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"FOR THE FAIREST" 
     By Erin Donahoe 
 
  She was the fairest, 
  Julia realizes, as she 
  looks in the mirror, 
  not only at that time, 
  but for all time. 

 
  She was the fairest. 
  The fairest of all. 
 
  She is coming 
  to visit. 
 
  Julia looks at herself 



  in the mirror, 
  and claws her cheek. 
 
  Four bloody scratches. 

 
  There is an apple pie 
  baking in the oven. 
  The smell of cinnamon 
  and sugar have covered 
  the scent of 
  something darker. 
 
  Her mother is coming 
  to visit. 
 
  Julia looks in the mirror 
  at her pale white skin 
  and her dark hair, 
  the brightness of red 
  on her cheek. 

 
  It will never be enough. 
  No matter how lovely, 
  it will never be enough. 
  Mother will always be 
  the fairest. 
 
  Mother will always have 
  the princely husband, 
  the perfect hair, 
  the perfect face, 
  the perfect figure. 
 
  Mother is coming to visit. 
 
  Julia hopes she 
  likes dessert. 

 
 
 

From PRAIRIE CEMETERY 
 



 
 

THOSE WHO WATCH 
By G. W. Thomas 

 
Their hatred is old 

They see us laugh, revile us 
They see our broad grins 

And wish to lick the spittle 
From our bare white teeth 

They know we can feel 
Taste the fire born inside 

Of our lungs and loins 
Heat of bodies still alive 

They once felt it too 
But they died and went beyond 

Now they can see us 
Only as night turns black-blue 

And in their cold dreams. 
 

 
 

From NIGHT’S DARKNESS COMING 
 

 
 

THE WEREWOLF’S ANTHEM  
          By G. W. Thomas 
 
O wild blood burn in my ancestral veins, 
As the old curse comes to take me away, 
Driving spears through fingers, acid my brains. 
 
It is as old granny Mair oft did say, 



“The blood never lies, never rests for long,” 
My clan driven from Alba in Scott’s day. 
 
The white moon rises bringing the dark song, 
Sung from jet-black lips, cold with lupine breath, 
Too hungry to worry of right and wrong. 
 
The pack-call goes up; tonight there’ll be death, 
The fangs are white; the fur is stretched hard back, 
Soon the tears will begin for the bereft. 

 
Wild cries take up the song to my attack, 
Wolf King, even if as a man I lack. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Now, without further delay… 
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INTRODUCTION 
 

Poetry covers the wide range of human emotions. William Cullen Byrant in his 
Library of World Poetry divides up the collected poems into topics. One of the topics he 
misses is horror. I have been in recent years a collector of terror poems, of moody dark 
verse and plays with horrific scenes. The ancient plays of Sophocles, Euripedes and 
Aeschylus are dark destructive scenarios, Beowulf is filled with monsters, but it is only 
with the blossoming of the English language that my favorite poets begin. William 
Shakespeare is as obvious as Edgar Allan Poe or the Romantics. Some poets wrote only 
one black gem while others lived their entire lives inside the gloom-filled world of dark 
verse. 

 



Dark poetry is experiencing a renaissance these days. Whether readers are living 
the Goth life style or just fans of horror and fantasy, poetry of weird dimensions is being 
sought by an ever-growing audience. New poets, like William P. Robertson, Charlee 
Jacob, Bruce Boston and David C. Kopaska-Merkel are making their mark on this old 
venue in startlingly original ways. Cyber-Pulp, one of the latest publishers of dark poetry 
ebooks, presents these elder poets who wrote long ago.  

 
Enjoy the darkness… 

 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (1564-1616) is renowned as a poet largely for his sonnets, 
but his plays are where the dark poetry lies. MacBeth is fraught with witches and 
vengeful spirits, insanity and prophecy. The Tempest has a false monster and a few real 
ones. But it is Hamlet’s father’s ghost that sums up the Elizabethan fears in the 
supernatural. 
 
HAMLET MEETS HIS FATHER’S GHOST 
 
Angels and ministers of grace defend us! 
Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
Thou comest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee: I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me! 
Let me not burst in ignorance; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements; why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly inurn'd, 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To cast thee up again. What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous; and we fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 
 
 
JOHN DONNE (1572-1631) was a rebel in his day, writing poetry that seems much more 
modern than that of Shakespeare and his other contemporaries. Donne’s poems are filled 
with a soft sadness or in the case of this poem, a small revenge. Each of his poems is a 
story, sometimes hidden. 
 
THE FUNERAL 



WHOEVER comes to shroud me, do not harm, 
          Nor question much, 
That subtle wreath of hair, which crowns my arm ; 
The mystery, the sign, you must not touch ; 
          For 'tis my outward soul, 
Viceroy to that, which then to heaven being gone, 
          Will leave this to control 
And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution. 
 
For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall 
          Through every part 
Can tie those parts, and make me one of all, 

Those hairs which upward grew, and strength and art 
          Have from a better brain, 
Can better do 't ; except she meant that I 
          By this should know my pain, 
As prisoners then are manacled, when they're condemn'd to die. 
 
Whate'er she meant by it, bury it with me, 
          For since I am 
Love's martyr, it might breed idolatry, 
If into other hands these relics came. 
          As 'twas humility 
To afford to it all that a soul can do, 
          So 'tis some bravery, 

That since you would have none of me, I bury some of you.  

 

ROBERT SOUTHEY (1774-1843) was a close confederate of Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 
Both men spent their youths in radical politics but eventually sought quieter lives in 
poetry. Southey’s great works include Joan of Arc and A Vision of Judgement. Southey 
became Poet Laureate in 1813. Byron and Hazlitt denounced him as a sell-out. Southey’s 
one dark masterpiece is “Thalaba the Destroyer” which borrows its scenery from The 
Arabian Nights and Gothic works like Beckford’s Vathek. 

 
THALABA THE DESTROYER (An Excerpt) 

 
8. 
 
A night of darkness and of storms!   
Into the Chamber of the Tomb 
Thalaba led the Old Man,  
To roof him from the rain. 



A night of storms! the wind 
Swept through the moonless sky, 
And moan'd among the pillar'd sepulchres; 
And in the pauses of its sweep 
They heard the heavy rain   
Beat on the monument above. 
In silence on Oneiza's grave 
Her Father and her husband sate. 
 
9. 
 
The Cryer from the Minaret 
Proclaim'd the midnight hour. 
"Now, now!" cried Thalaba; 
And o'er the chamber of the tomb 
There spread a lurid gleam, 
Like the reflection of a sulphur fire; 
And in that hideous light   
Oneiza stood before them. It was She,.. 
Her very lineaments,..and such as death 
Had changed them, livid cheeks, and lips of blue; 
But in her eyes there dwelt 
Brightness more terrible 
Than all the loathsomeness of death. 
"Still art thou living, wretch?" 
In hollow tones she cried to Thalaba; 
"And must I nightly leave my grave 
To tell thee, still in vain,   
God hath abandon'd thee?" 
 
10. 
 
"This is not she!" the Old Man exclaim'd; 
"A Fiend; a manifest Fiend!" 
And to the youth he held his lance; 
"Strike and deliver thyself!" 
"Strike her!" cried Thalaba, 
And, palsied of all power, 
Gazed fixedly upon the dreadful form. 
"Yea, strike her!" cried a voice, whose tones 
Flow'd with such sudden healing through his soul,  
As when the desert shower 
From death deliver'd him; 
But unobedient to that well-known voice, 
His eye was seeking it, 
When Moath, firm of heart, 



Perform'd the bidding: through the vampire corpse 
He thrust his lance; it fell, 
And howling with the wound, 
Its fiendish tenant fled. 
A sapphire light fell on them,    
And garmented with glory, in their sight 
Oneiza's Spirit stood. 
 
11. 
 
"O Thalaba!" she cried, 
"Abandon not thyself! 
Would'st thou for ever lose me?..O my husband, 
Go and fulfil thy quest, 
That in the Bowers of Paradise 
I may not look for thee 
In vain, nor wait thee long." 
 
12. 
 
To Moath then the Spirit    
Turn'd the dark lustre of her heavenly eyes: 
"Short is thy destined path, 
O my dear Father! to the abode of bliss. 
Return to Araby, 
There with the thought of death 
Comfort thy lonely age, 
And Azrael, the Deliverer, soon 
Will visit thee in peace." 
 
13. 
 
