any want-begotten rest.

    I hold it true, whate’er befall;
        I feel it, when I sorrow most;
        ’Tis better to have loved and lost
    Than never to have loved at all.

        XXVIII.

    The time draws near the birth of Christ:
        The moon is hid; the night is still;
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        The Christmas bells from hill to hill
    Answer each other in the mist.

    Four voices of four hamlets round,
        From far and near, on mead and moor,
        Swell out and fail, as if a door
    Were shut between me and the sound:

    Each voice four changes on the wind,
        That now dilate, and now decrease,
        Peace and goodwill, goodwill and peace,
    Peace and goodwill, to all mankind.

    This year I slept and woke with pain,
        I almost wish’d no more to wake,
        And that my hold on life would break
    Before I heard those bells again:

    But they my troubled spirit rule,
        For they controll’d me when a boy;
        They bring me sorrow touch’d with joy,
    The merry merry bells of Yule.

        XXIX.

    With such compelling cause to grieve
        As daily vexes household peace,
        And chains regret to his decease,
    How dare we keep our Christmas-eve;

    Which brings no more a welcome guest
        To enrich the threshold of the night
        With shower’d largess of delight,
    In dance and song and game and jest.

    Yet go, and while the holly boughs
        Entwine the cold baptismal font,
        Make one wreath more for Use and Wont
    That guard the portals of the house;

    Old sisters of a day gone by,
        Gray nurses, loving nothing new;
        Why should they miss their yearly due
    Before their time? They too will die.
        XXX.
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    With trembling fingers did we weave
        The holly round the Christmas hearth;
        A rainy cloud possess’d the earth,
    And sadly fell our Christmas-eve.

    At our old pastimes in the hall
        We gambol’d, making vain pretence
        Of gladness, with an awful sense
    Of one mute Shadow watching all.

    We paused: the winds were in the beech:
        We heard them sweep the winter land;
        And in a circle hand-in-hand
    Sat silent, looking each at each.

    Then echo-like our voices rang;
        We sung, tho’ every eye was dim,
        A merry song we sang with him
    Last year: impetuously we sang:

    We ceased: a gentler feeling crept
        Upon us: surely rest is meet:
        ‘They rest,’ we said, ‘their sleep is sweet,’
    And silence follow’d, and we wept.

    Our voices took a higher range;
        Once more we sang: ‘They do not die
        Nor lose their mortal sympathy,
    Nor change to us, although they change;

    Rapt from the fickle and the frail
        With gather’d power, yet the same,
        Pierces the keen seraphic flame
    From orb to orb, from veil to veil.

    Rise, happy morn, rise holy morn,
        Draw forth the cheerful day from night:
        O Father! touch the east, and light
    The light that shone when Hope was born.’

        XXXI.

    When Lazarus left his charnel-cave,
        And home to Mary’s house return’d,
        Was this demanded--if he yearn’d
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    To hear her weeping by his grave?

    ‘Where wert thou, brother, those four days?’
        There lives no record of reply,
        Which telling what it is to die
    Had surely added praise to praise.

    From every house the neighbours met,
        The streets were fill’d with joyful sound,
        A solemn gladness even crown’d
    The purple brows of Olivet.

    Behold a man raised up by Christ!
        The rest remaineth unreveal’d;
        He told it not; or something seal’d
    The lips of that Evangelist.

        XXXII.

    Her eyes are homes of silent prayer,
        Nor other thought her mind admits
        But, he was dead, and there he sits,
    And he that brought him back is there.

    Then one deep love doth supersede
        All other, when her ardent gaze
        Roves from the living brother’s face.
    And rests upon the Life indeed.

    All subtle thought, all curious fears,
        Borne down by gladness so complete,
        She bows, she bathes the Saviour’s feet
    With costly spikenard and with tears.

    Thrice blest whose lives are faithful prayers,
        Whose loves in higher love endure;
        What souls possess themselves so pure,
    Or is there blessedness like theirs?

        XXXIII.

    O thou that after toil and storm
        Mayst seem to have reach’d a purer air,
        Whose faith has centre everywhere,
    Nor cares to fix itself to form,
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    Leave thou thy sister when she prays,
        Her early Heaven, her happy views;
        Nor thou with shadow’d hint confuse
    A life that leads melodious days.

    Her faith thro’ form is pure as thine,
        Her hands are quicker unto good.
        Oh, sacred be the flesh and blood
    To which she links a truth divine!

    See, thou that countest reason ripe
        In holding by the law within,
        Thou fail not in a world of sin,
    And ev’n for want of such a type.

        XXXIV.

    My own dim life should teach me this,
        That life shall live for evermore,
        Else earth is darkness at the core,
    And dust and ashes all that is;

    This round of green, this orb of flame,
        Fantastic beauty; such as lurks
        In some wild Poet, when he works
    Without a conscience or an aim.

    What then were God to such as I?
        ’Twere hardly worth my while to choose
        Of things all mortal, or to use
    A little patience ere I die;

    ’Twere best at once to sink to peace,
        Like birds the charming serpent draws,
        To drop head-foremost in the jaws
    Of vacant darkness and to cease.

        XXXV.

    Yet if some voice that man could trust
        Should murmur from the narrow house:
        The cheeks drop in; the body bows;
    Man dies: nor is there hope in dust:

    Might I not say, yet even here,
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        But for one hour, O Love, I strive
        To keep so sweet a thing alive?
    But I should turn mine ears and hear

    The moanings of the homeless sea,
        The sound of streams that swift or slow
        Draw down Æonian hills, and sow
    The dust of continents to be;

    And Love would answer with a sigh,
        ‘The sound of that forgetful shore
        Will change my sweetness more and more,
    Half dead to know that I shall die.’

    O me! what profits it to put
        An idle case? If Death were seen
        At first as Death, Love had not been,
    Or been in narrowest working shut,

    Mere fellowship of sluggish moods,
        Or in his coarsest Satyr-shape
        Had bruised the herb and crush’d the grape,
    And bask’d and batten’d in the woods.

        XXXVI.

    Tho’ truths in manhood darkly join,
        Deep-seated in our mystic frame,
        We yield all blessing to the name
    Of Him that made them current coin;

    For wisdom dealt with mortal powers,
        Where Truth in closest words shall fail,
        When Truth embodied in a tale
    Shall enter in at lowly doors.

    And so the Word had breath, and wrought
        With human hands the creed of creeds
        In loveliness of perfect deeds,
    More strong than all poetic thought;

    Which he may read that binds the sheaf,
        Or builds the house, or digs the grave,
        And those wild eyes that watch the wave
    In roarings round the coral reef.
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        XXXVII.

    Urania speaks with darken’d brow:
        ‘Thou pratest here where thou art least;
        This faith has many a purer priest,
    And many an abler voice than thou:

    Go down beside thy native rill,
        On thy Parnassus set thy feet,
        And hear thy laurel whisper sweet
    About the ledges of the hill.’

    And my Melpomene replies,
        A touch of shame upon her cheek:
        ‘I am not worthy but to speak
    Of thy prevailing mysteries;

    For I am but an earthly Muse,
        And owning but a little art
        To lull with song an aching heart,
    And render human love his dues;

    But brooding on the dear one dead,
        And all he said of things divine,
        (And dear as sacramental wine
    To dying lips is all he said),

    I murmur’d, as I came along,
        Of comfort clasp’d in truth reveal’d;
        And loiter’d in the master’s field,
    And darken’d sanctities with song.’

        XXXVIII.

    With weary steps I loiter on,
        Tho’ always under alter’d skies
        The purple from the distance dies,
    My prospect and horizon gone.

    No joy the blowing season gives,
        The herald melodies of spring,
        But in the songs I love to sing
    A doubtful gleam of solace lives.

    If any care for what is here
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        Survive in spirits render’d free,
        Then are these songs I sing of thee
    Not all ungrateful to thine ear.

        XXXIX.

    Could we forget the widow’d hour
        And look on Spirits breathed away,
        As on a maiden in the day
    When first she wears her orange-flower!

    When crown’d with blessing she doth rise
        To take her latest leave of home,
        And hopes and light regrets that come
    Make April of her tender eyes;

    And doubtful joys the father move,
        And tears are on the mother’s face,
        As parting with a long embrace
    She enters other realms of love;

    Her office there to rear, to teach,
        Becoming as is meet and fit
        A link among the days, to knit
    The generations each with each;

    And, doubtless, unto thee is given
        A life that bears immortal fruit
        In such great offices as suit
    The full-grown energies of heaven.

    Ay me, the difference I discern!
        How often shall her old fireside
        Be cheer’d with tidings of the bride,
    How often she herself return,

    And tell them all they would have told,
        And bring her babe, and make her boast,
        Till even those that miss’d her most,
    Shall count new things as dear as old:

    But thou and I have shaken hands,
        Till growing winters lay me low;
        My paths are in the fields I know,
    And thine in undiscover’d lands.
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        XL.

    Thy spirit ere our fatal loss
        Did ever rise from high to higher;
        As mounts the heavenward altar-fire,
    As flies the lighter thro’ the gross.

    But thou art turn’d to something strange,
        And I have lost the links that bound
        Thy changes; here upon the ground;
    No more partaker of thy change.

    Deep folly! yet that this could be--
        That I could wing my will with might
        To leap the grades of life and light,
    And flash at once, my friend, to thee:

    For though my nature rarely yields
        To that vague fear implied in death;
        Nor shudders at the gulfs beneath,
    The howlings from forgotten fields;

    Yet oft when sundown skirts the moor
        An inner trouble I behold,
        A spectral doubt which makes me cold,
    That I shall be thy mate no more,

    Tho’ following with an upward mind
        The wonders that have come to thee,
        Thro’ all the secular to be,
    But evermore a life behind.

        XLI.

    I vex my heart with fancies dim:
        He still outstript me in the race;
        It was but unity of place
    That made me dream I rank’d with him.

    And so may Place retain us still,
        And he the much-beloved again,
        A lord of large experience, train
    To riper growth the mind and will:

    And what delights can equal those
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        That stir the spirit’s inner deeps,
        When one that loves but knows not, reaps
    A truth from one that loves and knows?

        XLII.

    If Sleep and Death be truly one,
        And every spirit’s folded bloom
        Thro’ all its intervital gloom
    In some long trance should slumber on;

    Unconscious of the sliding hour,
        Bare of the body, might it last,
        And silent traces of the past
    Be all the colour of the flower:

    So then were nothing lost to man;
        But that still garden of the souls
        In many a figured leaf enrolls
    The total world since life began:

    And love would last as pure and whole
        As when he loved me here in Time,
        And at the spiritual prime
    Rewaken with the dawning soul.

        XLIII.

    How fares it with the happy dead?
        For here the man is more and more;
        But he forgets the days before
    God shut the doorways of his head.

    The days have vanish’d, tone and tint,
        And yet perhaps the hoarding sense
        Gives out at times (he knows not whence)
    A little flash, a mystic hint;

    And in the long harmonious years
        (If Death so taste Lethean springs)
        May some dim touch of earthly things
    Surprise thee ranging with thy peers.

    If such a dreamy touch should fall,
        O turn thee round, resolve the doubt,
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        My guardian angel will speak out
    In that high place, and tell thee all.

        XLIV.

    The baby new to earth and sky,
        What time his tender palm is prest
        Against the circle of the breast,
    Has never thought that ‘this is I:’

    But as he grows he gathers much,
        And learns the use of ‘I,’ and ‘me,’
        And finds ‘I am not what I see,
    And other than the things I touch:’

    So rounds he to a separate mind
        From whence clear memory may begin,
        As thro’ the frame that binds him in
    His isolation grows defined.

    This use may lie in blood and breath,
        Which else were fruitless of their due,
        Had man to learn himself anew
    Beyond the second birth of Death.

        XLV.

    We ranging down this lower track,
        The path we came by, thorn and flower,
        Is shadow’d by the growing hour,
    Lest life should fail in looking back.

    So be it: there no shade can last
        In that deep dawn behind the tomb,
        But clear from marge to marge shall bloom
    The eternal landscape of the past;

    A lifelong tract of time reveal’d;
        The fruitful hours of still increase;
        Days order’d in a wealthy peace,
    And those five years its richest field.

    O Love! thy province were not large,
        A bounded field, nor stretching far,
        Look also, Love, a brooding star,
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    A rosy warmth from marge to marge.

        XLVI.

    That each, who seems a separate whole,
        Should move his rounds, and fusing all
        The skirts of self again, should fall
    Remerging in the general Soul,

    Is faith as vague as all unsweet:
        Eternal form shall still divide
        The eternal soul from all beside;
    And I shall know him when we meet:

    And we shall sit at endless feast,
        Enjoying each the other’s good;
        What vaster dream can hit the mood
    Of Love on earth? He seeks at least

    Upon the last and sharpest height,
        Before the spirits fade away,
        Some landing-place, to clasp and say,
    ‘Farewell! We lose ourselves in light.’

        XLVII.

    If these brief lays, of Sorrow born,
        Were taken to be such as closed
        Grave doubts and answers here proposed,
    Then these were such as men might scorn:

    Her care is not to part and prove;
        She takes, when harsher moods remit,
        What slender shade of doubt may flit,
    And makes it vassal unto love:

    And hence, indeed, she sports with words;
        But better serves a wholesome law,
        And holds it sin and shame to draw
    The deepest measure from the chords:

    Nor dare she trust a larger lay,
        But rather loosens from the lip
        Short swallow-flights of song, that dip
    Their wings in tears, and skim away.
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        XLVIII.