They stood with earnest eyes, 
And arms out-reaching, when again    
The darkness closed around them. 
The soul of Thalaba revived; 
He from the floor his quiver took, 
And as he bent the bow, exclaim'd, 
"Was it the over-ruling Providence 
That in the hour of frenzy led my hands 
Instinctively to this? 
To-morrow, and the sun shall brace anew 
The slacken'd cord, that now sounds loose and damp; 
To-morrow, and its livelier tone will sing    
In tort vibration to the arrow's flight. 
I...but I also, with recovered health 



Of heart, shall do my duty. 
My Father! here I leave thee then!" he cried, 
"And not to meet again, 
Till at the gate of Paradise 
The eternal union of our joys commence. 
We parted last in darkness!"...and the youth 
Thought with what other hopes; 
But now his heart was calm,     
For on his soul a heavenly hope had dawn'd. 
 
14. 
 
The Old Man answered nothing, but he held 
His garment, and to the door 
Of the Tomb Chamber followed him. 
The rain had ceased, the sky was wild, 
Its black clouds broken by the storm. 
And, lo! it chanced, that in the chasm 
Of Heaven between, a star, 
Leaving along its path continuous light, 
Shot eastward. "See my guide!" quoth Thalaba;   
And turning, he received 
Old Moath's last embrace, 
And the last blessing of the good Old Man. 

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE (1774-1834), lead the Romantics to embrace the 
dark side of  poetry again. Coleridge’s great masterpiece is, of course, The Rime of the 
Ancient Mariner, which is too long to include here. His “Kubla Khan” has inspired 
fantasy writers to imagine dark and beautiful countries. “Christabel” is an interesting 
piece in the history of the vampire. Based a Greek legend, it is a monster tale worthy of 
Horace Walpole. 

CHRISTABEL   

PART I 

'Tis the middle of night by the castle clock, 
And the owls have awakened the crowing cock ; 
Tu--whit !-- -- Tu--whoo ! 
And hark, again ! the crowing cock, 
How drowsily it crew.  

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich, 
Hath a toothless mastiff bitch ; 
From her kennel beneath the rock 
She maketh answer to the clock, 



Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour ; 
Ever and aye, by shine and shower, 
Sixteen short howls, not over loud ; 
Some say, she sees my lady's shroud. 

Is the night chilly and dark ? 
The night is chilly, but not dark. 
The thin gray cloud is spread on high, 
It covers but not hides the sky. 
The moon is behind, and at the full ; 
And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is gray : 
'Tis a month before the month of May, 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way. 

The lovely lady, Christabel, 
Whom her father loves so well, 
What makes her in the wood so late, 
A furlong from the castle gate ? 
She had dreams all yesternight 
Of her own betrothéd knight ; 
And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that's far away. 

She stole along, she nothing spoke, 
The sighs she heaved were soft and low, 
And naught was green upon the oak 
But moss and rarest misletoe : 
She kneels beneath the huge oak tree, 
And in silence prayeth she. 

The lady sprang up suddenly, 
The lovely lady, Christabel ! 
It moaned as near, as near can be, 
But what it is she cannot tell.-- 
On the other side it seems to be, 
Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 

The night is chill ; the forest bare ; 
Is it the wind that moaneth bleak ? 
There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 
From the lovely lady's cheek-- 
There is not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can, 



Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 
On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky. 

Hush, beating heart of Christabel ! 
Jesu, Maria, shield her well ! 
She folded her arms beneath her cloak, 
And stole to the other side of the oak. 

What sees she there ?  
There she sees a damsel bright, 
Dressed in a silken robe of white, 
That shadowy in the moonlight shone : 
The neck that made that white robe wan, 
Her stately neck, and arms were bare ; 
Her blue-veined feet unsandal'd were ; 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her hair. 
I guess, 'twas frightful there to see 
A lady so richly clad as she-- 
Beautiful exceedingly !  

Mary mother, save me now ! 
(Said Christabel,) And who art thou ? 

The lady strange made answer meet, 
And her voice was faint and sweet :-- 
Have pity on my sore distress, 
I scarce can speak for weariness : 
Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear ! 
Said Christabel, How camest thou here ? 
And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet, 
Did thus pursue her answer meet :-- 

My sire is of a noble line, 
And my name is Geraldine : 
Five warriors seized me yestermorn, 
Me, even me, a maid forlorn : 
They choked my cries with force and fright, 
And tied me on a palfrey white. 
The palfrey was as fleet as wind, 
And they rode furiously behind. 
They spurred amain, their steeds were white : 
And once we crossed the shade of night. 
As sure as Heaven shall rescue me, 
I have no thought what men they be ; 
Nor do I know how long it is 



(For I have lain entranced, I wis) 
Since one, the tallest of the five, 
Took me from the palfrey's back, 
A weary woman, scarce alive. 
Some muttered words his comrades spoke : 
He placed me underneath this oak ; 
He swore they would return with haste ; 
Whither they went I cannot tell-- 
I thought I heard, some minutes past, 
Sounds as of a castle bell. 
Stretch forth thy hand (thus ended she), 
And help a wretched maid to flee. 

Then Christabel stretched forth her hand, 
And comforted fair Geraldine : 
O well, bright dame ! may you command 
The service of Sir Leoline ; 
And gladly our stout chivalry 
Will he send forth and friends withal 
To guide and guard you safe and free 
Home to your noble father's hall. 

She rose : and forth with steps they passed 
That strove to be, and were not, fast. 
Her gracious stars the lady blest, 
And thus spake on sweet Christabel : 
All our household are at rest, 
The hall is silent as the cell ; 
Sir Leoline is weak in health, 
And may not well awakened be, 
But we will move as if in stealth, 
And I beseech your courtesy, 
This night, to share your couch with me. 

They crossed the moat, and Christabel 
Took the key that fitted well ; 
A little door she opened straight, 
All in the middle of the gate ; 
The gate that was ironed within and without, 
Where an army in battle array had marched out. 
The lady sank, belike through pain, 
And Christabel with might and main 
Lifted her up, a weary weight, 
Over the threshold of the gate : 
Then the lady rose again, 
And moved, as she were not in pain. 



So free from danger, free from fear, 
They crossed the court : right glad they were. 
And Christabel devoutly cried 
To the Lady by her side, 
Praise we the Virgin all divine 
Who hath rescued thee from thy distress ! 
Alas, alas ! said Geraldine, 
I cannot speak for weariness. 
So free from danger, free from fear, 
They crossed the court : right glad they were. 

Outside her kennel, the mastiff old 
Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold. 
The mastiff old did not awake, 
Yet she an angry moan did make ! 
And what can ail the mastiff bitch ? 
Never till now she uttered yell 
Beneath the eye of Christabel. 
Perhaps it is the owlet's scritch : 
For what can aid the mastiff bitch ? 

They passed the hall, that echoes still, 
Pass as lightly as you will ! 
The brands were flat, the brands were dying, 
Amid their own white ashes lying ; 
But when the lady passed, there came 
A tongue of light, a fit of flame ; 
And Christabel saw the lady's eye, 
And nothing else saw she thereby, 
Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall, 
Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall. 
O softly tread, said Christabel, 
My father seldom sleepeth well. 

Sweet Christabel her feet doth bare, 
And jealous of the listening air 
They steal their way from stair to stair, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom, 
And now they pass the Baron's room, 
As still as death, with stifled breath ! 
And now have reached her chamber door ; 
And now doth Geraldine press down 
The rushes of the chamber floor. 

The moon shines dim in the open air, 
And not a moonbeam enters here. 



But they without its light can see 
The chamber carved so curiously, 
Carved with figures strange and sweet, 
All made out of the carver's brain, 
For a lady's chamber meet : 
The lamp with twofold silver chain 
Is fastened to an angel's feet. 

The silver lamp burns dead and dim ; 
But Christabel the lamp will trim. 
She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright, 
And left it swinging to and fro, 
While Geraldine, in wretched plight, 
Sank down upon the floor below. 

O weary lady, Geraldine, 
I pray you, drink this cordial wine ! 
It is a wine of virtuous powers ; 
My mother made it of wild flowers. 

And will your mother pity me, 
Who am a maiden most forlorn ? 
Christabel answered--Woe is me ! 
She died the hour that I was born. 
I have heard the gray-haired friar tell 
How on her death-bed she did say, 
That she should hear the castle-bell 
Strike twelve upon my wedding-day. 
O mother dear ! that thou wert here ! 
I would, said Geraldine, she were ! 