    From art, from nature, from the schools,
        Let random influences glance,
        Like light in many a shiver’d lance
    That breaks about the dappled pools:

    The lightest wave of thought shall lisp,
        The fancy’s tenderest eddy wreathe,
        The slightest air of song shall breathe
    To make the sullen surface crisp.

    And look thy look, and go thy way,
        But blame not thou the winds that make
        The seeming-wanton ripple break,
    The tender-pencil’d shadow play.

    Beneath all fancied hopes and fears
        Ay me! the sorrow deepens down,
        Whose muffled motions blindly drown
    The bases of my life in tears.

        XLIX.

    Be near me when my light is low,
        When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick
        And tingle; and the heart is sick,
    And all the wheels of Being slow.

    Be near me when the sensuous frame
        Is rack’d with pangs that conquer trust,
        And time, a maniac, scattering dust,
    And life, a Fury, slinging flame.

    Be near me when my faith is dry,
        And men the flies of latter spring,
        That lay their eggs, and sting and sing,
    And weave their petty cells and die.

    Be near me when I fade away,
        To point the term of human strife,
        And on the low dark verge of life
    The twilight of eternal day.

        L.
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    Do we indeed desire the dead
        Should still be near us at our side?
        Is there no baseness we would hide?
    No inner vileness that we dread?

    Shall he for whose applause I strove,
        I had such reverence for his blame,
        See with clear eye some hidden shame
    And I be lessen’d in his love?

    I wrong the grave with fears untrue:
        Shall love be blamed for want of faith?
        There must be wisdom with great Death;
    The dead shall look me thro’ and thro’.

    Be near us when we climb or fall:
        Ye watch, like God, the rolling hours
        With larger other eyes than ours,
    To make allowance for us all.

        LI.

    I cannot love thee as I ought,
        For love reflects the thing beloved;
        My words are only words, and moved
    Upon the topmost froth of thought.

    ‘Yet blame not thou thy plaintive song,’
        The Spirit of true love replied;
        ‘Thou canst not move me from thy side,
    Nor human frailty do me wrong.

    ‘What keeps a spirit wholly true
        To that ideal which he bears?
        What record? not the sinless years
    That breathed beneath the Syrian blue;

    ‘So fret not, like an idle girl,
        That life is dash’d with flecks of sin.
        Abide: thy wealth is gathered in,
    When Time hath sunder’d shell from pearl.’

        LII.

    How many a father have I seen,
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        A sober man, among his boys,
        Whose youth was full of foolish noise,
    Who wears his manhood hale and green;

    And dare we to this doctrine give
        That had the wild oat not been sown,
        The soil, left barren, had not grown
    The grain by which a man may live?

    Oh! if we held the doctrine sound
        For life outliving heats of youth,
        Yet who would preach it as a truth
    To those that eddy round and round?

    Hold thou the good: define it well:
        For fear divine philosophy
        Should push beyond her mark, and be
    Procuress to the Lords of Hell.

        LIII.

    Oh yet we trust that somehow good
        Will be the final goal of ill,
        To pangs of nature, sins of will,
    Defects of doubt, and taints of blood;

    That nothing walks with aimless feet;
        That not one life shall be destroy’d,
        Or cast as rubbish to the void,
    When God hath made the pile complete;

    That not a worm is cloven in vain;
        That not a moth with vain desire
        Is shrivel’d in a fruitless fire,
    Or but subserves another’s gain.

    Behold! we know not anything;
        I can but trust that good shall fall
        At last--far off--at last, to all,
    And every winter change to spring.

    So runs my dream: but what am I?
        An infant crying in the night:
        An infant crying for the light:
    And with no language but a cry.
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        LIV.

    The wish, that of the living whole
        No life may fail beyond the grave;
        Derives it not from what we have
    The likest God within the soul?

    Are God and Nature then at strife,
        That Nature lends such evil dreams?
        So careful of the type she seems,
    So careless of the single life;

    That I, considering everywhere
        Her secret meaning in her deeds,
        And finding that of fifty seeds
    She often brings but one to bear;

    I falter where I firmly trod,
        And falling with my weight of cares
        Upon the great world’s altar-stairs
    That slope thro’ darkness up to God;

    I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope,
        And gather dust and chaff, and call
        To what I feel is Lord of all,
    And faintly trust the larger hope.

        LV.

    ‘So careful of the type?’ but no.
        From scarped cliff and quarried stone
        She cries ‘a thousand types are gone:
    I care for nothing, all shall go.

    Thou makest thine appeal to me:
        I bring to life, I bring to death:
        The spirit does but mean the breath:
    I know no more.’ And he, shall he,

    Man, her last work, who seem’d so fair,
        Such splendid purpose in his eyes,
        Who roll’d the psalm to wintry skies,
    Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer,

    Who trusted God was love indeed
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        And love Creation’s final law--
        Tho’ Nature, red in tooth and claw
    With ravine, shriek’d against his creed--

    Who loved, who suffer’d countless ills,
        Who battled for the True, the Just,
        Be blown about the desert dust,
    Or seal’d within the iron hills?

    No more? A monster then, a dream,
        A discord. Dragons of the prime,
        That tare each other in their slime,
    Were mellow music match’d with him.

    O life as futile, then, as frail!
        O for thy voice to soothe and bless!
        What hope of answer, or redress?
    Behind the veil, behind the veil.

        LVI.

    Peace, come away: the song of woe
        Is after all an earthly song:
        Peace, come away; we do him wrong
    To sing so wildly; let us go.

    Come, let us go, your cheeks are pale,
        But half my life I leave behind;
        Methinks my friend is richly shrined,
    But I shall pass; my work will fail.

    Yet in these ears till hearing dies,
        One set slow bell will seem to toll
        The passing of the sweetest soul
    That ever looked with human eyes.

    I hear it now, and o’er and o’er,
        Eternal greetings to the dead;
        And ‘Ave, Ave, Ave,’ said,
    ‘Adieu, adieu’ for evermore!

        LVII.

    In those sad words I took farewell:
        Like echoes in sepulchral halls,
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        As drop by drop the water falls
    In vaults and catacombs, they fell;

    And, falling, idly broke the peace
        Of hearts that beat from day to day,
        Half-conscious of their dying clay,
    And those cold crypts where they shall cease.

    The high Muse answer’d: ‘Wherefore grieve
        Thy brethren with a fruitless tear?
        Abide a little longer here,
    And thou shalt take a nobler leave.’

        LVII.

    He past; a soul of nobler tone:
        My spirit loved and loves him yet,
        Like some poor girl whose heart is set
    On one whose rank exceeds her own.

    He mixing with his proper sphere,
        She finds the baseness of her lot;
        Half jealous of she knows not what,
    And envying all that meet him there.

    The little village looks forlorn;
        She sighs amid her narrow days,
        Moving about the household ways,
    In that dark house where she was born.

    The foolish neighbours come and go,
        And tease her till the day draws by;
        At night she weeps, ‘How vain am I!
    How should he love a thing so low?’

        LIX.

    If, in thy second state sublime,
        Thy ransom’d reason change replies
        With all the circle of the wise,
    The perfect flower of human time;

    And if thou cast thine eyes below,
        How dimly character’d and slight,
        How dwarf’d a growth of cold and night,
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    How blanch’d with darkness must I grow!

    Yet turn thee to the doubtful shore,
        Where thy first form was made a man:
        I loved thee, Spirit, and love, nor can
    The soul of Shakspeare love thee more.

        LX.

    Tho’ if an eye that’s downward cast
        Could make thee somewhat blench or fail,
        So be my love an idle tale,
    And fading legend of the past;

    And thou, as one that once declined,
        When he was little more than boy,
        On some unworthy heart with joy,
    But lives to wed an equal mind;

    And breathes a novel world, the while
        His other passion wholly dies,
        Or in the light of deeper eyes
    Is matter for a flying smile.

        LXI.

    Yet pity for a horse o’er-driven,
        And love in which my hound has part,
        Can hang no weight upon my heart
    In its assumptions up to heaven;

    And I am so much more than these,
        As thou, perchance, art more than I,
        And yet I spare them sympathy
    And I would set their pains at ease.

    So may’st thou watch me where I weep,
        As, unto vaster motions bound,
        The circuits of thine orbit round
    A higher height, a deeper deep.

        LXII.

    Dost thou look back on what hath been,
        As some divinely gifted man,
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        Whose life in low estate began
    And on a simple village green;

    Who breaks his birth’s invidious bar,
        And grasps the skirts of happy chance,
        And breasts the blows of circumstance,
    And grapples with his evil star;

    Who makes by force his merit known
        And lives to clutch the golden keys,
        To mould a mighty state’s decrees,
    And shape the whisper of the throne;

    And moving up from high to higher,
        Becomes on Fortune’s crowning slope
        The pillar of a people’s hope,
    The centre of a world’s desire;

    Yet feels, as in a pensive dream,
        When all his active powers are still,
        A distant dearness in the hill,
    A secret sweetness in the stream,

    The limit of his narrower fate,
        While yet beside its vocal springs
        He played at counsellors and kings,
    With one that was his earliest mate;

    Who ploughs with pain his native lea
        And reaps the labour of his hands,
        Or in the furrow musing stands;
    ‘Does my old friend remember me?’

        LXIII.

    Sweet soul! do with me as thou wilt;
        I lull a fancy trouble-tost
        With ‘Love’s too precious to be lost,
    A little grain shall not be spilt.’

    And in that solace can I sing,
        Till out of painful phases wrought
        There flutters up a happy thought,
    Self-balanced on a lightsome wing:
    Since we deserved the name of friends,



Great Perorations Compendium

134

        And thine effect so lives in me,
        A part of mine may live in thee,
    And move thee on to noble ends.

        LXIV.

    You thought my heart too far diseased;
        You wonder when my fancies play
        To find me gay among the gay,
    Like one with any trifle pleased.

    The shade by which my life was crost,
        Which makes a desert in the mind,
        Has made me kindly with my kind,
    And like to him whose sight is lost;

    Whose feet are guided thro’ the land,
        Whose jest among his friends is free,
        Who takes the children on his knee,
    And winds their curls about his hand:

    He plays with threads, he beats his chair
        For pastime, dreaming of the sky;
        His inner day can never die,
    His night of loss is always there.

        LXV.

    When on my bed the moonlight falls,
        I know that in thy place of rest
        By that broad water of the west,
    There comes a glory on the walls:

    Thy marble bright in dark appears,
        As slowly steals a silver flame
        Along the letters of thy name,
    And o’er the number of thy years.

    The mystic glory swims away;
        From off my bed the moonlight dies;
        And closing eaves of wearied eyes
    I sleep till dusk is dipt in gray:

    And then I know the mist is drawn
        A lucid veil from coast to coast,
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        And in the chancel like a ghost
    Thy tablet glimmers to the dawn.

        LXVI.

    When in the down I sink my head,
        Sleep, Death’s twin-brother, times my breath;
        Sleep, Death’s twin-brother, knows not Death,
    Nor can I dream of thee as dead:

    I walk as ere I walk’d forlorn,
        When all our path was fresh with dew,
        And all the bugle breezes blew
    Reveillée to the breaking morn.

    But what is this? I turn about,
        I find a trouble in thine eye
        Which makes me sad I know not why,
    Nor can my dream resolve the doubt:

    But ere the lark hath left the lea
        I wake, and I discern the truth;
        It is the trouble of my youth
    That foolish sleep transfers to thee.

        LXVII.

    I dream’d there would be Spring no more,
        That Nature’s ancient power was lost:
        The streets were black with smoke and frost,
    They chatter’d trifles at the door.

    I wander’d from the noisy town,
        I found a wood with thorny boughs:
        I took the thorns to bind my brows,
    I wore them like a civic crown.

    I met with scoffs, I met with scorns
        From youth and babe and hoary hairs:
        They call’d me in the public squares
    The fool that wears a crown of thorns.

    They call’d me fool, they call’d me child:
        I found an angel of the night:
        The voice was low, the look was bright,
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    He look’d upon my crown and smiled:

    He reach’d the glory of a hand,
        That seem’d to touch it into leaf:
        The voice was not the voice of grief;
    The words were hard to understand.

        LXVIII.

    I cannot see the features right,
        When on the gloom I strive to paint
        The face I know; the hues are faint
    And mix with hollow masks of night:

    Cloud-towers by ghostly masons wrought,
        A gulf that ever shuts and gapes,
        A hand that points, and palled shapes
    In shadowy thoroughfares of thought;

    And crowds that stream from yawning doors,
        And shoals of pucker’d faces drive;
        Dark bulks that tumble half alive,
    And lazy lengths on boundless shores:

    Till all at once beyond the will
        I hear a wizard music roll,
        And thro’ a lattice on the soul
    Looks thy fair face and makes it still.

        LXIX.

    Sleep, kinsman thou to death and trance
        And madness, thou hast forged at last
        A night-long Present of the Past
    In which we went through summer France.

    Hadst thou such credit with the soul?
        So bring an opiate treble-strong,
        Drug down the blindfold sense of wrong
    That thus my pleasure might be whole;

    While now we talk as once we talk’d
        Of men and minds, the dust of change,
        The days that grow to something strange,
    In walking as of old we walk’d
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    Beside the river’s wooded reach,
        The fortress, and the mountain ridge,
        The cataract flashing from the bridge,
    The breaker breaking on the beach.

        LXX.

    Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again,
        And howlest, issuing out of night,
        With blasts that blow the poplar white,
    And lash with storm the streaming pane?