But soon with altered voice, said she-- 
`Off, wandering mother ! Peak and pine ! 
I have power to bid thee flee.' 
Alas ! what ails poor Geraldine ? 
Why stares she with unsettled eye ? 
Can she the bodiless dead espy ? 
And why with hollow voice cries she, 
`Off, woman, off ! this hour is mine-- 
Though thou her guardian spirit be, 
Off, woman. off ! 'tis given to me.' 

Then Christabel knelt by the lady's side, 
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue-- 
Alas ! said she, this ghastly ride-- 
Dear lady ! it hath wildered you ! 



The lady wiped her moist cold brow, 
And faintly said, `'Tis over now !' 

Again the wild-flower wine she drank : 
Her fair large eyes 'gan glitter bright, 
And from the floor whereon she sank, 
The lofty lady stood upright : 
She was most beautiful to see, 
Like a lady of a far countrée. 

And thus the lofty lady spake-- 
`All they who live in the upper sky, 
Do love you, holy Christabel ! 
And you love them, and for their sake 
And for the good which me befel, 
Even I in my degree will try, 
Fair maiden, to requite you well. 
But now unrobe yourself ; for I 
Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.' 

Quoth Christabel, So let it be ! 
And as the lady bade, did she. 
Her gentle limbs did she undress 
And lay down in her loveliness. 

But through her brain of weal and woe 
So many thoughts moved to and fro, 
That vain it were her lids to close ; 
So half-way from the bed she rose, 
And on her elbow did recline 
To look at the lady Geraldine. 

Beneath the lamp the lady bowed, 
And slowly rolled her eyes around ; 
Then drawing in her breath aloud, 
Like one that shuddered, she unbound 
The cincture from beneath her breast : 
Her silken robe, and inner vest, 
Dropt to her feet, and full in view, 
Behold ! her bosom, and half her side-- -- 
A sight to dream of, not to tell ! 
O shield her ! shield sweet Christabel ! 

Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs ; 
Ah ! what a stricken look was hers ! 
Deep from within she seems half-way 



To lift some weight with sick assay, 
And eyes the maid and seeks delay ; 
Then suddenly as one defied 
Collects herself in scorn and pride, 
And lay down by the Maiden's side !-- 
And in her arms the maid she took, 

Ah wel-a-day ! 
And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say : 
`In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell, 
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel ! 
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow ; 

But vainly thou warrest, 

For this is alone in 
Thy power to declare, 

That in the dim forest 
Thou heard'st a low moaning, 

And found'st a bright lady, surpassingly fair ; 
And didst bring her home with thee in love and in charity, 
To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.'  

THE CONCLUSION TO PART I 

It was a lovely sight to see 
The lady Christabel, when she 
Was praying at the old oak tree. 
Amid the jaggéd shadows 
Of mossy leafless boughs, 
Kneeling in the moonlight, 
To make her gentle vows ; 

Her slender palms together prest, 
Heaving sometimes on her breast ; 
Her face resigned to bliss or bale-- 
Her face, oh call it fair not pale, 
And both blue eyes more bright than clear. 
Each about to have a tear.  

With open eyes (ah, woe is me !) 
Asleep, and dreaming fearfully, 
Fearfully dreaming, yet, I wis, 
Dreaming that alone, which is-- 
O sorrow and shame ! Can this be she, 



The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree ? 
And lo ! the worker of these harms, 
That holds the maiden in her arms, 
Seems to slumber still and mild, 
As a mother with her child. 

A star hath set, a star hath risen, 
O Geraldine ! since arms of thine 
Have been the lovely lady's prison. 
O Geraldine ! one hour was thine-- 
Thou'st had thy will ! By tairn and rill, 
The night-birds all that hour were still. 
But now they are jubilant anew, 
From cliff and tower, tu--whoo ! tu--whoo ! 
Tu--whoo ! tu--whoo ! from wood and fell ! 

And see ! the lady Christabel 
Gathers herself from out her trance ; 
Her limbs relax, her countenance 
Grows sad and soft ; the smooth thin lids 
Close o'er her eyes ; and tears she sheds-- 
Large tears that leave the lashes bright ! 
And oft the while she seems to smile 
As infants at a sudden light ! 

Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep, 
Like a youthful hermitess, 
Beauteous in a wilderness, 
Who, praying always, prays in sleep. 
And, if she move unquietly, 
Perchance, 'tis but the blood so free 
Comes back and tingles in her feet. 
No doubt, she hath a vision sweet. 
What if her guardian spirit 'twere, 
What if she knew her mother near ? 
But this she knows, in joys and woes, 
That saints will aid if men will call : 
For the blue sky bends over all ! 

PART II 

Each matin bell, the Baron saith, 
Knells us back to a world of death. 
These words Sir Leoline first said, 
When he rose and found his lady dead : 



These words Sir Leoline will say 
Many a morn to his dying day !  

And hence the custom and law began 
That still at dawn the sacristan, 
Who duly pulls the heavy bell, 
Five and forty beads must tell 
Between each stroke--a warning knell, 
Which not a soul can choose but hear 
From Bratha Head to Wyndermere. 

Saith Bracy the bard, So let it knell ! 
And let the drowsy sacristan 
Still count as slowly as he can ! 
There is no lack of such, I ween, 
As well fill up the space between. 
In Langdale Pike and Witch's Lair, 
And Dungeon-ghyll so foully rent, 
With ropes of rock and bells of air 
Three sinful sextons' ghosts are pent, 
Who all give back, one after t'other, 
The death-note to their living brother ; 
And oft too, by the knell offended, 
Just as their one ! two ! three ! is ended, 
The devil mocks the doleful tale 
With a merry peal from Borrowdale. 

The air is still ! through mist and cloud 
That merry peal comes ringing loud ; 
And Geraldine shakes off her dread, 
And rises lightly from the bed ; 
Puts on her silken vestments white, 
And tricks her hair in lovely plight, 
And nothing doubting of her spell 
Awakens the lady Christabel. 
`Sleep you, sweet lady Christabel ? 
I trust that you have rested well.' 

And Christabel awoke and spied 
The same who lay down by her side-- 
O rather say, the same whom she 
Raised up beneath the old oak tree ! 
Nay, fairer yet ! and yet more fair ! 
For she belike hath drunken deep 
Of all the blessedness of sleep ! 
And while she spake, her looks, her air 



Such gentle thankfulness declare, 
That (so it seemed) her girded vests 
Grew tight beneath her heaving breasts. 
`Sure I have sinn'd !' said Christabel, 
`Now heaven be praised if all be well !' 
And in low faltering tones, yet sweet, 
Did she the lofty lady greet 
With such perplexity of mind 
As dreams too lively leave behind. 

So quickly she rose, and quickly arrayed 
Her maiden limbs, and having prayed 
That He, who on the cross did groan, 
Might wash away her sins unknown, 
She forthwith led fair Geraldine 
To meet her sire, Sir Leoline. 

The lovely maid and the lady tall 
Are pacing both into the hall, 
And pacing on through page and groom, 
Enter the Baron's presence-room. 

The Baron rose, and while he prest 
His gentle daughter to his breast, 
With cheerful wonder in his eyes 
The lady Geraldine espies, 
And gave such welcome to the same, 
As might beseem so bright a dame ! 

But when he heard the lady's tale, 
And when she told her father's name, 
Why waxed Sir Leoline so pale, 
Murmuring o'er the name again, 
Lord Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine ? 

Alas ! they had been friends in youth ; 
But whispering tongues can poison truth ; 
And constancy lives in realms above ; 
And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 
And to be wroth with one we love, 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 
And thus it chanced, as I divine, 
With Roland and Sir Leoline. 
Each spake words of high disdain 
And insult to his heart's best brother : 
They parted--ne'er to meet again ! 



But never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from paining-- 
They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 
Like cliffs which had been rent asunder ; 
A dreary sea now flows between ;-- 
But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 
Shall wholly do away, I ween, 
The marks of that which once hath been. 

Sir Leoline, a moment's space, 
Stood gazing on the damsel's face : 
And the youthful Lord of Tryermaine 
Came back upon his heart again. 

O then the Baron forgot his age, 
His noble heart swelled high with rage ; 
He swore by the wounds in Jesu's side, 
He would proclaim it far and wide 
With trump and solemn heraldry, 
That they, who thus had wronged the dame, 
Were base as spotted infamy ! 
`And if they dare deny the same, 
My herald shall appoint a week, 
And let the recreant traitors seek 
My tourney court--that there and then 
I may dislodge their reptile souls 
From the bodies and forms of men !' 
He spake : his eye in lightning rolls ! 
For the lady was ruthlessly seized ; and he kenned 
In the beautiful lady the child of his friend ! 