    Day, when my crown’d estate begun
        To pine in that reverse of doom,
        Which sickened every living bloom,
    And blurr’d the splendour of the sun;

    Who usherest in the dolorous hour
        With thy quick tears that make the rose
        Pull sideways, and the daisy close
    Her crimson fringes to the shower;

    Who might’st have heaved a windless flame
        Up the deep East, or, whispering, play’d
        A chequer-work of beam and shade
    From hill to hill, yet look’d the same,

    As wan, as chill, as wild as now;
        Day, mark’d as with some hideous crime,
        When the dark hand struck down thro’ time.
    And cancell’d nature’s best: but thou,

    Lift as thou may’st thy burthen’d brows
        Thro’ clouds that drench the morning star,
        And whirl the ungarner’d sheaf afar,
    And sow the sky with flying boughs,

    And up thy vault with roaring sound
        Climb thy thick noon, disastrous day;
        Touch thy dull goal of joyless gray,
    And hide thy shame beneath the ground.

        LXXI.

    So many worlds, so much to do,



Great Perorations Compendium

138

        So little done, such things to be,
        How know I what had need of thee,
    For thou wert strong as thou wert true?

    The fame is quench’d that I foresaw,
        The head hath miss’d an earthly wreath:
        I curse not nature; no, nor death,
    For nothing is that errs from law.

    We pass: the path that each man trod
        Is dim, or will be dim, with weeds:
        What fame is left for human deeds
    In endless age? It rests with God.

    O hollow wraith of dying fame,
        Fade wholly, while the soul exults,
        And self-infolds the large results
    Of force that would have forged a name.

        LXXII.

    As sometimes in a dead man’s face,
        To those that watch it more and more,
        A likeness hardly seen before
    Comes out--to some one of his race:

    So, dearest, now thy brows are cold,
        I see thee what thou art, and know
        Thy likeness to the wise below,
    Thy kindred with the great of old.

    But there is more than I can see,
        And what I see I leave unsaid,
        Nor speak it, knowing Death has made
    His darkness beautiful with thee.

        LXXIII.

    I leave thy praises unexpress’d
        In verse that brings myself relief,
        And by the measure of my grief
    I leave thy greatness to be guess’d;

    What practice howsoe’er expert
        In fitting aptest words to things,
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        Or voice the richest-toned that sings,
    Hath power to give thee as thou wert?

    I care not in these fading days
        To raise a cry that lasts not long,
        And round thee with the breeze of song
    To stir a little dust of praise.

    Thy leaf has perish’d in the green,
        And, while we breathe beneath the sun,
        The world which credits what is done
    Is cold to all that might have been.

    So here shall silence guard thy fame;
        But somewhere, out of human view,
        Whate’er thy hands are set to do
    Is wrought with tumult of acclaim.

        LXXIV.

    Take wings of fancy, and ascend,
        And in a moment set thy face
        Where all the starry heavens of space
    Are sharpen’d to a needle’s end;

    Take wings of foresight: lighten thro’
        The secular abyss to come,
        And lo! thy deepest lays are dumb
    Before the mouldering of a yew;

    And if the matin songs, that woke
        The darkness of our planet, last,
        Thine own shall wither in the vast,
    Ere half the lifetime of an oak.

    Ere these have clothed their branchy bowers
        With fifty Mays, thy songs are vain;
        And what are they when these remain
    The ruin’d shells of hollow towers?

        LXXV.

    What hope is here for modern rhyme
        To him, who turns a musing eye
        On songs, and deeds, and lives, that lie
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    Foreshorten’d in the tract of time?

    These mortal lullabies of pain
        May bind a book, may line a box,
        May serve to curl a maiden’s locks;
    Or when a thousand moons shall wane

    A man upon a stall may find,
        And, passing, turn the page that tells
        A grief--then changed to something else,
    Sung by a long forgotten mind.

    But what of that? My darken’d ways
        Shall ring with music all the same;
        To breathe my loss is more than fame,
    To utter love more sweet than praise.

        LXXVI.

    Again at Christmas did we weave
        The holly round the Christmas hearth,
        The silent snow possess’d the earth,
    And calmly fell our Christmas-eve;

    The yule-clog sparkled keen with frost,
        No wing of wind the region swept,
        But over all things brooding slept
    The quiet sense of something lost.

    As in the winters left behind,
        Again our ancient games had place,
        The mimic pictures breathing grace,
    And dance and song and hoodman-blind.

    Who show’d a token of distress?
        No single tear, no type of pain:
        O sorrow, then can sorrow wane?
    O grief, can grief be changed to less?

    O last regret, Regret can die!
        No--mixt with all this mystic frame,
        Her deep relations are the same,
    But with long use her tears are dry.

        LXXVII.
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    ‘More than my brothers are to me’--
        Let this not vex thee, noble heart!
        I know thee of what force thou art,
    To hold the costliest love in fee.

    But thou and I are one in kind,
        As moulded like in nature’s mint;
        And hill and wood and field did print
    The same sweet forms in either mind.

    For us the same cold streamlet curl’d
        Through all his eddying coves; the same
        All winds that roam the twilight came
    In whispers of the beauteous world.

    At one dear knee we proffer’d vows,
        One lesson from one book we learn’d,
        Ere childhood’s flaxen ringlet turn’d
    To black and brown on kindred brows.

    And so my wealth resembles thine,
        But he was rich where I was poor,
        And he supplied my want the more
    As his unlikeness fitted mine.

        LXXVIII.

    If any vague desire should rise,
        That holy Death ere Arthur died
        Had moved me kindly from his side,
    And dropt the dust on tearless eyes;

    Then fancy shapes, as fancy can,
        The grief my loss in him had wrought,
        A grief as deep as life or thought,
    But stay’d in peace with God and man.

    I make a picture in the brain;
        I hear the sentence that he speaks;
        He bears the burthen of the weeks,
    But turns his burthen into gain.

    His credit thus shall set me free;
        And, influence-rich to soothe and save,
        Unused example from the grave,
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    Reach out dead hands to comfort me.

        LXXIX.

    Could I have said while he was here
        ‘My love shall now no further range,
        There cannot come a mellower change,
    For now is love mature in ear.’

    Love, then, had hope of richer store:
        What end is here to my complaint?
        This haunting whisper makes me faint,
    ‘More years had made me love thee more.’

    But Death returns an answer sweet:
        ‘My sudden frost was sudden gain,
        And gave all ripeness to the grain,
    It might have drawn from after-heat.’

        LXXX.

    I wage not any feud with Death
        For changes wrought on form and face;
        No lower life that earth’s embrace
    May breed with him, can fright my faith.

    Eternal process moving on,
        From state to state the spirit walks;
        And these are but the shatter’d stalks
    Or ruined chrysalis of one.

    Nor blame I Death, because he bare
        The use of virtue out of earth;
        I know transplanted human worth
    Will bloom to profit, otherwhere.

    For this alone on Death I wreak
        The wrath that garners in my heart;
        He put our lives so far apart
    We cannot hear each other speak.

        LXXXI.

    Dip down upon the northern shore,
        O sweet new-year delaying long;



Great Perorations Compendium

143

        Thou doest expectant nature wrong.
    Delaying long, delay no more.

    What stays thee from the clouded noons,
        Thy sweetness from its proper place?
        Can trouble live with April days,
    Or sadness in the summer moons?

    Bring orchis, bring the fox-glove spire,
        The little speedwell’s darling blue,
        Deep tulips dasht with fiery dew,
    Laburnums, dropping-wells of fire.

    O thou, new-year, delaying long,
        Delayest the sorrow in my blood,
        That longs to burst a frozen bud,
    And flood a fresher throat with song.

        LXXXII.

    When I contemplate all alone,
        The life that had been thine below,
        And fix my thoughts on all the glow
    To which thy crescent would have grown;

    I see thee sitting crown’d with good,
        A central warmth diffusing bliss
        In glance and smile, and clasp and kiss,
    On all the branches of thy blood;

    Thy blood, my friend, and partly mine;
        For now the day was drawing on,
        When thou should’st link thy life with one
    Of mine own house, and boys of thine

    Had babbled ‘Uncle’ on my knee;
        But that remorseless iron hour
        Made cypress of her orange flower,
    Despair of Hope, and earth of thee.

    I seem to meet their least desire,
        To clap their cheeks, to call them mine.
        I see their unborn faces shine
    Beside the never-lighted fire.
    I see myself an honour’d guest,
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        Thy partner in the flowery walk
        Of letters, genial table-talk,
    Or deep dispute, and graceful jest:

    While now thy prosperous labour fills
        The lips of men with honest praise,
        And sun by sun the happy days
    Descend below the golden hills

    With promise of a morn as fair;
        And all the train of bounteous hours
        Conduct by paths of growing powers,
    To reverence and the silver hair;

    Till slowly worn her earthly robe,
        Her lavish mission richly wrought,
        Leaving great legacies of thought,
    Thy spirit should fail from off the globe;

    What time mine own might also flee,
        As link’d with thine in love and fate,
        And, hovering o’er the dolorous strait
    To the other shore, involved in thee,

    Arrive at last the blessed goal,
        And he that died in Holy Land
        Would reach us out the shining hand,
    And take us as a single soul.

    What reed was that on which I leant?
        Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake
        The old bitterness again, and break
    The low beginnings of content.

        LXXXIII.

    This truth came borne with bier and pall,
        I felt it, when I sorrow’d most,
        ’Tis better to have loved and lost,
    Than never to have loved at all----

    O true in word, and tried in deed,
        Demanding, so to bring relief
        To this which is our common grief,
    What kind of life is that I lead;
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    And whether trust in things above,
        Be dimm’d of sorrow, or sustain’d;
        And whether love for him have drain’d
    My capabilities of love;

    Your words have virtue such as draws
        A faithful answer from the breast,
        Thro’ light reproaches, half exprest,
    And loyal unto kindly laws.

    My blood an even tenor kept,
        Till on mine ear this message falls,
        That in Vienna’s fatal walls
    God’s finger touch’d him, and he slept.

    The great Intelligences fair
        That range above our mortal state,
        In circle round the blessed gate,
    Received and gave him welcome there;

    And led him through the blissful climes,
        And show’d him in the fountain fresh
        All knowledge that the sons of flesh
    Shall gather in the cycled times.

    But I remain’d, whose hopes were dim,
        Whose life, whose thoughts were little worth,
        To wander on a darken’d earth,
    Where all things round me breathed of him.

    O friendship, equal-poised control,
        O heart, with kindliest motion warm,
        O sacred essence, other form,
    O solemn ghost! O crowned soul!

    Yet none could better know than I,
        How much of act at human hands
        The sense of human will demands,
    By which we dare to live or die.

    Whatever way my days decline,
        I felt and feel, though left alone,
        His being working in mine own,
    The footsteps of his life in mine;
    A life that all the Muses deck’d
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        With gifts of grace that might express
        All-comprehensive tenderness,
    All-subtilising intellect:

    And so my passion hath not swerved
        To works of weakness, but I find
        An image comforting the mind,
    And in my grief a strength reserved.

    Likewise the imaginative woe,
        That loved to handle spiritual strife,
        Diffused the shock through all my life,
    But in the present broke the blow.

    My pulses therefore beat again
        For other friends that once I met;
        Nor can it suit me to forget
    The mighty hopes that make us men.

    I woo your love: I count it crime
        To mourn for any overmuch;
        I, the divided half of such
    A friendship as had master’d Time;

    Which masters Time indeed, and is
        Eternal, separate from fears.
        The all-assuming months and years
    Can take no part away from this:

    But Summer on the steaming floods,
        And Spring that swells the narrow brooks,
        And Autumn, with a noise of rooks,
    That gather in the waning woods,

    And every pulse of wind and wave
        Recalls, in change of light or gloom,
        My old affection of the tomb,
    And my prime passion in the grave:

    My old affection of the tomb,
        A part of stillness, yearns to speak;
        ‘Arise, and get thee forth and seek
    A friendship for the years to come.

    I watch thee from the quiet shore;
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        Thy spirit up to mine can reach;
        But in dear words of human speech
    We two communicate no more.’

    And I ‘Can clouds of nature stain
        The starry clearness of the free?
        How is it? Canst thou feel for me
    Some painless sympathy with pain?’

    And lightly does the whisper fall;
        ‘’Tis hard for thee to fathom this;
        I triumph in conclusive bliss,
    And that serene result of all.’

    So hold I commerce with the dead;
        Or so methinks the dead would say;
        Or so shall grief with symbols play,
    And pining life be fancy-fed.

    Now looking to some settled end,
        That these things pass, and I shall prove
        A meeting somewhere, love with love,
    I crave your pardon, O my friend;

    If not so fresh, with love as true,
        I, clasping brother-hands, aver
        I could not, if I would, transfer
    The whole I felt for him to you.

    For which be they that hold apart
        The promise of the golden hours?
        First love, first friendship, equal powers
    That marry with the virgin heart.

    Still mine that cannot but deplore,
        That beats within a lonely place,
        That yet remembers his embrace,
    But at his footstep leaps no more,

    My heart, tho’ widow’d, may not rest
        Quite in the love of what is gone,
        But seeks to beat in time with one
    That warms another living breast.

    Ah, take the imperfect gift I bring,
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        Knowing the primrose yet is dear,
        The primrose of the later year,
    As not unlike to that of Spring.

        LXXXIV.

    Sweet after showers, ambrosial air,
        That rollest from the gorgeous gloom
        Of evening over brake and bloom
    And meadow, slowly breathing bare

    The round of space, and rapt below
        Thro’ all the dewy-tassell’d wood,
        And shadowing down the horned flood
    In ripples, fan my brows and blow

    The fever from my cheek, and sigh
        The full new life that feeds thy breath
        Throughout my frame, till Doubt and Death,
    Ill brethren, let the fancy fly

    From belt to belt of crimson seas
        On leagues of odour streaming far,
        To where in yonder orient star
    A hundred spirits whisper ‘Peace.’