And now the tears were on his face, 
And fondly in his arms he took 
Fair Geraldine, who met the embrace, 
Prolonging it with joyous look. 
Which when she viewed, a vision fell 
Upon the soul of Christabel, 
The vision of fear, the touch and pain ! 
She shrunk and shuddered, and saw again-- 
(Ah, woe is me ! Was it for thee, 
Thou gentle maid ! such sights to see ?) 

Again she saw that bosom old, 
Again she felt that bosom cold, 
And drew in her breath with a hissing sound : 
Whereat the Knight turned wildly round, 



And nothing saw, but his own sweet maid 
With eyes upraised, as one that prayed. 

The touch, the sight, had passed away, 
And in its stead that vision blest, 
Which comforted her after-rest. 
While in the lady's arms she lay, 
Had put a rapture in her breast, 
And on her lips and o'er her eyes 
Spread smiles like light ! 

With new surprise, 
`What ails then my belovéd child ?' 
The Baron said--His daughter mild 
Made answer, `All will yet be well !' 
I ween, she had no power to tell 
Aught else : so mighty was the spell.  

Yet he, who saw this Geraldine, 
Had deemed her sure a thing divine : 
Such sorrow with such grace she blended, 
As if she feared she had offended 
Sweet Christabel, that gentle maid ! 
And with such lowly tones she prayed, 
She might be sent without delay 
Home to her father's mansion. 

`Nay ! 
Nay, by my soul !' said Leoline. 
`Ho ! Bracy the bard, the charge be thine ! 
Go thou, with music sweet and loud, 
And take two steeds with trappings proud, 
And take the youth whom thou lov'st best 
To bear thy harp, and learn thy song, 
And clothe you both in solemn vest, 
And over the mountains haste along, 
Lest wandering folk, that are abroad, 
Detain you on the valley road.  

`And when he has crossed the Irthing flood, 
My merry bard ! he hastes, he hastes 
Up Knorren Moor, through Halegarth Wood, 
And reaches soon that castle good 
Which stands and threatens Scotland's wastes. 



`Bard Bracy ! bard Bracy ! your horses are fleet, 
Ye must ride up the hall, your music so sweet, 
More loud than your horses' echoing feet ! 
And loud and loud to Lord Roland call, 
Thy daughter is safe in Langdale hall ! 
Thy beautiful daughter is safe and free-- 
Sir Leoline greets thee thus through me ! 
He bids thee come without delay 
With all thy numerous array 
And take thy lovely daughter home : 
And he will meet thee on the way 
With all his numerous array 
White with their panting palfreys' foam : 
And, by mine honour ! I will say, 
That I repent me of the day 
When I spake words of fierce disdain 
To Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine !-- 
--For since that evil hour hath flown, 
Many a summer's sun hath shone ; 
Yet ne'er found I a friend again 
Like Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine.' 

The lady fell, and clasped his knees, 
Her face upraised, her eyes o'erflowing ; 
And Bracy replied, with faltering voice, 
His gracious hail on all bestowing !-- 
`Thy words, thou sire of Christabel, 
Are sweeter than my harp can tell ; 
Yet might I gain a boon of thee, 
This day my journey should not be, 
So strange a dream hath come to me, 
That I had vowed with music loud 
To clear yon wood from thing unblest, 
Warned by a vision in my rest ! 
For in my sleep I saw that dove, 
That gentle bird, whom thou dost love, 
And call'st by thy own daughter's name-- 
Sir Leoline ! I saw the same 
Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan, 
Among the green herbs in the forest alone. 
Which when I saw and when I heard, 
I wonder'd what might ail the bird ; 
For nothing near it could I see, 
Save the grass and herbs underneath the old tree. 



`And in my dream methought I went 
To search out what might there be found ; 
And what the sweet bird's trouble meant, 
That thus lay fluttering on the ground. 
I went and peered, and could descry 
No cause for her distressful cry ; 
But yet for her dear lady's sake 
I stooped, methought, the dove to take, 
When lo ! I saw a bright green snake 
Coiled around its wings and neck. 
Green as the herbs on which it couched, 
Close by the dove's its head it crouched ; 
And with the dove it heaves and stirs, 
Swelling its neck as she swelled hers ! 
I woke ; it was the midnight hour, 
The clock was echoing in the tower ; 
But though my slumber was gone by, 
This dream it would not pass away-- 
It seems to live upon my eye ! 
And thence I vowed this self-same day, 
With music strong and saintly song 
To wander through the forest bare, 
Lest aught unholy loiter there.' 

Thus Bracy said : the Baron, the while, 
Half-listening heard him with a smile ; 
Then turned to Lady Geraldine, 
His eyes made up of wonder and love ; 
And said in courtly accents fine, 
`Sweet maid, Lord Roland's beauteous dove, 
With arms more strong than harp or song, 
Thy sire and I will crush the snake !' 
He kissed her forehead as he spake, 
And Geraldine in maiden wise, 
Casting down her large bright eyes, 
With blushing cheek and courtesy fine 
She turned her from Sir Leoline ; 
Softly gathering up her train, 
That o'er her right arm fell again ; 
And folded her arms across her chest, 
And couched her head upon her breast, 
And looked askance at Christabel-- -- 
Jesu, Maria, shield her well ! 

A snake's small eye blinks dull and shy ; 
And the lady's eyes they shrunk in her head, 



Each shrunk up to a serpent's eye, 
And with somewhat of malice, and more of dread, 
At Christabel she looked askance !-- 
One moment--and the sight was fled ! 
But Christabel in dizzy trance 
Stumbling on the unsteady ground 
Shuddered aloud, with a hissing sound ; 
And Geraldine again turned round, 
And like a thing, that sought relief, 
Full of wonder and full of grief, 
She rolled her large bright eyes divine 
Wildly on Sir Leoline. 

The maid, alas ! her thoughts are gone, 
She nothing sees--no sight but one ! 
The maid, devoid of guile and sin, 
I know not how, in fearful wise, 
So deeply had she drunken in 
That look, those shrunken serpent eyes, 
That all her features were resigned 
To this sole image in her mind : 
And passively did imitate 
That look of dull and treacherous hate ! 
And thus she stood, in dizzy trance, 
Still picturing that look askance 
With forced unconscious sympathy 
Full before her father's view-- -- 
As far as such a look could be 
In eyes so innocent and blue ! 

And when the trance was o'er, the maid 
Paused awhile, and inly prayed : 
Then falling at the Baron's feet, 
`By my mother's soul do I entreat 
That thou this woman send away !' 
She said : and more she could not say : 
For what she knew she could not tell, 
O'er-mastered by the mighty spell. 

Why is thy cheek so wan and wild, 
Sir Leoline ? Thy only child 
Lies at thy feet, thy joy, thy pride, 
So fair, so innocent, so mild ; 
The same, for whom thy lady died ! 
O by the pangs of her dear mother 
Think thou no evil of thy child ! 



For her, and thee, and for no other, 
She prayed the moment ere she died : 
Prayed that the babe for whom she died, 
Might prove her dear lord's joy and pride ! 

That prayer her deadly pangs beguiled, 

Sir Leoline ! 
And wouldst thou wrong thy only child, 

Her child and thine ?  
Within the Baron's heart and brain 
If thoughts, like these, had any share, 
They only swelled his rage and pain, 
And did but work confusion there. 
His heart was cleft with pain and rage, 
His cheeks they quivered, his eyes were wild, 
Dishonored thus in his old age ; 
Dishonored by his only child, 
And all his hospitality 
To the wronged daughter of his friend 
By more than woman's jealousy 
Brought thus to a disgraceful end-- 
He rolled his eye with stern regard 
Upon the gentle ministrel bard, 
And said in tones abrupt, austere-- 
`Why, Bracy ! dost thou loiter here ? 
I bade thee hence !' The bard obeyed ; 
And turning from his own sweet maid, 
The agéd knight, Sir Leoline, 
Led forth the lady Geraldine !  

THE CONCLUSION TO PART II 

A little child, a limber elf, 
Singing, dancing to itself, 
A fairy thing with red round cheeks, 
That always finds, and never seeks, 
Makes such a vision to the sight 
As fills a father's eyes with light ; 
And pleasures flow in so thick and fast 
Upon his heart, that he at last 
Must needs express his love's excess 
With words of unmeant bitterness. 
Perhaps 'tis pretty to force together 
Thoughts so all unlike each other ; 
To mutter and mock a broken charm, 



To dally with wrong that does no harm. 
Perhaps 'tis tender too and pretty 
At each wild word to feel within 
A sweet recoil of love and pity. 
And what, if in a world of sin 
(O sorrow and shame should this be true !) 
Such giddiness of heart and brain 
Comes seldom save from rage and pain, 
So talks as it's most used to do.  

 
 
LORD BYRON (1788-1824) is a colorful character, giving the Romantic poets their 
naughty reputation. It was in his home on Lake Diodati that the Shelleys visited and 
the story of Frankenstein was born. Kept out of England by his wild sex life, Byron 
knocked about Europe like a modern rockstar. He died in route to Greece to help in 
their revolt against the Turks. “The Giaour” takes its inspiration from The Arabian 
Nights and possibly William Beckford’s Vathek, a gothic tale written in the same 
style. 
 
 
THE GIAOUR: A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE 
 
  A turban carved in coarsest stone, 
 A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown, 
Whereon can now be scarcely read    
The Koran verse that mourns the dead, 
Point out the spot where Hassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 
There sleeps as true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee; 
As ever scorn'd forbidden wine, 
Or pray'd with face towards the shrine, 
In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of "Alla Hu!" 
Yet died he by a stranger's hand, 
And stranger in his native land; 
Yet died he as in arms he stood, 
And unavenged, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 
  Impatient to their halls invite, 
And the dark Heaven of Houris' eyes 
  On him shall glance for ever bright; 
They come---their kerchiefs green they wave,  
And welcome with a kiss the brave! 
Who falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 



 
But thou, false Infidel! shall writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir's scythe; 
And from its torments 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis' throne; 
And fire unquench'd, unquenchable, 
Around, within, thy heart shall dwell; 
Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 
The tortures of that inward hell! 
But first, on earth as Vampire sent, 
Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent: 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place, 
And suck the blood of all thy race; 
There from thy daughter, sister, wife, 
At midnight drain the stream of life;  
Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 
Must feed thy livid living corse: 
Thy victims ere they yet expire 
Shall know the demon for their sire, 
As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 
Thy flowers are withered on the stem. 
But one that for thy crime must fall, 
The youngest, most beloved of all, 
Shall bless thee with a father's name--- 
That word shall wrap thy heart in flame! 
Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 
Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark, 
And the last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue; 
Then with unhallow'd hand shalt tear 
The tresses of her yellow hair, 
Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection's fondest pledge was worn, 
But now is borne away by thee, 
Memorial of thine agony!  
Wet with thine own best blood shall drip 
Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip;  
Then stalking to thy sullen grave, 
Go---and with Gouls and Afrits rave; 
Till these in horror shrink away 
From Spectre more accursed than they! 

 

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY (1792-1822) was less controversial than Byron, but when 
he left his wife, Harriet, for the young Mary Godwin, they too took exile on the Continent. 
Some critics think the character of Victor Frankenstein is based on Shelley. As a poet 



Shelley championed Science and Nature. He died of drowning while sailing in Italy. His 
wife never remarried, dedicating her life to establishing his reputation as a poet. 

OZYMANDIAS 

By I met a traveller from an antique land 
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 
"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!" 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.  

 

JON KEATS (1795-1821) wrote much of his best poetry about natural elements. His 
other favorite was mythology in poems like “Hyperion” and “Lamia”. “La Belle Dame 
Sans Merci” is part of this second type, telling a wonderful ghost story in verse. 

LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI 

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight,  
Alone and palely loitering; 
The sedge is wither'd from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 
 
Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
So haggard and so woe-begone? 
The squirrel's granary is full, 
And the harvest's done. 
 
I see a lily on thy brow, 
With anguish moist and fever dew; 
And on thy cheek a fading rose 
Fast withereth too. 
 
I met a lady in the meads 
Full beautiful, a faery's child; 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 



And her eyes were wild. 
 
I set her on my pacing steed, 
And nothing else saw all day long; 
For sideways would she lean, and sing 
A faery's song. 
 
I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She look'd at me as she did love, 
And made sweet moan. 
 
She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna dew; 
And sure in language strange she said, 
I love thee true. 
 
She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she gaz'd and sighed deep, 
And there I shut her wild sad eyes-- 
So kiss'd to sleep. 
 
And there we slumber'd on the moss, 
And there I dream'd, ah woe betide, 
The latest dream I ever dream'd 
On the cold hill side. 
 
I saw pale kings, and princes too, 
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
Who cry'd--"La belle Dame sans merci 
Hath thee in thrall!" 

I saw their starv'd lips in the gloam 
With horrid warning gaped wide, 
And I awoke, and found me here 
On the cold hill side. 
 
And this is why I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 
Though the sedge is wither'd from the lake, 
And no birds sing.  

 

EDGAR ALLAN POE (1809-1849) is the one poet most strongly associated with horror, 
largely due to his fiction. Poe lived a short, sad forty years in which he watched all those 



most important to him, like his mother and his wife, die from consumption. He trained at 
West Point but made his living editing magazines. Selecting one poem for this book was 
difficult. I have chosen his best known, but others that warrant reading include “Annabel 
Lee”, “The Bells”, “City in the Sea”, “The Conqueror Worm”, “Lenore”, and “The 
Haunted Palace” .  

THE RAVEN 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary 
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore -- 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
" 'T is some visitor, " I muttered, "tapping at my chamber door-- 
  Only this and nothing more." 
 
Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December; 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow -- vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow -- sorrow for the lost Lenore-- 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore-- 
  Nameless here for evermore. 
 
And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me -- filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before: 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating. 
" 'T is some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-- 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-- 
  That it is and nothing more." 
 
Presently my soul grew stronger: hesitating then no longer, 
"Sir, " said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore: 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you"-- here I opened wide the door-- 
  Darkness there and nothing more. 
 
Deep into the darkness peering, long I stood there wondering fearing. 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to  dream before: 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore?" 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word "Lenore!"-- 
  Merely this and nothing more. 
 
Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore-- 



Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore-- 
  'T is the wind an nothing more!" 
 
Open here i flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door-- 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just a bove my chamber door-- 
  Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 
 
Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said, "art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore-- 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" 
  Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning -- little relevancy bore; 
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door-- 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 
  With such name as "Nevermore." 
 
But the Raven sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpoor. 
Nothing further then he uttered, not a feather then he fluttered-- 
Till I scarcely more then muttered, "Other friends have flown before -- 
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before." 
  Then the bird said, "Nevermore." 
 
Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utteres is it only stock and store 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore -- 
Till the dirges of his Hope the melancholy burden bore  
  Of 'Never - nevermore.'" 
 
But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door, 
Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore-- 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 
  Meant in croaking, "Nevermore." 
 
This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 



To the fowl, whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er 
But whose velvet-violet lining with lamp-light gloating o'er 
  She shall press, ah, nevermore! 
 
Then methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God has lent thee -- by these angels he hath sent thee 
Respite -- respite the nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 
Quaff, oh, quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!" 
  Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! -- prophet still, if bird of devil! 
Whether Tempter sent, or whatever tempest tossed thee ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted -- 
On this home by Horror haunted -- tell me truly, I implore -- 
Is  there -- is there balm in Gilead? -- tell me -- tell me, I implore!" 
  Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Prophet!" said I, "thing of evil! -- prophet still, if bird of devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us -- by that God we both adore-- 
Tell his soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore -- 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore." 
  Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
"Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting -- 
"Get thee back into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken! -- quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door! 
  Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
 
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor, 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
  Shall be lifted -- nevermore! 

 

ROBERT BROWNING (1812-1889) wrote unsuccessful verse and plays in his youth but 
as he matured he developed a style of poetry uniquely his own, the monologue. His most 



famous piece is “My Last Duchess” with its hidden second meaning. “Porphyria’s 
Lover” is more obvious in its horror but none the less well-written. 