        LXXXV.

    I past beside the reverend walls
        In which of old I wore the gown;
        I roved at random through the town,
    And saw the tumult of the halls;

    And heard once more in college fanes
        The storm their high-built organs make,
        And thunder-music, rolling, shake
    The prophets blazon’d on the panes;

    And caught once more the distant shout,
        The measured pulse of racing oars
        Among the willows; paced the shores
    And many a bridge, and all about

    The same gray flats again, and felt
        The same, but not the same; and last
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        Up that long walk of limes I past
    To see the rooms in which he dwelt.

    Another name was on the door:
        I linger’d; all within was noise
        Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys
    That crash’d the glass and beat the floor;

    Where once we held debate, a band
        Of youthful friends, on mind and art,
        And labour, and the changing mart,
    And all the framework of the land;

    When one would aim an arrow fair,
        But send it slackly from the string;
        And one would pierce an outer ring,
    And one an inner, here and there;

    And last the master-bowman, he
        Would cleave the mark. A willing ear
        We lent him. Who, but hung to hear
    The rapt oration flowing free

    From point to point with power and grace,
        And music in the bounds of law,
        To those conclusions when we saw
    The God within him light his face,

    And seem to lift the form, and glow
        In azure orbits heavenly-wise;
        And over those ethereal eyes
    The bar of Michael Angelo.

        LXXXVI.

    Wild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet,
        Rings Eden through the budded quicks,
        O tell me where the senses mix,
    O tell me where the passions meet,

    Whence radiate: fierce extremes employ
        Thy spirits in the dusking leaf,
        And in the midmost heart of grief
    Thy passion clasps a secret joy:
    And I--my harp would prelude woe--
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        I cannot all command the strings;
        The glory of the sum of things
    Will flash along the chords and go.

        LXXXVII.

    Witch-elms that counterchange the floor
        Of this flat lawn with dusk and bright:
        And thou, with all thy breadth and height
    Of foliage, towering sycamore;

    How often, hither wandering down,
        My Arthur found your shadows fair,
        And shook to all the liberal air
    The dust and din and steam of town:

    He brought an eye for all he saw;
        He mixt in all our simple sports;
        They pleased him, fresh from brawling courts
    And dusky purlieus of the law.

    O joy to him in this retreat,
        Immantled in ambrosial dark,
        To drink the cooler air, and mark
    The landscape winking through the heat:

    O sound to rout the brood of cares,
        The sweep of scythe in morning dew,
        The gust that round the garden flew,
    And tumbled half the mellowing pears!

    O bliss, when all in circle drawn
        About him, heart and ear were fed
        To hear him, as he lay and read
    The Tuscan poets on the lawn:

    Or in the all-golden afternoon
        A guest, or happy sister, sung,
        Or here she brought the harp and flung
    A ballad to the brightening moon:

    Nor less it pleased in livelier moods,
        Beyond the bounding hill to stray,
        And break the livelong summer day
    With banquet in the distant woods;
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    Whereat we glanced from theme to theme,
        Discuss’d the books to love or hate,
        Or touch’d the changes of the state,
    Or threaded some Socratic dream;

    But if I praised the busy town,
        He loved to rail against it still,
        For ‘ground in yonder social mill
    We rub each other’s angles down,

    And merge’ he said ‘in form and gloss
        The picturesque of man and man.’
        We talk’d: the stream beneath us ran,
    The wine-flask lying couch’d in moss,

    Or cool’d within the glooming wave
        And last, returning from afar,
        Before the crimson-circled star
    Had fall’n into her father’s grave,

    And brushing ankle-deep in flowers,
        We heard behind the woodbine veil
        The milk that bubbled in the pail,
    And buzzings of the honied hours.

        LXXXVIII.

    He tasted love with half his mind,
        Nor ever drank the inviolate spring
        Where nighest heaven, who first could fling
    This bitter seed among mankind;

    That could the dead, whose dying eyes
        Were closed with wail, resume their life.
        They would but find in child and wife
    An iron welcome when they rise:

    ’Twas well, indeed, when warm with wine,
        To pledge them with a kindly tear:
        To talk them o’er, to wish them here,
    To count their memories half divine;

    But if they came who past away,
        Behold their brides in other hands:
        The hard heir strides about their lands,
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    And will not yield them for a day.

    Yea, tho’ their sons were none of these,
        Not less the yet-lov’d sire would make
        Confusion worse than death, and shake
    The pillars of domestic peace.

    Ah dear, but come thou back to me:
        Whatever change the years have wrought,
        I find not yet one lonely thought
    That cries against my wish for thee.

        LXXXIX.

    When rosy plumelets tuft the larch,
        And rarely pipes the mounted thrush;
        Or underneath the barren bush
    Flits by the sea-blue bird of March;

    Come, wear the form by which I know
        Thy spirit in time among thy peers;
        The hope of unaccomplish’d years
    Be large and lucid round thy brow.

    When summer’s hourly-mellowing change
        May breathe with many roses sweet
        Upon the thousand waves of wheat,
    That ripple round the lonely grange;

    Come: not in watches of the night,
        But where the sunbeam broodeth warm,
        Come, beauteous in thine after form,
    And like a finer light in light.

        XC.

    If any vision should reveal
        Thy likeness, I might count it vain
        As but the canker of the brain;
    Yea, though it spake and made appeal

    To chances where our lots were cast
        Together in the days behind,
        I might but say, I hear a wind
    Of memory murmuring the past.
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    Yea, tho’ it spake and bared to view
        A fact within the coming year;
        And tho’ the months, revolving near,
    Should prove the phantom-warning true,

    They might not seem thy prophecies,
        But spiritual presentiments,
        And such refraction of events
    As often rises ere they rise.

        XCI.

    I shall not see thee. Dare I say
        No spirit ever brake the band
        That stays him from the native land,
    Where first he walk’d when claspt in clay?

    No visual shade of some one lost,
        But he, the Spirit himself, may come
        Where all the nerve of sense is numb;
    Spirit to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost.

    O, therefore from thy sightless range
        With gods in unconjectured bliss,
        O, from the distance of the abyss
    Of tenfold-complicated change,

    Descend, and touch, and enter; hear
        The wish too strong for words to name;
        That in this blindness of the frame
    My Ghost may feel that thine is near.

        XCII.

    How pure at heart and sound in head,
        With what divine affections bold
        Should be the man whose thought would hold
    An hour’s communion with the dead.

    In vain shalt thou, or any, call
        The spirits from their golden day,
        Except, like them, thou too canst say
    My spirit is at peace with all.

    They haunt the silence of the breast,
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        Imaginations calm and fair,
        The memory like a cloudless air,
    The conscience as a sea at rest:

    But when the heart is full of din,
        And doubt beside the portal waits,
        They can but listen at the gates
    And hear the household jar within.

        XCIII.

    By night we linger’d on the lawn,
        For underfoot the herb was dry;
        And genial warmth; and o’er the sky
    The silvery haze of summer drawn;

    And calm that let the tapers burn
        Unwavering: not a cricket chirr’d:
        The brook alone far-off was heard
    And on the board the fluttering urn:

    And bats went round in fragrant skies,
        And wheel’d or lit the filmy shapes
        That haunt the dusk, with ermine capes
    And woolly breasts and beaded eyes;

    While now we sang old songs that peal’d
        From knoll to knoll, where, couch’d at ease,
        The white kine glimmer’d and the trees
    Laid their dark arms about the field.

    But when those others, one by one,
        Withdrew themselves from me and night,
        And in the house light after light
    Went out, and I was all alone,

    A hunger seized my heart; I read
        Of that glad year which once had been,
        In those fall’n leaves which kept their green,
    The noble letters of the dead:

    And strangely on the silence broke
        The silent-speaking words, and strange
        Was love’s dumb cry defying change
    To test his worth; and strangely spoke
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    The faith, the vigour, bold to dwell
        On doubts that drive the coward back,
        And keen thro’ wordy snares to track
    Suggestion to her inmost cell.

    So word by word, and line by line,
        The dead man touch’d me from the past,
        And all at once it seem’d at last
    His living soul was flash’d on mine,

    And mine in his was wound, and whirl’d
        About empyreal heights of thought,
        And came on that which is, and caught
    The deep pulsations of the world,

    Æonian music measuring out
        The steps of Time--the shocks of Chance--
        The blows of Death. At length my trance
    Was cancell’d, stricken thro’ with doubt.

    Vague words! but ah, how hard to frame
        In matter-moulded forms of speech,
        Or ev’n for intellect to reach
    Thro’ memory that which I became:

    Till now the doubtful dusk reveal’d
        The knolls once more where, couch’d at ease,
        The white kine glimmer’d, and the trees
    Laid their dark arms about the field:

    And suck’d from out the distant gloom
        A breeze began to tremble o’er
        The large leaves of the sycamore,
    And fluctuate all the still perfume;

    And gathering freshlier overhead,
        Rock’d the full-foliaged elms, and swung
        The heavy-folded rose, and flung
    The lilies to and fro, and said

    ‘The dawn, the dawn,’ and died away;
        And East and West, without a breath,
        Mixt their dim lights, like life and death,
    To broaden into boundless day.
        XCIV.
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    You say, but with no touch of scorn,
        Sweet-hearted, you, whose light-blue eyes
        Are tender over drowning flies,
    You tell me, doubt is Devil-born.

    I know not: one indeed I knew
        In many a subtle question versed,
        Who touched a jarring lyre at first,
    But ever strove to make it true:

    Perplext in faith, but pure in deeds,
        At last he beat his music out,
        There lives more faith in honest doubt,
    Believe me, than in half the creeds.

    He fought his doubts and gather’d strength,
        He would not make his judgment blind,
        He faced the spectres of the mind
    And laid them: thus he came at length

    To find a stronger faith his own;
        And Power was with him in the night,
        Which makes the darkness and the light,
    And dwells not in the light alone,

    But in the darkness and the cloud,
        As over Sinaï’s peaks of old,
        While Israel made their gods of gold
    Altho’ the trumpet blew so loud.

        XCV.

    My love has talk’d with rocks and trees,
        He finds on misty mountain-ground
        His own vast shadow glory-crown’d,
    He sees himself in all he sees.

    Two partners of a married life--
        I look’d on these and thought of thee
        In vastness and in mystery,
    And of my spirit as of a wife.

    These two--they dwelt with eye on eye,
        Their hearts of old have heat in tune,
        Their meetings made December June,
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    Their every parting was to die.

    Their love has never past away;
        The days she never can forget
        Are earnest that he loves her yet,
    Whate’er the faithless people say.

    Her life is lone, he sits apart,
        He loves her yet, she will not weep,
        Tho’ rapt in matters dark and deep
    He seems to slight her simple heart.

    He thrids the labyrinth of the mind,
        He reads the secret of the star,
        He seems so near and yet so far,
    He looks so cold: she thinks him kind.

    She keeps the gift of years before,
        A wither’d violet is her bliss;
        She knows not what his greatness is;
    For that, for all, she loves him more.

    For him she plays, to him she sings
        Of early faith and plighted vows;
        She knows but matters of the house,
    And he, he knows a thousand things.

    Her faith is fixt and cannot move,
        She darkly feels him great and wise,
        She dwells on him with faithful eyes,
    ‘I cannot understand: I love.’

        XCVI.

    You leave us: you will see the Rhine,
        And those fair hills I sail’d below,
        When I was there with him; and go
    By summer belts of wheat and vine

    To where he breathed his latest breath,
        That City. All her splendour seems
        No livelier than the wisp that gleams
    On Lethe in the eyes of Death.

    Let her great Danube rolling fair
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        Enwind her isles, unmarked of me:
        I have not seen, I will not see
    Vienna; rather dream that there,

    A treble darkness, evil haunts
        The birth, the bridal; friend from friend,
        Is oftener parted, fathers bend
    Above more graves, a thousand wants

    Gnarr at the heels of men, and prey
        By each cold hearth, and sadness flings
        Her shadow on the blaze of kings:
    And yet myself have heard him say,

    That not in any mother town
        With statelier progress to and fro
        The double tides of chariots flow
    By park and suburb under brown

    Of lustier leaves; nor more content,
        He told me, lives in any crowd,
        When all is gay with lamps, and loud
    With sport and song, in booth and tent,

    Imperial halls, or open plain;
        And wheels the circled dance, and breaks
        The rocket molten into flakes
    Of crimson or in emerald rain.

        XCVII.

    Risest thou thus, dim dawn again,
        So loud with voices of the birds,
        So thick with lowings of the herds,
    Day, when I lost the flower of men;

    Who tremblest thro’ thy darkling red
        On yon swol’n brook that bubbles fast
        By meadows breathing of the past,
    And woodlands holy to the dead;

    Who murmurest in the foliaged eaves
        A song that slights the coming care,
        And Autumn laying here and there
    A fiery finger on the leaves;



Great Perorations Compendium

159

    Who wakenest with thy balmy breath
        To myriads on the genial earth,
        Memories of bridal, or of birth,
    And unto myriads more, of death.

    O, wheresoever those may be,
        Betwixt the slumber of the poles,
        To-day they count as kindred souls;
    They know me not, but mourn with me.

        XCVIII.

    I wake, I rise: from end to end,
        Of all the landscape underneath
        I find no place that does not breathe
    Some gracious memory of my friend:

    No gray old grange, or lonely fold,
        Or low morass and whispering reed,
        Or simple stile from mead to mead,
    Or sheepwalk up the windy wold;

    Nor hoary knoll of ash and haw
        That hears the latest linnet trill,
        Nor quarry trench’d along the hill,
    And haunted by the wrangling daw;

    Nor runlet tinkling from the rock;
        Nor pastoral rivulet that swerves
        To left and right thro’ meadowy curves,
    That feed the mothers of the flock;

    But each has pleased a kindred eye,
        And each reflects a kindlier day;
        And, leaving these, to pass away,
    I think once more he seems to die.