PORPHYRIA'S LOVER 
 
The rain set early in to-night, 
  The sullen wind was soon awake, 
It tore the elm-tops down for spite, 
  And did its worst to vex the lake: 
  I listened with heart fit to break. 
When glided in Porphyria; straight 
  She shut the cold out and the storm, 

And kneeled and made the cheerless grate 

  Blaze up, and all the cottage warm; 
  Which done, she rose, and from her form 
Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl, 
  And laid her soiled gloves by, untied 
Her hat and let the damp hair fall, 
  And, last, she sat down by my side 
  And called me. When no voice replied, 
She put my arm about her waist, 
  And made her smooth white shoulder bare, 
And all her yellow hair displaced, 
  And, stooping, made my cheek lie there, 
  And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair, 
Murmuring how she loved me---she 
  Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour, 
To set its struggling passion free 
  From pride, and vainer ties dissever, 
  And give herself to me for ever. 
But passion sometimes would prevail, 
 Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain 
A sudden thought of one so pale 
  For love of her, and all in vain: 
  So, she was come through wind and rain. 
Be sure I looked up at her eyes 
  Happy and proud; at last I knew 
Porphyria worshipped me; surprise 
  Made my heart swell, and still it grew 
  While I debated what to do. 
That moment she was mine, mine, fair, 
  Perfectly pure and good: I found 
A thing to do, and all her hair 
  In one long yellow string I wound 
Three times her little throat around, 



And strangled her. No pain felt she; 
  I am quite sure she felt no pain. 
As a shut bud that holds a bee, 
  I warily oped her lids: again 
  Laughed the blue eyes without a stain. 
And I untightened next the tress 
  About her neck; her cheek once more 
Blushed bright beneath my burning kiss: 
  I propped her head up as before, 
  Only, this time my shoulder bore 
Her head, which droops upon it still: 
  The smiling rosy little head, 
So glad it has its utmost will, 
  That all it scorned at once is fled, 
  And I, its love, am gained instead! 
Porphyria's love: she guessed not how 
  Her darling one wish would be heard. 
And thus we sit together now, 
And all night long we have not stirred, 
And yet God has not said a word! 
 
 

EMILY BRONTE (1818-1849) is best remembered as the author of the Gothic novel, 
Wuthering Heights. In recent years her reputation as a poet has begun to over-shadow 
Heathcliff, the dark Byronic hero. Emily Bronte lived only thirty short years. This poem, 
like much of her work, seems to foreshadow her early demise. 

REMEMBRANCE 

Cold in the earth -- and the deep snow piled above thee,  
Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave!  
Have I forgot, my only Love, to love thee,  
Severed at last by Time's all-severing wave?  
 
Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover  
Over the mountains, on that northern shore,  
Resting their wings where heath and fern leaves cover  
Thy noble heart forever, ever more?  
Cold in the earth -- and fifteen wild Decembers,  
From those brown hills, have melted into spring;  
Faithful, indeed, is the spirit that remembers  
After such years of change and suffering!  
 
Sweet Love of youth, forgive, if I forget thee,  
While the world's tide is bearing me along;  



Other desires and other hopes beset me,  
Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wrong!  
 
No later light has lightened up my heaven,  
No second morn has ever shone for me;  
All my life's bliss from thy dear life was given,  
All my life's bliss is in the grave with thee.  
 
But, when the days of golden dreams had perished,  
And even Despair was powerless to destroy,  
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished,  
Strengthened, and fed without the aid of joy.  
 
Then did I check the tears of useless passion --  
Weaned my young soul from yearning after thine;  
Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten  
Down to that tomb already more than mine.  
 
And, even yet, I dare not let it languish,  
Dare not indulge in memory's rapturous pain;  
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish,  
How could I seek the empty world again?  

EMILY DICKINSON (1830-1886) lived a quiet, isolated life in which she captured her 
thoughts and feelings in verse much more modern than her contemporaries. (Consider 
the most popular poet of her day was Longfellow.) In recent years her writing has grown 
monumentally, largely due to the accessibility of her words. Many of her poems feature 
Death in a quiet, chilling way. Others that warrant reading: “I Heard a Fly Buzz When I 
Died”, “I Died For Beauty” and “A Certain Slant of Light”. 
 
 
BECAUSE I COULD NOT STOP FOR DEATH 
 
BECAUSE I could not stop for Death, 
He kindly stopped for me; 
The carriage held but just ourselves 
And Immortality. 
 
We slowly drove, he knew no haste, 
And I had put away 
My labor, and my leisure too, 
For his civility. 
 
We passed the school where children played 
At wrestling in a ring; 
We passed the fields of gazing grain, 



We passed the setting sun. 
 
 
We paused before a house that seemed 
A swelling of the ground; 
The roof was scarcely visible, 
The cornice but a mound. 
 
Since then ’t is centuries; but each 
Feels shorter than the day 
I first surmised the horses’ heads 
Were toward eternity. 
 
 

CHRISTINA GEORGINA ROSSETTI (1830-1894) was sister to the Pre-Raphaelite 
painter, Dante Gabriel Rossetti. As part of a movement that looked back to Medieval 
romance, it isn’t surprising to see Christina Rossetti turning to old legends for inspiration. 
“Goblin Market” is a fantasy classic, but a dark one.  Unlike many Victorian visions of 
Faery, the denizens of this poem are not petite or childlike. 

GOBLIN MARKET  

MORNING and evening 
Maids heard the goblins cry: 
"Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy: 
Apples and quinces, 
Lemons and oranges, 
Plump unpecked cherries- 
Melons and raspberries, 
Bloom-down-cheeked peaches, 
Swart-headed mulberries, 
Wild free-born cranberries, 
Crab-apples, dewberries, 
Pine-apples, blackberries, 
Apricots, strawberries-- 
All ripe together 
In summer weather-- 
Morns that pass by, 
Fair eves that fly; 
Come buy, come buy; 
Our grapes fresh from the vine, 
Pomegranates full and fine, 
Dates and sharp bullaces, 
Rare pears and greengages, 



Damsons and bilberries, 
Taste them and try: 
Currants and gooseberries, 
Bright-fire-like barberries, 
Figs to fill your mouth, 
Citrons from the South, 
Sweet to tongue and sound to eye, 
Come buy, come buy."  

Evening by evening 
Among the brookside rushes, 
Laura bowed her head to hear, 
Lizzie veiled her blushes: 
Crouching close together  
In the cooling weather, 
With clasping arms and cautioning lips,  
With tingling cheeks and finger-tips.  
"Lie close," Laura said, 
Pricking up her golden head: 
We must not look at goblin men, 
We must not buy their fruits: 
Who knows upon what soil they fed 
Their hungry thirsty roots?" 
"Come buy," call the goblins 
Hobbling down the glen. 
"O! cried Lizzie, Laura, Laura, 
You should not peep at goblin men." 
Lizzie covered up her eyes 
Covered close lest they should look; 
Laura reared her glossy head, 
And whispered like the restless brook: 
"Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie, 
Down the glen tramp little men. 
One hauls a basket, 
One bears a plate, 
One lugs a golden dish 
Of many pounds' weight. 
How fair the vine must grow 
Whose grapes are so luscious; 
How warm the wind must blow 
Through those fruit bushes." 
"No," said Lizzie, "no, no, no; 
Their offers should not charm us, 
Their evil gifts would harm us." 
She thrust a dimpled finger 
In each ear, shut eyes and ran: 



Curious Laura chose to linger 
Wondering at each merchant man. 
One had a cat's face, 
One whisked a tail, 
One tramped at a rat's pace, 
One crawled like a snail, 
One like a wombat prowled obtuse and furry, 
One like a ratel tumbled hurry-scurry. 
Lizzie heard a voice like voice of doves 
Cooing all together: 
They sounded kind and full of loves 
In the pleasant weather.  

Laura stretched her gleaming neck 
Like a rush-imbedded swan, 
Like a lily from the beck, 
Like a moonlit poplar branch, 
Like a vessel at the launch 
When its last restraint is gone.  

Backwards up the mossy glen 
Turned and trooped the goblin men, 
With their shrill repeated cry, 
"Come buy, come buy." 
When they reached where Laura was 
They stood stock still upon the moss, 
Leering at each other, 
Brother with queer brother; 
Signalling each other, 
Brother with sly brother. 
One set his basket down, 
One reared his plate; 
One began to weave a crown 
Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown 
(Men sell not such in any town); 
One heaved the golden weight 
Of dish and fruit to offer her: 
"Come buy, come buy," was still their cry. 
Laura stared but did not stir, 
Longed but had no money: 
The whisk-tailed merchant bade her taste 
In tones as smooth as honey, 
The cat-faced purr'd, 
The rat-paced spoke a word 
Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was heard; 
One parrot-voiced and jolly 



Cried "Pretty Goblin" still for "Pretty Polly"; 
One whistled like a bird.  

But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste: 
"Good folk, I have no coin; 
To take were to purloin: 
I have no copper in my purse, 
I have no silver either, 
And all my gold is on the furze 
That shakes in windy weather 
Above the rusty heather." 
"You have much gold upon your head," 
They answered altogether: 
"Buy from us with a golden curl." 
She clipped a precious golden lock, 
She dropped a tear more rare than pearl, 
Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red: 
Sweeter than honey from the rock, 
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine,  
Clearer than water flowed that juice; 
She never tasted such before, 
How should it cloy with length of use? 
She sucked and sucked and sucked the more 
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore, 
She sucked until her lips were sore; 
Then flung the emptied rinds away, 
But gathered up one kernel stone, 
And knew not was it night or day 
As she turned home alone.  

Lizzie met her at the gate 
Full of wise upbraidings: 
"Dear, you should not stay so late, 
Twilight is not good for maidens; 
Should not loiter in the glen 
In the haunts of goblin men. 
Do you not remember Jeanie, 
How she met them in the moonlight, 
Took their gifts both choice and many, 
Ate their fruits and wore their flowers 
Plucked from bowers 
Where summer ripens at all hours? 
But ever in the moonlight 
She pined and pined away; 
Sought them by night and day, 
Found them no more, but dwindled and grew gray; 



Then fell with the first snow, 
While to this day no grass will grow 
Where she lies low: 
I planted daisies there a year ago 
That never blow. 
You should not loiter so." 
"Nay hush," said Laura. 
"Nay hush, my sister: 
I ate and ate my fill, 
Yet my mouth waters still; 
To-morrow night I will 
Buy more," and kissed her. 
"Have done with sorrow; 
I'll bring you plums to-morrow 
Fresh on their mother twigs, 
Cherries worth getting; 
You cannot think what figs 
My teeth have met in, 
What melons, icy-cold  
Piled on a dish of gold 
Too huge for me to hold,  
What peaches with a velvet nap, 
Pellucid grapes without one seed: 
Odorous indeed must be the mead 
Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they drink, 
With lilies at the brink, 
And sugar-sweet their sap."  

Golden head by golden head, 
Like two pigeons in one nest 
Folded in each other's wings, 
They lay down, in their curtained bed: 
Like two blossoms on one stem, 
Like two flakes of new-fallen snow, 
Like two wands of ivory 
Tipped with gold for awful kings. 
Moon and stars beamed in at them, 
Wind sang to them lullaby, 
Lumbering owls forbore to fly, 
Not a bat flapped to and fro 
Round their rest: 
Cheek to cheek and breast to breast 
Locked together in one nest.  

Early in the morning 
When the first cock crowed his warning, 



Neat like bees, as sweet and busy, 
Laura rose with Lizzie:  
Fetched in honey, milked the cows, 
Aired and set to rights the house, 
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat, 
Cakes for dainty mouths to eat, 
Next churned butter, whipped up cream, 
Fed their poultry, sat and sewed; 
Talked as modest maidens should  
Lizzie with an open heart, 
Laura in an absent dream, 
One content, one sick in part; 
One warbling for the mere bright day's delight, 
One longing for the night.  

At length slow evening came--  
They went with pitchers to the reedy brook; 
Lizzie most placid in her look, 
Laura most like a leaping flame. 
They drew the gurgling water from its deep  
Lizzie plucked purple and rich golden flags, 
Then turning homeward said: "The sunset flushes 
Those furthest loftiest crags; 
Come, Laura, not another maiden lags, 
No wilful squirrel wags, 
The beasts and birds are fast asleep." 
But Laura loitered still among the rushes 
And said the bank was steep.  

And said the hour was early still, 
The dew not fallen, the wind not chill: 
Listening ever, but not catching 
The customary cry, 
"Come buy, come buy," 
With its iterated jingle 
Of sugar-baited words: 
Not for all her watching 
Once discerning even one goblin 
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling; 
Let alone the herds 
That used to tramp along the glen, 
In groups or single, 
Of brisk fruit-merchant men.  

Till Lizzie urged, "O Laura, come, 
I hear the fruit-call, but I dare not look: 



You should not loiter longer at this brook: 
Come with me home.  
The stars rise, the moon bends her arc, 
Each glow-worm winks her spark, 
Let us get home before the night grows dark; 
For clouds may gather even  
Though this is summer weather, 
Put out the lights and drench us through; 
Then if we lost our way what should we do?"  

Laura turned cold as stone 
To find her sister heard that cry alone, 
That goblin cry, 
"Come buy our fruits, come buy." 
Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit? 
Must she no more such succous pasture find, 
Gone deaf and blind? 
Her tree of life drooped from the root: 
She said not one word in her heart's sore ache; 
But peering thro' the dimness, naught discerning, 
Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the way; 
So crept to bed, and lay 
Silent 'til Lizzie slept; 
Then sat up in a passionate yearning, 
And gnashed her teeth for balked desire, and wept 
As if her heart would break.  

Day after day, night after night, 
Laura kept watch in vain,  
In sullen silence of exceeding pain. 
She never caught again the goblin cry: 
"Come buy, come buy," 
She never spied the goblin men  
Hawking their fruits along the glen:  
But when the noon waxed bright 
Her hair grew thin and gray; 
She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn 
To swift decay, and burn 
Her fire away.  

One day remembering her kernel-stone 
She set it by a wall that faced the south; 
Dewed it with tears, hoped for a root, 
Watched for a waxing shoot, 
But there came none; 
It never saw the sun, 



It never felt the trickling moisture run: 
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth 
She dreamed of melons, as a traveller sees 
False waves in desert drouth 
With shade of leaf-crowned trees, 
And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze.  

She no more swept the house, 
Tended the fowls or cows,  
Fetched honey, kneaded cakes of wheat, 
Brought water from the brook:  
But sat down listless in the chimney-nook 
And would not eat.  

Tender Lizzie could not bear 
To watch her sister's cankerous care, 
Yet not to share. 
She night and morning 
Caught the goblins' cry: 
"Come buy our orchard fruits, 
Come buy, come buy." 
Beside the brook, along the glen 
She heard the tramp of goblin men, 
The voice and stir 
Poor Laura could not hear; 
Longed to buy fruit to comfort her,  
But feared to pay too dear,  

She thought of Jeanie in her grave, 
Who should have been a bride; 
But who for joys brides hope to have 
Fell sick and died 
In her gay prime, 
In earliest winter-time, 
With the first glazing rime, 
With the first snow-fall of crisp winter-time.  

Till Laura, dwindling, 
Seemed knocking at Death's door: 
Then Lizzie weighed no more 
Better and worse, 
But put a silver penny in her purse, 
Kissed Laura, crossed the heath with clumps of furze 
At twilight, halted by the brook, 
And for the first time in her life 
Began to listen and look.  



Laughed every goblin 
When they spied her peeping: 
Came towards her hobbling, 
Flying, running, leaping, 
Puffing and blowing, 
Chuckling, clapping, crowing, 
Clucking and gobbling, 
Mopping and mowing, 
Full of airs and graces, 
Pulling wry faces, 
Demure grimaces,  
Cat-like and rat-like,  
Ratel and wombat-like, 
Snail-paced in a hurry, 
Parrot-voiced and whistler, 
Helter-skelter, hurry-skurry, 
Chattering like magpies, 
Fluttering like pigeons, 
Gliding like fishes, -- 
Hugged her and kissed her; 
Squeezed and caressed her; 
Stretched up their dishes, 
Panniers and plates: 
"Look at our apples 
Russet and dun, 
Bob at our cherries  
Bite at our peaches, 
Citrons and dates, 
Grapes for the asking, 
Pears red with basking 
Out in the sun, 
Plums on their twigs;  
Pluck them and suck them, 
Pomegranates, figs."  

"Good folk," said Lizzie, 
Mindful of Jeanie, 
"Give me much and many"; --  
Held out her apron, 
Tossed them her penny. 
"Nay, take a seat with us, 
Honor and eat with us," 
They answered grinning;  
"Our feast is but beginning. 
Night yet is early,  
Warm and dew-pearly, 



Wakeful and starry: 
Such fruits as these  
No man can carry; 
Half their bloom would fly, 
Half their dew would dry, 
Half their flavor would pass by. 
Sit down and feast with us, 
Be welcome guest with us, 
Cheer you and rest with us." 
"Thank you," said Lizzie; "but one waits 
At home alone for me: 
So, without further parleying,  
If you will not sell me any 
Of your fruits though much and many, 
Give me back my silver penny 
I tossed you for a fee." 
They began to scratch their pates, 
No longer wagging, purring, 
But visibly demurring, 
Grunting and snarling. 
One called her proud,  
Cross-grained, uncivil;  
Their tones waxed loud, 
Their looks were evil. 
Lashing their tails 
They trod and hustled her, 
Elbowed and jostled her, 
Clawed with their nails, 
Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking, 
Tore her gown and soiled her stocking, 
Twitched her hair out by the roots, 
Stamped upon her tender feet, 
Held her hands and squeezed their fruits 
Against her mouth to make her eat.  