        XCIX.

    Unwatch’d the garden bough shall sway,
        The tender blossom flutter down,
        Unloved that beech will gather brown,
    This maple burn itself away;

    Unloved, the sun-flower, shining fair,
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        Ray round with flames her disk of seed,
        And many a rose-carnation feed
    With summer spice the humming air;

    Unloved, by many a sandy bar,
        The brook shall babble down the plain,
        At noon or when the lesser wain
    Is twisting round the polar star;

    Uncared for, gird the windy grove,
        And flood the haunts of hern and crake;
        Or into silver arrows break
    The sailing moon in creek and cove;

    Till from the garden and the wild
        A fresh association blow,
        And year by year the landscape grow
    Familiar to the stranger’s child;

    As year by year the labourer tills
        His wonted glebe, or lops the glades;
        And year by year our memory fades
    From all the circle of the hills.

        C.

    We leave the well-beloved place
        Where first we gazed upon the sky;
        The roofs, that heard our earliest cry,
    Will shelter one of stranger race.

    We go, but ere we go from home,
        As down the garden-walks I move,
        Two spirits of a diverse love
    Contend for loving masterdom.

    One whispers, here thy boyhood sung
        Long since its matin song, and heard
        The low love-language of the bird
    In native hazels tassel-hung.

    The other answers, ‘Yea, but here
        Thy feet have stray’d in after hours
        With thy lost friend among the bowers,
    And this hath made them trebly dear.’
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    These two have striven half the day,
        And each prefers his separate claim,
        Poor rivals in a losing game,
    That will not yield each other way.

    I turn to go: my feet are set
        To leave the pleasant fields and farms;
        They mix in one another’s arms
    To one pure image of regret.

        CI.

    On that last night before we went
        From out the doors where I was bred,
        I dream’d a vision of the dead,
    Which left my after morn content.

    Methought I dwelt within a hall,
        And maidens with me: distant hills
        From hidden summits fed with rills
    A river sliding by the wall.

    The hall with harp and carol rang.
        They sang of what is wise and good
        And graceful. In the centre stood
    A statue veil’d, to which they sang;

    And which, tho’ veil’d, was known to me,
        The shape of him I loved, and love
        For ever: then flew in a dove
    And brought a summons from the sea:

    And when they learnt that I must go
        They wept and wail’d, but led the way
        To where a little shallop lay
    At anchor in the flood below;

    And on by many a level mead,
        And shadowing bluff that made the banks,
        We glided winding under ranks
    Of iris, and the golden reed;

    And still as vaster grew the shore,
        And roll’d the floods in grander space,
        The maidens gather’d strength and grace
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    And presence, lordlier than before;

    And I myself, who sat apart
        And watch’d them, waxt in every limb;
        I felt the thews of Anakim,
    The pulses of a Titan’s heart;

    As one would sing the death of war,
        And one would chant the history
        Of that great race, which is to be,
    And one the shaping of a star;

    Until the forward-creeping tides
        Began to foam, and we to draw
        From deep to deep, to where we saw
    A great ship lift her shining sides.

    The man we loved was there on deck,
        But thrice as large as man he bent
        To greet us. Up the side I went,
    And fell in silence on his neck:

    Whereat those maidens with one mind
        Bewail’d their lot; I did them wrong:
        ‘We served thee here,’ they said, ‘so long,
    And wilt thou leave us now behind?’

    So rapt I was, they could not win
        An answer from my lips, but he
        Replying, ‘Enter likewise ye
    And go with us:’ they enter’d in.

    And while the wind began to sweep
        A music out of sheet and shroud,
        We steer’d her toward a crimson cloud
    That landlike slept along the deep.

        CII.

    The time draws near the birth of Christ;
        The moon is hid, the night is still;
        A single church below the hill
    Is pealing, folded in the mist.

    A single peal of bells below,
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        That wakens at this hour of rest
        A single murmur in the breast,
    That these are not the bells I know.

    Like strangers’ voices here they sound,
        In lands where not a memory strays,
        Nor landmark breathes of other days,
    But all is new unhallow’d ground.

        CIII.

    This holly by the cottage-eave,
        To night, ungather’d, shall it stand:
        We live within the stranger’s land,
    And strangely falls our Christmas eve.

    Our father’s dust is left alone
        And silent under other snows:
        There in due time the woodbine blows,
    The violet comes, but we are gone.

    No more shall wayward grief abuse
        The genial hour with mask and mime;
        For change of place, like growth of time,
    Has broke the bond of dying use.

    Let cares that petty shadows cast,
        By which our lives are chiefly proved,
        A little spare the night I loved,
    And hold it solemn to the past.

    But let no footstep beat the floor,
        Nor bowl of wassail mantle warm;
        For who would keep an ancient form
    Through which the spirit breathes no more?

    Be neither song, nor game, nor feast,
        Nor harp be touch’d, nor flute be blown;
        No dance, no motion, save alone
    What lightens in the lucid east

    Of rising worlds by yonder wood.
        Long sleeps the summer in the seed;
        Run out your measur’d arcs, and lead
    The closing cycle rich in good.
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        CIV.

    Ring out wild bells to the wild sky,
        The flying cloud, the frosty light:
        The year is dying in the night;
    Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

    Ring out the old, ring in the new,
        Ring, happy bells, across the snow:
        The year is going, let him go;
    Ring out the false, ring in the true.

    Ring out the grief that saps the mind,
        For those that here we see no more;
        Ring out the feud of rich and poor,
    Ring in redress to all mankind.

    Ring out a slowly dying cause,
        And ancient forms of party strife;
        Ring in the nobler modes of life,
    With sweeter manners, purer laws.

    Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
        The faithless coldness of the times;
        Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes,
    But ring the fuller minstrel in.

    Ring out false pride in place and blood,
        The civic slander and the spite;
        Ring in the love of truth and right,
    Ring in the common love of good.

    Ring out old shapes of foul disease,
        Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;
        Ring out the thousand wars of old,
    Ring in the thousand years of peace.

    Ring in the valiant man and free,
        The larger heart, the kindlier hand;
        Ring out the darkness of the land,
    Ring in the Christ that is to be.

        CV.

    It is the day when he was born,
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        A bitter day that early sank
        Behind a purple-frosty bank
    Of vapour, leaving night forlorn.

    The time admits not flowers or leaves
        To deck the banquet. Fiercely flies
        The blast of North and East, and ice
    Makes daggers at the sharpen’d eaves,

    And bristles all the brakes and thorns
        To yon hard crescent, as she hangs
        Above the wood which grides and clangs
    Its leafless ribs and iron horns

    Together, in the drifts that pass,
        To darken on the rolling brine
        That breaks the coast. But fetch the wine,
    Arrange the board and brim the glass;

    Bring in great logs and let them lie,
        To make a solid core of heat;
        Be cheerful-minded, talk and treat
    Of all things ev’n as he were by:

    We keep the day. With festal cheer,
        With books and music, surely we
        Will drink to him whate’er he be,
    And sing the songs he loved to hear.

        CVI.

    I will not shut me from my kind,
        And, lest I stiffen into stone,
        I will not eat my heart alone,
    Nor feed with sighs a passing wind:

    What profit lies in barren faith,
        And vacant yearning, tho’ with might
        To scale the heaven’s highest height,
    Or dive below the wells of Death?

    What find I in the highest place,
        But mine own phantom chanting hymns?
        And on the depths of death there swims
    The reflex of a human face.
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    I’ll rather take what fruit may be
        Of sorrow under human skies:
        ’Tis held that sorrow makes us wise,
    Whatever wisdom sleep with thee.

        CVII.

    Heart-affluence in discursive talk
        From household fountains never dry;
        The critic clearness of an eye,
    That saw thro’ all the Muses’ walk;

    Seraphic intellect and force
        To seize and throw the doubts of man;
        Impassion’d logic, which outran
    The hearer in its fiery course;

    High nature amorous of the good,
        But touch’d with no ascetic gloom;
        And passion pure in snowy bloom
    Thro’ all the years of April blood;

    A love of freedom rarely felt,
        Of freedom in her regal seat
        Of England, not the schoolboy heat,
    The blind hysterics of the Celt;

    And manhood fused with female grace
        In such a sort, the child would twine,
        A trustful hand, unasked, in thine,
    And find his comfort in thy face;

    All these have been, and thee mine eyes
        Have look’d on: if they look’d in vain
        My shame is greater who remain,
    Nor let thy wisdom make me wise.

        CVIII.

    Thy converse drew us with delight,
        The men of rathe and riper years:
        The feeble soul, a haunt of fears,
    Forgot his weakness in thy sight.

    On thee the loyal-hearted hung,
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        The proud was half disarm’d of pride,
        Nor cared the serpent at thy side
    To flicker with his treble tongue.

    The stern were mild when thou wert by,
        The flippant put himself to school
        And heard thee, and the brazen fool
    Was soften’d, and he knew not why;

    While I, thy dearest, sat apart,
        And felt thy triumph was as mine;
        And loved them more, that they were thine,
    The graceful tact, the Christian art;

    Not mine the sweetness or the skill,
        But mine the love that will not tire,
        And, born of love, the vague desire
    That spurs an imitative will.

        CIX.

    The churl in spirit up or down,
        Along the scale of ranks, thro’ all
        To who may grasp a golden ball
    By blood a king, at heart a clown;

    The churl in spirit, howe’er he veil
        His want in forms for fashion’s sake,
        Will let his coltish nature break
    At seasons thro’ the gilded pale:

    For who can always act? but he,
        To whom a thousand memories call,
        Not being less but more than all
    The gentleness he seem’d to be,

    So wore his outward best, and join’d
        Each office of the social hour,
        To noble manners, as the flower
    And native growth of noble mind;

    Nor ever narrowness or spite,
        Or villain fancy fleeting by,
        Drew in the expression of an eye,
    Where God and Nature met in light,
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    And thus he bore without abuse
        The grand old name of gentleman,
        Defamed by every charlatan,
    And soil’d with all ignoble use.

        CX.

    High wisdom holds my wisdom less,
        That I, who gaze with temperate eyes
        On glorious insufficiencies,
    Set light by narrower perfectness.

    But thou, that fillest all the room
        Of all my love, art reason why
        I seem to cast a careless eye
    On souls, the lesser lords of doom.

    For what wert thou? some novel power
        Sprang up for ever at a touch,
        And hope could never hope too much,
    In watching thee from hour to hour,

    Large elements in order brought,
        And tracts of calm from tempest made,
        And world-wide fluctuation sway’d
    In vassal tides that followed thought.

        CXI.

    ’Tis held that sorrow makes us wise;
        Yet how much wisdom sleeps with thee
        Which not alone had guided me,
    But served the seasons that may rise;

    For can I doubt who knew thee keen
        In intellect, with force and skill
        To strive, to fashion, to fulfil--
    I doubt not what thou wouldst have been:

    A life in civic action warm,
        A soul on highest mission sent,
        A potent voice of Parliament,
    A pillar steadfast in the storm,

    Should licensed boldness gather force,
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        Becoming, when the time has birth,
        A lever to uplift the earth
    And roll it in another course,

    With many shocks that come and go,
        With agonies, with energies,
        With overthrowings, and with cries,
    And undulations to and fro.

        CXII.

    Who loves not knowledge? Who shall rail
        Against her beauty? May she mix
        With men and prosper! Who shall fix
    Her pillars? Let her work prevail.

    But on her forehead sits a fire:
        She sets her forward countenance
        And leaps into the future chance,
    Submitting all things to desire.

    Half-grown as yet, a child, and vain--
        She cannot fight the fear of death.
        What is she, cut from love and faith,
    But some wild Pallas from the brain

    Of Demons? fiery-hot to burst
        All barriers in her onward race
        For power. Let her know her place;
    She is the second, not the first.

    A higher hand must make her mild,
        If all be not in vain; and guide
        Her footsteps, moving side by side
    With wisdom, like the younger child:

    For she is earthly of the mind,
        But wisdom heavenly of the soul.
        O, friend, who camest to thy goal
    So early, leaving me behind,

    I would the great world grew like thee,
        Who grewest not alone in power
        And knowledge, but from hour to hour
    In reverence and in charity.
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        CXIII.

    Now fades the last long streak of snow,
        Now burgeons every maze of quick
        About the flowering squares, and thick
    By ashen roots the violets blow.

    Now rings the woodland loud and long,
        The distance takes a lovelier hue,
        And drown’d in yonder living blue
    The lark becomes a sightless song.

    Now dance the lights on lawn and lea,
        The flocks are whiter down the vale,
        And milkier every milky sail
    On winding stream or distant sea;

    Where now the seamew pipes, or dives
        In yonder greening gleam, and fly
        The happy birds, that change their sky
    To build and brood; that live their lives.

    From land to land; and in my breast
        Spring wakens too; and my regret
        Becomes an April violet,
    And buds and blossoms like the rest.

        CXIV.

    Is it, then, regret for buried time
      That keenlier in sweet April wakes,
      And meets the year, and gives and takes
    The colours of the crescent prime?

    Not all: the songs, the stirring air,
      The life re-orient out of dust,
      Cry thro’ the sense to hearten trust
    In that which made the world so fair.

    Not all regret: the face will shine
      Upon me, while I muse alone;
      The dear, dear voice that I have known
    Will speak to me of me and mine:

    Yet less of sorrow lives in me
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      For days of happy commune dead;
      Less yearning for the friendship fled,
    Than some strong bond which is to be.

        CXV.

    O days and hours, your work is this,
        To hold me from my proper place,
        A little while from his embrace,
    For fuller gain of after bliss:

    That out of distance might ensue
        Desire of nearness doubly sweet;
        And unto meeting, when we meet,
    Delight a hundredfold accrue,

    For every grain of sand that runs,
        And every span of shade that steals,
        And every kiss of toothed wheels,
    And all the courses of the suns.

        CXVI.

    Contemplate all this work of Time,
        The giant labouring in his youth;
        Nor dream of human love and truth,
    As dying Nature’s earth and lime;

    But trust that those we call the dead,
        Are breathers of an ampler day
        For ever nobler ends. They say,
    The solid earth whereon we tread

    In tracts of fluent heat began,
        And grew to seeming-random forms,
        The seeming prey of cyclic storms,
    Till at the last arose the man;

    Who throve and branch’d from clime to clime,
        The herald of a higher race,
        And of himself in higher place,
    If so he type this work of time

    Within himself, from more to more;
        And, crown’d with attributes of woe
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        Like glories, move his course, and show
    That life is not as idle ore,

    But iron dug from central gloom,
        And heated hot with burning fears;
        And dipp’d in baths of hissing tears,
    And batter’d with the shocks of doom

    To shape and use. Arise and fly
        The reeling Faun, the sensual feast;
        Move upward, working out the beast,
    And let the ape and tiger die.

        CXVII.

    Doors, where my heart was used to beat
        So quickly, not as one that weeps
        I come once more; the city sleeps;
    I smell the meadow in the street;

    I hear a chirp of birds; I see
        Betwixt the black fronts long-withdrawn
        A light-blue lane of early dawn,
    And think of early days and thee,

    And bless thee, for thy lips are bland
        And bright the friendship of thine eye;
        And in my thoughts with scarce a sigh
    I take the pressure of thine hand.

        CXVIII.

    I trust I have not wasted breath:
        I think we are not wholly brain,
        Magnetic mockeries; not in vain,
    Like Paul with beasts, I fought with Death;

    Not only cunning casts in clay:
        Let Science prove we are, and then
        What matters Science unto men,
    At least to me? I would not stay.

    Let him, the wiser man who springs
        Hereafter, up from childhood shape
        His action like the greater ape,
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    But I was born to other things.

        CXIX.

    Sad Hesper o’er the buried sun
        And ready, thou, to die with him,
        Thou watchest all things ever dim
    And dimmer, and a glory done:

    The team is loosen’d from the wain,
        The boat is drawn upon the shore;
        Thou listenest to the closing door,
    And life is darken’d in the brain.

    Bright Phosphor, fresher for the night,
        By thee the world’s great work is heard
        Beginning, and the wakeful bird;
    Behind thee comes the greater light:

    The market boat is on the stream,
        And voices hail it from the brink;
        Thou hear’st the village hammer clink,
    And see’st the moving of the team.

    Sweet Hesper-Phosphor, double name
        For what is one, the first, the last,
        Thou, like my present and my past,
    Thy place is changed; thou art the same.

        CXX.

    Oh, wast thou with me, dearest, then,
        While I rose up against my doom,
        And strove to burst the folded gloom,
    To bare the eternal Heavens again,

    To feel once more, in placid awe,
        The strong imagination roll
        A sphere of stars about my soul,
    In all her motion one with law;

    If thou wert with me, and the grave
        Divide us not, be with me now,
        And enter in at breast and brow,
    Till all my blood, a fuller wave,
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    Be quicken’d with a livelier breath,
        And like an inconsiderate boy,
        As in the former flash of joy,
    I slip the thoughts of life and death;

    And all the breeze of Fancy blows,
        And every dew-drop paints a bow;
        The wizard lightnings deeply glow,
    And every thought breaks out a rose.

        CXXI.

    There rolls the deep where grew the tree.
        O earth, what changes hast thou seen!
        There where the long street roars, hath been
    The stillness of the central sea.

    The hills are shadows, and they flow
        From form to form, and nothing stands;
        They melt like mist, the solid lands,
    Like clouds they shape themselves and go.

    But in my spirit will I dwell,
        And dream my dream, and hold it true;
        For tho’ my lips may breathe adieu,
    I cannot think the thing farewell.

        CXXII.

    That which we dare invoke to bless;
        Our dearest faith, our ghastliest doubt;
        He, They, One, All; within, without;
    The Power in darkness whom we guess;

    I found Him not in world or sun,
        Or eagle’s wing, or insect’s eye;
        Nor thro’ the questions men may try,
    The petty cobwebs we have spun:

    If e’er when faith had fall’n asleep,
        I heard a voice ‘believe no more’
        And heard an ever-breaking shore
    That tumbled in the Godless deep;

    A warmth within the breast would melt
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        The freezing reason’s colder part,
        And like a man in wrath the heart
    Stood up and answer’d ‘I have felt.’

    No, like a child in doubt and fear:
        But that blind clamour made me wise;
        Then was I as a child that cries,
    But, crying, knows his father near;

    And what I seem beheld again
        What is, and no man understands;
        And out of darkness came the hands
    That reach thro’ nature, moulding men.

        CXXIII.

    Whatever I have said or sung,
        Some bitter notes my harp would give,
        Yea, tho’ there often seem’d to live
    A contradiction on the tongue,

    Yet Hope had never lost her youth;
        She did but look thro’ dimmer eyes;
        Or Love but play’d with gracious lies,
    Because he felt so fix’d in truth:

    And if the song were full of care,
        He breathed the spirit of the song;
        And if the words were sweet and strong
    He set his royal signet there;

    Abiding with me till I sail
        To seek thee on the mystic deeps,
        And this electric force, that keeps
    A thousand pulses dancing, fail.

        CXXIV.

    Love is and was my Lord and King,
        And in his presence I attend
        To hear the tidings of my friend,
    Which every hour his couriers bring.

    Love is and was my King and Lord,
        And will be, tho’ as yet I keep
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        Within his court on earth, and sleep
    Encompass’d by his faithful guard,

    And hear at times a sentinel
        That moves about from place to place,
        And whispers to the vast of space
    Among the worlds, that all is well.

        CXXV.

    And all is well, tho’ faith and form
        Be sunder’d in the night of fear;
        Well roars the storm to those that hear
    A deeper voice across the storm,

    Proclaiming social truth shall spread,
        And justice, ev’n tho’ thrice again
        The red fool-fury of the Seine
    Should pile her barricades with dead.

    But woe to him that wears a crown,
        And him, the lazar, in his rags:
        They tremble, the sustaining crags;
    The spires of ice are toppled down,

    And molten up, and roar in flood;
        The fortress crashes from on high,
        The brute earth lightens to the sky,
    And the vast Æon sinks in blood,

    And compass’d by the fires of Hell,
        While thou, dear spirit, happy star,
        O’erlook’st the tumult from afar,
    And smilest, knowing all is well.

        CXXVI.

    The love that rose on stronger wings,
        Unpalsied when he met with Death,
        Is comrade of the lesser faith
    That sees the course of human things.

    No doubt vast eddies in the flood,
        Of onward time shall yet be made,
        And throned races may degrade;
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    Yet O ye ministers of good,

    Wild Hours that fly with Hope and Fear,
        If all your office had to do
        With old results that look like new,
    If this were all your mission here,

    To draw, to sheathe a useless sword,
        To fool the crowd with glorious lies,
        To cleave a creed in sects and cries,
    To change the bearing of a word,

    To shift an arbitrary power,
        To cramp the student at his desk,
        To make old baseness picturesque
    And tuft with grass a feudal tower;

    Why then my scorn might well descend
        On you and yours. I see in part
        That all, as in some piece of art,
    Is toil cöoperant to an end.

        CXXVII.

    Dear friend, far off, my lost desire,
        So far, so near in woe and weal;
        O, loved the most when most I feel
    There is a lower and a higher;

    Known and unknown, human, divine!
        Sweet human hand and lips and eye,
        Dear heavenly friend that canst not die,
    Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine!

    Strange friend, past, present, and to be,
        Loved deeplier, darklier understood;
        Behold I dream a dream of good
    And mingle all the world with thee.

        CXXVIII.

    Thy voice is on the rolling air;
        I hear thee where the waters run;
        Thou standest in the rising sun,
    And in the setting thou art fair.
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    What art thou then? I cannot guess;
        But tho’ I seem in star and flower
        To feel thee, some diffusive power,
    I do not therefore love thee less:

    My love involves the love before;
        My love is vaster passion now;
        Tho’ mix’d with God and Nature thou,
    I seem to love thee more and more.

    Far off thou art, but ever nigh;
        I have thee still, and I rejoice;
        I prosper, circled with thy voice;
    I shall not lose thee tho’ I die.

        CXXIX.

    O living will that shalt endure
        When all that seems shall suffer shock,
        Rise in the spiritual rock,
    Flow thro’ our deeds and make them pure,

    That we may lift from out the dust
        A voice as unto him that hears,
        A cry above the conquer’d years
    To one that with us works, and trust

    With faith that comes of self-control
        The truths that never can be proved
        Until we close with all we loved,
    And all we flow from, soul in soul.

    O true and tried, so well and long,
        Demand not thou a marriage lay;
        In that it is thy marriage day
    Is music more than any song.

    Nor have I felt so much of bliss
        Since first he told me that he loved
        A daughter of our house; nor proved
    Since that dark day a day like this;

    Tho’ I since then have number’d o’er
        Some thrice three years: they went and came,
        Remade the blood and changed the frame,
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    And yet is love not less, but more;

    No longer caring to embalm
        In dying songs a dead regret,
        But like a statue solid-set,
    And moulded in colossal calm.

    Regret is dead, but love is more
        Than in the summers that are flown,
        For I myself with these have grown
    To something greater than before;

    Which makes appear the songs I made
        As echoes out of weaker times,
        As half but idle brawling rhymes,
    The sport of random sun and shade.

    But where is she, the bridal flower,
        That must be made a wife ere noon?
        She enters, glowing like the moon
    Of Eden on its bridal bower:

    On me she bends her blissful eyes
        And then on thee; they meet thy look
        And brighten like the star that shook
    Betwixt the palms of paradise.

    O when her life was yet in bud,
        He too foretold the perfect rose.
        For thee she grew, for thee she grows
    For ever, and as fair as good.

    And thou art worthy; full of power;
        As gentle; liberal-minded, great,
        Consistent; wearing all that weight
    Of learning lightly like a flower.

    But now set out: the noon is near,
        And I must give away the bride;
        She fears not, or with thee beside
    And me behind her, will not fear:

    For I that danced her on my knee,
        That watch’d her on her nurse’s arm,
        That shielded all her life from harm
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    At last must part with her to thee;

    Now waiting to be made a wife,
        Her feet, my darling, on the dead;
        Their pensive tablets round her head,
    And the most living words of life

    Breathed in her ear. The ring is on,
        The ‘wilt thou’ answer’d, and again
        The ‘wilt thou’ ask’d, till out of twain
    Her sweet ‘I will’ has made ye one.

    Now sign your names, which shall be read
        Mute symbols of a joyful morn
        By village eyes as yet unborn;
    The names are sign’d, and overhead

    Begins the clash and clang that tells
        The joy to every wandering breeze;
        The blind wall rocks, and on the trees
    The dead leaf trembles to the bells.

    O happy hour, and happier hours
        Await them. Many a merry face
        Salutes them--maidens of the place,
    That pelt us in the porch with flowers.

    O happy hour, behold the bride
        With him to whom her hand I gave.
        They leave the porch, they pass the grave
    That has to-day its sunny side.

    To day the grave is bright for me,
        For them the light of life increas’d
        Who stay to share the morning feast,
    Who rest to-night beside the sea.

    Let all my genial spirits advance
        To meet and greet a whiter sun;
        My drooping memory will not shun
    The foaming grape of eastern France.

    It circles round, and fancy plays,
        And hearts are warm’d and faces bloom,
        As drinking health to bride and groom
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    We wish them store of happy days.

    Nor count me all to blame if I
        Conjecture of a stiller guest,
        Perchance, perchance, among the rest,
    And, tho’ in silence, wishing joy.

    But they must go, the time draws on,
        And those white-favour’d horses wait;
        They rise but linger, it is late;
    Farewell, we kiss, and they are gone.

    A shade falls on us like the dark
        From little cloudlets on the grass,
        But sweeps away as out we pass
    To range the woods, to roam the park.

    Discussing how their courtship grew,
        And talk of others that are wed,
        And how she look’d, and what he said,
    And back we come at fall of dew.

    Again the feast, the speech, the glee,
        The shade of passing thought, the wealth
        Of words and wit, the double health,
    The crowning cup, the three times three,

    And last the dance;--till I retire:
        Dumb is that tower which spake so loud,
        And high in heaven the streaming cloud,
    And on the downs a rising fire:

    And rise, O moon, from yonder down,
        Till over down and over dale
        All night the shining vapour sail
    And pass the silent-lighted town,

    The white-faced halls, the glancing rills,
        And catch at every mountain head,
        And o’er the friths that branch and spread
    Their sleeping silver thro’ the hills;

    And touch with shade the bridal doors,
        With tender gloom the roof, the wall;
        And breaking let the splendour fall
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    To spangle all the happy shores

    By which they rest, and ocean sounds,
        And, star and system rolling past,
        A soul shall draw from out the vast
    And strike his being into bounds,

    And, moved thro’ life of lower phase,
        Result in man, be born and think,
        And act and love, a closer link
    Betwixt us and the crowning race

    Of those that, eye to eye, shall look
        On knowledge; under whose command
        Is Earth and Earth’s, and in their hand
    Is Nature like an open book;

    No longer half-akin to brute,
        For all we thought and loved and did,
        And hoped, and suffer’d, is but seed
    Of what in them is flower and fruit;

    Whereof the man, that with me trod
        This planet, was a noble type
        Appearing ere the times were ripe,
    That friend of mine who lives in God,

    That God, which ever lives and loves,
        One God, one law, one element,
        And one far-off divine event,
    To which the whole creation moves.

                               THE END.

                                LONDON:
              BRADBURY AND EVANS, PRINTERS, WHITEFRIARS.
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When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd
Walt Whitman

I. WHEN LILACS LAST IN THE DOORYARD BLOOM'D

1

When lilacs last in the dooryard
bloom'd,
And the great star early droop'd in the
western sky in the night,
I mourn'd, and yet shall mourn with
ever-returning spring.
Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to
me you bring,
Lilac blooming perennial and drooping
star in the west,
And thought of him I love.

2

O powerful western fallen star!
O shades of night--O moody, tearful
night!
O great star disappear'd--O the black
murk that hides the star!
O cruel hands that hold me powerless--
O helpless soul of me!
O harsh surrounding cloud that will not
free my soul.

3

In the dooryard fronting an old farmhouse
near the white-wash'd
palings,
Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with
heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
With many a pointed blossom rising
delicate, with the perfume strong
I love,
With every leaf a miracle--and from
this bush in the dooryard,
With delicate-color'd blossoms and
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heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
A sprig with its flower I break.

4

In the swamp in secluded recesses,
A shy and hidden bird is warbling a
song.

Solitary the thrush,
The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding
the settlements,
Sings by himself a song.

Song of the bleeding throat,
Death's outlet song of life, (for well
dear brother I know,
If thou wast not granted to sing thou
would'st surely die.)

5

Over the breast of the spring, the land,
amid cities,
Amid lanes and through old woods,
where lately the violets peep'd
from the ground, spotting the
gray debris,
Amid the grass in the fields each side of
the lanes, passing the endless
grass,
Passing the yellow-spear'd wheat, every
grain from its shroud in the
dark-brown fields uprisen,
Passing the apple-tree blows of white
and pink in the orchards,
Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest
in the grave,
Night and day journeys a coffin.

6

Coffin that passes through lanes and
streets,
Through day and night with the great
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cloud darkening the land,
With the pomp of the inloop'd flags
with the cities draped in black,
With the show of the States themselves
as of crape-veil'd women standing,
With processions long and winding and
the flambeaus of the night,
With the countless torches lit, with the
silent sea of faces and the unbared
heads,
With the waiting depot, the arriving
coffin, and the sombre faces,
With dirges through the night, with the
thousand voices rising strong
and solemn,
With all the mournful voices of the
dirges pour'd around the coffin,
The dim-lit churches and the shuddering
organs--where amid these you
journey,
With the tolling, tolling bell's perpetual
clang,
Here, coffin that slowly passes,
I give you my sprig of lilac.

7

(Nor for you, for one alone,
Blossoms and branches green to coffins
all I bring,
For fresh as the morning, thus would
I chant a song for you O sane
and sacred death.
All over bouquets of roses,
O death, I cover you over with roses and
early lilies,
But mostly and now the lilac that
blooms the first,
Copious I break, I break the sprigs
from the bushes,
With loaded arms I come, pouring for
you,
For you and the coffins all of you O
death.)
8
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O western orb sailing the heaven,
Now I know what you must have meant
as a month since I walk'd,
As I walk'd in silence the transparent
shadowy night,
As I saw you had something to tell as
you bent to me night after night,
As you droop'd from the sky low down
as if to my side, (while the other
stars all look'd on,)
As we wander'd together the solemn
night, (for something I know
not what kept me from sleep,)
As the night advanced, and I saw on the
rim of the west how full you
were of woe,
As I stood on the rising ground in the
breeze in the cool transparent
night,
As I watch'd where you pass'd and was
lost in the netherward black of
the night,
As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied
sank, as where you sad orb.
Concluded, dropt in the night, and was
gone.

9

Sing on there in the swamp,
O singer bashful and tender, I hear your
notes, I hear your call,
I hear, I come presently, I understand
you,
But a moment I linger, for the lustrous
star has detain'd me,
The star my departing comrade holds
and detains me.

10

O how shall I warble myself for the
dead one there I loved?
And how shall I deck my song for the
large sweet soul that has gone?
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And what shall my perfume be for the
grave of him I love?

Sea-winds blown from east and west,
Blown from the Eastern sea and blown
from the Western sea, till there
on the prairies meeting,
These and with these and the breath of
my chant,
I'll perfume the grave of him I love.

11

O what shall I hang on the chamber
walls?
And what shall the pictures be that I
hang on the walls,
To adorn the burial-house of him I
love?

Pictures of growing spring and farms
and homes,
With the Fourth-month eve at sundown,
and the gray smoke lucid and
bright,
With floods of the yellow gold of the
gorgeous, indolent, sinking sun,
burning, expanding the air,
With the fresh sweet herbage under
foot, and the pale green leaves
of the trees prolific,
In the distance the flowing glaze, the
breast of the river, with a wind-dapple
here and there,
With ranging hills on the banks, with
many a line against the sky, and
shadows,
And the city at hand with dwellings so
dense, and stacks of chimneys,
And all the scenes of life and the workshops,
and the workmen homeward
returning.

12
Lo, body and soul--this land,
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My own Manhattan with spires, and
the sparkling and hurrying tides,
and the ships,
The varied and ample land, the South
and the North in the light, Ohio's
shores and flashing Missouri,
And ever the far-spreading prairies
cover'd with grass and corn.

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and
haughty,
The violet and purple morn with just-felt
breezes,
The gentle soft-born measureless light.
The miracle spreading bathing all, the
fulfill'd noon,
The coming eve delicious, the welcome
night and the stars,
Over my cities shining all, enveloping
man and land.

13

Song on, sing on you gray-brown bird,
Sing from the swamps, the recesses,
pour your chant from the bushes,
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the
cedars and pines.
Sing on dearest brother, warble your
reedy song,
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost
woe.

O liquid and free and tender!
O wild and loose to my soul--O wondrous
singer!
You only I hear--yet the star holds me,
(but will soon depart,)
Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds
me.

14

Now while I sat in the day and look'd
forth,
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In the close of the day with its light
and the fields of spring, and the
farmers preparing their crops,
In the large unconscious scenery of my
land with its lakes and forests,
In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after
the perturb'd winds and the
storms,)
Under the arching heavens of the afternoon
swift passing, and the
voices of children and women,
The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw
the ships how they sail'd,
And the summer approaching with
richness, and the fields all busy
with labor,
And the infinite separate houses, how
they all went on, each with its
meals and minutia of daily
usages,
And the streets how their throbbings
throbb'd, and the cities pent--lo,
then and there,
Falling upon them all and among them
all, enveloping me with the rest,
Appear'd the cloud, appear'd the long
black trail,
And I knew death, its thought, and the
sacred knowledge of death.

Then with the knowledge of death as
walking one side of me,
And the thought of death close-walking
the other side of me,
And I in the middle as with companions,
and as holding the hands of
companions,
I fled forth to the hiding receiving night
that talks not,
Down to the shores of the water, the
path by the swamp in the dimness,
To the solemn shadowy cedars and
ghostly pines so still.

And the singer so shy to the rest
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receiv'd me,
The gray-brown bird I know receiv'd
us comrades three,
And he sang the carol of death, and a
verse for him I love.

From deep secluded recesses,
From the fragrant cedars and the
ghostly pines so still,
Came the carol of the bird.

And the charm of the carol rapt me,
As I held as if by their hands my comrades
in the night,
And the voice of my spirit tallied the
song of the bird.

_Come lovely and soothing death,
Undulate round the world, serenely arriving,
arriving,
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,
Sooner or later delicate death._

_Prais'd be the fathomless universe,
For life and joy, and for objects and
knowledge curious,
And for love, sweet
praise! praise!
For the sure-enwinding arms of
cool-enfolding death.
Dark mother always gliding near with
soft feet,
Have none chanted for thee a chant of
fullest welcome?
Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee
above all,
I bring thee a song that when thou
must indeed come, come unfalteringly._

_Approach strong deliveress,
When it is so, when thou hast taken
them I joyously sing the dead,
Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee,
Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death._
_From me to thee glad serenades,
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Dances for thee I propose saluting thee,
adornments and feastings for
thee,
And the sights of the open landscape
and the high-spread sky are fitting,
And life and the fields, and the huge
and thoughtful night._

_The night in silence under many a star,
The ocean shore and the husky whispering
wave whose voice I know,
And the soul turning to thee O vast and
well-veil'd death,
And the body gratefully nestling close
to thee.
Over the tree-tops I float thee a song,
Over the rising and sinking leaves, over
the myriad fields and the prairies
wide,
Over the dense-pack'd cities all and the
teeming wharves and ways,
I float this carol with joy, with joy to
thee O death._

15

To the tally of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown
bird,
With pure deliberate notes spreading
filling the night.

Loud in the pines and cedars dim,
Clear in the freshness moist and the
swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the
night.

While my sight that was bound in my
eyes unclosed,
As to long panoramas of visions.

And I saw askant the armies,
I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of
battle-flags,
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Borne through the smoke of the battles
and pierc'd with missiles I saw
them,
And carried hither and yon through
the smoke, and torn and bloody,
And at last but a few shreds left on the
staffs, (and all in silence),
And the staffs all splinter'd and broken.

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,
And the white skeletons of young men,
I saw them,
I saw the debris and debris of all the
slain soldiers of the war,
But I saw they were not as was thought,
They themselves were fully at rest, they
suffer'd not,
The living remain'd and suffer'd, the
mother suffer'd,
And the wife and the child and the musing
comrade suffer'd,
And the armies that remain'd suffer'd.

16

Passing the visions, passing the night,
Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades'
hands,
Passing the song of the hermit bird and
the tallying song of my soul,
Victorious song, death's outlet song, yet
varying ever-altering song,
As low and wailing, yet clear the notes,
rising and falling, flooding the
night,
Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning
and warning, and yet again
bursting with joy,
Covering the earth and filling the
spread of the heaven,
As that powerful psalm in the night I
heard from recesses,
Passing, I leave thee lilac with
heart-shaped leaves,
I leave thee there in the dooryard,
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blooming, returning with spring.

I cease from my song for thee,
From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting
the west, communing with
thee,
O comrade lustrous with silver face in
the night.

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements
out of the night,
The song, the wondrous chant of the
gray-brown bird,
And the tallying chant, the echo arous'd
in my soul,
With the lustrous and drooping star
with the countenance full of woe,
With the holders holding my hand nearing
the call of the bird,
Comrades mine and I in the midst, and
their memory ever to keep, for
the dead I loved so well,
For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my
days and lands--and this for his
dear sake,
Lilac and star and bird twined with the
chant of my soul,
There in the fragrant pines and the
cedars dusk and dim.
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To an Athlete Dying Young
A. E. Housman

TO AN ATHLETE DYING YOUNG

          The time you won your town the race
          We chaired you through the market-place;
          Man and boy stood cheering by,
          And home we brought you shoulder-high.

          To-day, the road all runners come,
          Shoulder-high we bring you home,
          And set you at your threshold down,
          Townsman of a stiller town.

          Smart lad, to slip betimes away
          From fields where glory does not stay
          And early though the laurel grows
          It withers quicker than the rose.

          Eyes the shady night has shut
          Cannot see the record cut,
          And silence sounds no worse than cheers
          After earth has stopped the ears:

          Now you will not swell the rout
          Of lads that wore their honours out,
          Runners whom renown outran
          And the name died before the man.

          So set, before its echoes fade,
          The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
          And hold to the low lintel up
          The still-defended challenge-cup.

          And round that early-laurelled head
          Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
          And find unwithered on its curls
          The garland briefer than a girl's.
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In Memory of Major Robert Gregory
W. B. Yeats

IN MEMORY OF MAJOR ROBERT GREGORY

1

    Now that we're almost settled in our house
    I'll name the friends that cannot sup with us
    Beside a fire of turf in the ancient tower,
    And having talked to some late hour
    Climb up the narrow winding stair to bed:
    Discoverers of forgotten truth
    Or mere companions of my youth,
    All, all are in my thoughts to-night, being dead.

2

    Always we'd have the new friend meet the old,
    And we are hurt if either friend seem cold,
    And there is salt to lengthen out the smart
    In the affections of our heart,
    And quarrels are blown up upon that head;
    But not a friend that I would bring
    This night can set us quarrelling,
    For all that come into my mind are dead.

3

    Lionel Johnson comes the first to mind,
    That loved his learning better than mankind,
    Though courteous to the worst; much falling he
    Brooded upon sanctity
    Till all his Greek and Latin learning seemed
    A long blast upon the horn that brought
    A little nearer to his thought
    A measureless consummation that he dreamed.

4

    And that enquiring man John Synge comes next,
    That dying chose the living world for text
    And never could have rested in the tomb
    But that, long travelling, he had come
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    Towards nightfall upon certain set apart
    In a most desolate stony place,
    Towards nightfall upon a race
    Passionate and simple like his heart.

5

    And then I think of old George Pollexfen,
    In muscular youth well known to Mayo men
    For horsemanship at meets or at race-courses,
    That could have shown how purebred horses
    And solid men, for all their passion, live
    But as the outrageous stars incline
    By opposition, square and trine;
    Having grown sluggish and contemplative.

6

    They were my close companions many a year,
    A portion of my mind and life, as it were,
    And now their breathless faces seem to look
    Out of some old picture-book;
    I am accustomed to their lack of breath,
    But not that my dear friend's dear son,
    Our Sidney and our perfect man,
    Could share in that discourtesy of death.

7

    For all things the delighted eye now sees
    Were loved by him; the old storm-broken trees
    That cast their shadows upon road and bridge;
    The tower set on the stream's edge;
    The ford where drinking cattle make a stir
    Nightly, and startled by that sound
    The water-hen must change her ground;
    He might have been your heartiest welcomer.

8

    When with the Galway foxhounds he would ride
    From Castle Taylor to the Roxborough side
    Or Esserkelly plain, few kept his pace;
    At Mooneen he had leaped a place
    So perilous that half the astonished meet
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    Had shut their eyes, and where was it
    He rode a race without a bit?
    And yet his mind outran the horses' feet.

9

    We dreamed that a great painter had been born
    To cold Clare rock and Galway rock and thorn,
    To that stern colour and that delicate line
    That are our secret discipline
    Wherein the gazing heart doubles her might.
    Soldier, scholar, horseman, he,
    And yet he had the intensity
    To have published all to be a world's delight.

10

    What other could so well have counselled us
    In all lovely intricacies of a house
    As he that practised or that understood
    All work in metal or in wood,
    In moulded plaster or in carven stone?
    Soldier, scholar, horseman, he,
    And all he did done perfectly
    As though he had but that one trade alone.

11

    Some burn damp fagots, others may consume
    The entire combustible world in one small room
    As though dried straw, and if we turn about
    The bare chimney is gone black out
    Because the work had finished in that flare.
    Soldier, scholar, horseman, he,
    As 'twere all life's epitome.
    What made us dream that he could comb grey hair?

12

    I had thought, seeing how bitter is that wind
    That shakes the shutter, to have brought to mind
    All those that manhood tried, or childhood loved,
    Or boyish intellect approved,
    With some appropriate commentary on each;
    Until imagination brought
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    A fitter welcome; but a thought
    Of that late death took all my heart for speech.
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Later modern mourning texts
These pieces remain central to the tradition but are not reproduced in full here. Each entry
preserves only very short fragments, followed by a note on its rhetorical or emotional architecture.

W. H. Auden, Funeral Blues
1936/1938

Modern and protected. Included here through short quotation-fragments and commentary rather than full text.

“Stop all the clocks”

“cut off the telephone”

“my North, my South”

“pack up the moon”

The poem scales private grief into cosmology: bereavement is not a mood but a collapse of orientation,
measure, and world-order.

W. H. Auden, In Memory of W. B. Yeats
1939

Modern and protected. Short fragments only.

“poetry makes nothing happen”

“a way of happening”

“survives”

Auden reframes elegy as afterlife through form: the poet dies, the weather is indifferent, but the poem persists
as an event in language.

Dylan Thomas, A Refusal to Mourn the Death, by Fire,
of a Child in London
1945

Modern and protected. Short fragments only.

“After the first death”

“there is no other”

Thomas refuses sentimentality by elevating the dead child into a liturgy of elemental return. Mourning
becomes metaphysical rather than merely personal.
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Jawaharlal Nehru on Gandhi
1948

Public speech, but treated conservatively here as a modern protected text for reproduction purposes.

“The light has gone out”

“yet I was wrong”

Its force lies in the pivot from loss to endurance: Gandhi becomes less an extinguished man than a light still
refracted through a nation.

Robert F. Kennedy on Martin Luther King Jr.
1968

Modern speech; short fragments only.

“love and wisdom”

“compassion toward one another”

Kennedy turns public grief away from vengeance and toward civic restraint, making elegy function as
emergency moral triage.

Earl Spencer for Diana, Princess of Wales
1997

Modern speech; short fragments only.

“the most hunted person”

“blood family”

This eulogy mattered because it fused familial grief with institutional accusation, shifting the emotional center
of a royal funeral outward toward the public.
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Source Note
• Project Gutenberg public-domain texts: Plato (Phaedo, Menexenus), Thucydides, Shakespeare, Lincoln,
Donne, Milton, Shelley, Tennyson, Whitman, Housman, Yeats.

• Texts embedded in larger works have been extracted in full where the speech or poem itself is the relevant
public-domain item.

• Modern protected works are represented only through short quotation-fragments and editorial commentary.



Funeral Blues 

By W. H. Auden 

 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone, 

Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone, 

Silence the pianos and with muffled drum 

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come. 

 

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead 

Scribbling on the sky the message 'He is Dead'. 

Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves, 

Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves. 

 

He was my North, my South, my East and West, 

My working week and my Sunday rest, 

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song; 

I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong. 

 

The stars are not wanted now; put out every one, 

Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun, 

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood; 

For nothing now can ever come to any good. 
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W. H. Auden 1907 – 1973

I

He disappeared in the dead of winter:
The brooks were frozen, the airports almost deserted,
And snow disfigured the public statues;
The mercury sank in the mouth of the dying day.
What instruments we have agree
The day of his death was a dark cold day.

Far from his illness
The wolves ran on through the evergreen forests,
The peasant river was untempted by the fashionable quays;
By mourning tongues
The death of the poet was kept from his poems.

But for him it was his last afternoon as himself,
An afternoon of nurses and rumours;
The provinces of his body revolted,
The squares of his mind were empty,
Silence invaded the suburbs,
The current of his feeling failed; he became his admirers.

Now he is scattered among a hundred cities
And wholly given over to unfamiliar affections,
To find his happiness in another kind of wood
And be punished under a foreign code of conscience.
The words of a dead man
Are modified in the guts of the living.
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But in the importance and noise of to-morrow
When the brokers are roaring like beasts on the floor of the bourse,
And the poor have the sufferings to which they are fairly accustomed
And each in the cell of himself is almost convinced of his freedom
A few thousand will think of this day
As one thinks of a day when one did something slightly unusual.

What instruments we have agree
The day of his death was a dark cold day.

 

II

You were silly like us; your gift survived it all:
The parish of rich women, physical decay,
Yourself. Mad Ireland hurt you into poetry.
Now Ireland has her madness and her weather still,
For poetry makes nothing happen: it survives
In the valley of its making where executives
Would never want to tamper, flows on south
From ranches of isolation and the busy griefs,
Raw towns that we believe and die in; it survives,
A way of happening, a mouth.

 

III

Earth, receive an honoured guest:
William Yeats is laid to rest.
Let the Irish vessel lie
Emptied of its poetry.

In the nightmare of the dark
All the dogs of Europe bark,
And the living nations wait,
Each sequestered in its hate;

Intellectual disgrace
Stares from every human face,
And the seas of pity lie
Locked and frozen in each eye.

Follow, poet, follow right
To the bottom of the night,
With your unconstraining voice
Still persuade us to rejoice;

With the farming of a verse
Make a vineyard of the curse,
Sing of human unsuccess
In a rapture of distress;

In the deserts of the heart
Let the healing fountain start,
In the prison of his days
Teach the free man how to praise.

From Another Time by W. H. Auden, published by Random House. Copyright © 1940 W. H. Auden, renewed by the Estate of W. H. Auden. Used by permission of

Curtis Brown, Ltd.
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W. H. Auden was admired for his unsurpassed technical virtuosity and ability to write poems in nearly every imaginable verse form;
his incorporation of popular culture, current events, and vernacular speech in his work; and also for the vast range of his intellect,
which drew easily from an extraordinary variety of literatures, art forms, social and political theories, and scientific and technical
information.
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More by this poet
The Shield of Achilles

W. H. Auden

1955

    She looked over his shoulder

       For vines and olive trees,

    Marble well-governed cities

The Unknown Citizen

W. H. Auden

1940

(To JS/07 M 378

This Marble Monument

Is Erected by the State)

The More Loving One

W. H. Auden

1960

Looking up at the stars, I know quite well

That, for all they care, I can go to hell,

But on earth indifference is the least
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A Refusal to Mourn the Death, by Fire,
of a Child in London

Dylan Thomas 1914 – 1953

Never until the mankind making
Bird beast and flower
Fathering and all humbling darkness
Tells with silence the last light breaking
And the still hour
Is come of the sea tumbling in harness

And I must enter again the round
Zion of the water bead
And the synagogue of the ear of corn
Shall I let pray the shadow of a sound
Or sow my salt seed
In the least valley of sackcloth to mourn

The majesty and burning of the child's death.
I shall not murder
The mankind of her going with a grave truth
Nor blaspheme down the stations of the breath
With any further
Elegy of innocence and youth.
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Deep with the first dead lies London's daughter,
Robed in the long friends,
The grains beyond age, the dark veins of her mother,
Secret by the unmourning water
Of the riding Thames.
After the first death, there is no other.

From The Poems of Dylan Thomas, published by New Directions. Copyright © 1952, 1953 Dylan Thomas. Copyright © 1937, 1945, 1955, 1962, 1966, 1967 the

Trustees for the Copyrights of Dylan Thomas. Copyright © 1938, 1939, 1943, 1946, 1971 New Directions Publishing Corp. Used with permission.

Photo credit: New Directions Publishing Corp.

Dylan Marlais Thomas, born October 27, 1914, in South Wales, was the archetypal Romantic poet of the popular American imagination
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1937

Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs

About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green,

     The night above the dingle starry,

And death shall have no dominion

Dylan Thomas

1943

And death shall have no dominion.

Dead men naked they shall be one

With the man in the wind and the west moon;

Do not go gentle into that good night

Dylan Thomas

1937

Do not go gentle into that good night,

Old age should burn and rave at close of day;

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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THE LIGHT HAS GONE OUT – JAWAHARALAL NEHRU

Delivered January 30th, 1948.

Speech broadcast to the Nation over All  India Radio after the

assassination of Mahatma Gandhi.

Friends and Comrades, the l ight has gone out of our l ives and

there is darkness everywhere. I  do not know what to tell  you

and how to say it.  Our beloved leader, Bapu as we called him,

the Father of the Nation, is no more. Perhaps I am wrong to

say that. Nevertheless, we will  never see him again as we have

seen him for these many years. We will  not run to him for

advice and seek solace from him, and that is a terrible blow,

not to me only, but to mill ions and mill ions in this country.

And it is a l itt le difficult to soften the blow by any other

advice that I or anyone else can give you.

The l ight has gone out, I  said, and yet I was wrong. For the

light that shone in this country was no ordinary l ight. The

light that has i l lumined this country for these many years wil l

i l lumine this country for many more years, and a thousand

years later, that l ight wil l  be seen in this country and the

world wil l  see it and it wil l  give solace to innumerable hearts.

For that l ight represented something more than the
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immediate past, it  represented the l iving, the eternal truths,

reminding us of the right path, drawing us from error, taking

this ancient country to freedom.

All  this has happened when there was so much more for him

to do. We could never think that he was unnecessary or that

he had done his task. But now, particularly, when we are faced

with so many difficulties, his not being with us is a blow most

terrible to bear.

A madman has put an end to his l ife, for I can only call  him

mad who did it,  and yet there has been enough of poison

spread in this country during the past years and months, and

this poison has had an effect on people’s minds. We must face

this poison, we must root out this poison, and we must face

all  the perils that encompass us, and face them not madly or

badly, but rather in the way that our beloved teacher taught

us to face them.

The first thing to remember now is that none of us dare

misbehave because he is angry. We have to behave l ike strong

and determined people, determined to face all  the perils that

surround us, determined to carry out the mandate that our

great teacher and our great leader has given us, remembering

always that if,  as I believe, his spirit looks upon us and sees

us, nothing would displease his soul so much as to see that

we have indulged in any small behaviour or any violence.

So we must not do that. But that does not mean that we

should be weak, but rather that we should, in strength and in

unity, face all  the troubles that are in front of us. We must

hold together, and all  our petty troubles and difficulties and

conflicts must be ended in the face of this great disaster. A

great disaster is a symbol to us to remember all  the big

things of l ife and forget the small things of which we have
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thought too much. In his death he has reminded us of the big

things of l ife, the l iving truth, and if we remember that, then

it wil l  be well  with India…

It was proposed by some friends that Mahatmaji ’s body should

be embalmed for a few days to enable mill ions of people to

pay their last homage to him. But it  was his wish, repeatedly

expressed, that no such thing should happen, that this should

not be done, that he was entirely opposed to any embalming

of his body, and so we decided that we must follow his wishes

in this matter, however much others might have wished

otherwise.

And so the cremation will  take place on Saturday in Delhi city

by the side of the Jamuna river. On Saturday afternoon, about

11.30, the bier wil l  be taken out at Birla House and it wil l

follow a prescribed road and go to the Jamuna river. The

cremation will  take place there at about 4 P.M. The place and

the route wil l  be announced by radio and the Press.

People in Delhi who wish to pay their last homage should

gather along this route. I  wil l  not advise too many of them to

come to Birla House, but rather to gather on both sides of

this long route from Birla House to the Jamuna river. And I

trust that they wil l  remain there in si lence without any

demonstrations. That is the best way and the most fitting way

to pay homage to this great soul.  Also, Saturday should be a

day of fasting and prayer for all  of us.

Those who live elsewhere, out of Delhi and in other parts of

India, wil l  no doubt take such part as they can in this last

homage. For them also, let this be a day of fasting and prayer.

And at the appointed time for cremation, that is 4 pm on

Saturday afternoon, people should go to the river or to the

sea and offer prayers there. And while we pray, the greatest
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prayer that we can offer is to take a pledge to dedicate

ourselves to the truth, and to the cause for which this great

countryman of ours l ived and for which he has died. That is

the best prayer that we can offer him and his memory. That is

the best prayer we can offer to India and ourselves.

JAI HIND.

    
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