White and golden Lizzie stood, 
Like a lily in a flood, 
Like a rock of blue-veined stone 
Lashed by tides obstreperously, -- 
Like a beacon left alone  
In a hoary roaring sea, 
Sending up a golden fire, -- 
Like a fruit-crowned orange-tree  
White with blossoms honey-sweet 
Sore beset by wasp and bee, -- 
Like a royal virgin town 



Topped with gilded dome and spire 
Close beleaguered by a fleet 
Mad to tear her standard down.  

One may lead a horse to water, 
Twenty cannot make him drink. 
Though the goblins cuffed and caught her, 
Coaxed and fought her, 
Bullied and besought her, 
Scratched her, pinched her black as ink, 
Kicked and knocked her, 
Mauled and mocked her, 
Lizzie uttered not a word; 
Would not open lip from lip 
Lest they should cram a mouthful in; 
But laughed in heart to feel the drip 
Of juice that syruped all her face, 
And lodged in dimples of her chin,  
And streaked her neck which quaked like curd. 
At last the evil people, 
Worn out by her resistance, 
Flung back her penny, kicked their fruit 
Along whichever road they took, 
Not leaving root or stone or shoot. 
Some writhed into the ground, 
Some dived into the brook 
With ring and ripple. 
Some scudded on the gale without a sound, 
Some vanished in the distance.  

In a smart, ache, tingle, 
Lizzie went her way; 
Knew not was it night or day; 
Sprang up the bank, tore through the furze, 
Threaded copse and dingle, 
And heard her penny jingle 
Bouncing in her purse, -- 
Its bounce was music to her ear. 
She ran and ran 
As if she feared some goblin man 
Dogged her with gibe or curse 
Or something worse: 
But not one goblin skurried after, 
Nor was she pricked by fear; 
The kind heart made her windy-paced 



That urged her home quite out of breath with haste 
And inward laughter.  

She cried "Laura," up the garden, 
"Did you miss me ? 
Come and kiss me. 
Never mind my bruises, 
Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices 
Squeezed from goblin fruits for you, 
Goblin pulp and goblin dew. 
Eat me, drink me, love me; 
Laura, make much of me: 
For your sake I have braved the glen 
And had to do with goblin merchant men."  

Laura started from her chair, 
Flung her arms up in the air, 
Clutched her hair: 
"Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted 
For my sake the fruit forbidden? 
Must your light like mine be hidden, 
Your young life like mine be wasted, 
Undone in mine undoing, 
And ruined in my ruin; 
Thirsty, cankered, goblin-ridden?" 
She clung about her sister, 
Kissed and kissed and kissed her: 
Tears once again 
Refreshed her shrunken eyes, 
Dropping like rain 
After long sultry drouth; 
Shaking with aguish fear, and pain, 
She kissed and kissed her with a hungry mouth.  

Her lips began to scorch, 
That juice was wormwood to her tongue, 
She loathed the feast: 
Writhing as one possessed she leaped and sung, 
Rent all her robe, and wrung 
Her hands in lamentable haste, 
And beat her breast. 
Her locks streamed like the torch 
Borne by a racer at full speed, 
Or like the mane of horses in their flight, 
Or like an eagle when she stems the light 
Straight toward the sun, 



Or like a caged thing freed, 
Or like a flying flag when armies run.  

Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked at her heart, 
Met the fire smouldering there 
And overbore its lesser flame, 
She gorged on bitterness without a name: 
Ah! fool, to choose such part 
Of soul-consuming care! 
Sense failed in the mortal strife: 
Like the watch-tower of a town 
Which an earthquake shatters down, 
Like a lightning-stricken mast, 
Like a wind-uprooted tree 
Spun about, 
Like a foam-topped water-spout 
Cast down headlong in the sea, 
She fell at last; 
Pleasure past and anguish past, 
Is it death or is it life ?  

Life out of death. 
That night long Lizzie watched by her, 
Counted her pulse's flagging stir, 
Felt for her breath, 
Held water to her lips, and cooled her face 
With tears and fanning leaves:  
But when the first birds chirped about their eaves, 
And early reapers plodded to the place 
Of golden sheaves, 
And dew-wet grass 
Bowed in the morning winds so brisk to pass, 
And new buds with new day 
Opened of cup-like lilies on the stream, 
Laura awoke as from a dream, 
Laughed in the innocent old way, 
Hugged Lizzie but not twice or thrice; 
Her gleaming locks showed not one thread of gray, 
Her breath was sweet as May, 
And light danced in her eyes.  

Days, weeks, months,years 
Afterwards, when both were wives 
With children of their own; 
Their mother-hearts beset with fears,  
Their lives bound up in tender lives; 



Laura would call the little ones 
And tell them of her early prime, 
Those pleasant days long gone 
Of not-returning time: 
Would talk about the haunted glen, 
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men, 
Their fruits like honey to the throat, 
But poison in the blood; 
(Men sell not such in any town;) 
Would tell them how her sister stood 
In deadly peril to do her good, 
And win the fiery antidote: 
Then joining hands to little hands 
Would bid them cling together, 
"For there is no friend like a sister, 
In calm or stormy weather, 
To cheer one on the tedious way, 
To fetch one if one goes astray, 
To lift one if one totters down, 
To strengthen whilst one stands." 

RUDYARD KIPLING (1865-1936) will always be loved as the creator of Mowgli and 
Kim, but it is for the poem, “Recessional” that he was knighted. Kipling filled all of his 
books, including The Jungle Book, with poems. He also wrote a few ghost stories as well 
and it is in this vein that he composed “Tomlinson”. 

TOMLINSON 

Now Tomlinson gave up the ghost at his house in Berkeley Square, 
And a Spirit came to his bedside and gripped him by the hair— 
A Spirit gripped him by the hair and carried him far away, 
Till he heard as the roar of a rain-fed ford the roar of the Milky Way: 
Till he heard the roar of the Milky Way die down and drone and cease, 
And they came to the Gate within the Wall where Peter holds the keys. 
"Stand up, stand up now, Tomlinson, and answer loud and high 
"The good that ye did for the sake of men or ever ye came to die— 
"The good that ye did for the sake of men on the little Earth so lone!" 
And the naked soul of Tomlinson grew white as the rain-washed bone. 
"O I have a friend on Earth," he said, "that was my priest and guide, 
"And well would he answer all for me if he were at my side." 
—"For that ye strove in neighbour-love it shall be written fair, 
"But now ye wait at Heaven's Gate and not in Berkeley Square: 
"Though we called your friend from his bed this night, he could not speak for you, 
"For the race is run by one and one and never by two and two." 
Then Tomlinson looked up and down, and little gain was there, 
For the naked stars grinned overhead, and he saw that his soul was bare. 



The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it cut him like a knife, 
And Tomlinson took up the tale and spoke of his good in life. 
"O this I have read in a book," he said, "and that was told to me, 
"And this I have thought that another man thought of a Prince in Muscovy." 
The good souls flocked like homing doves and bade him clear the path, 
And Peter twirled the jangling Keys in weariness and wrath. 
"Ye have read, ye have heard, ye have thought," he said, "and the tale is yet to run: 
"By the worth of the body that once ye had, give answer—what ha' ye done?" 
Then Tomlinson looked back and forth, and little good it bore, 
For the darkness stayed at his shoulder-blade and Heaven's Gate before:— 
"O this I have felt, and this I have guessed, and this I heard men say, 
"And this they wrote that another man wrote of a carl in Norroway." 
"Ye have read, ye have felt, ye have guessed, good lack! Ye have hampered Heaven's 
Gate; 
"There's little room between the stars in idleness to prate! 
"For none may reach by hired speech of neighbour, priest, and kin 
"Through borrowed deed to God's good meed that lies so fair within; 
"Get hence, get hence to the Lord of Wrong, for thy doom has yet to run, 
"And . . . the faith that ye share with Berkeley Square uphold you, Tomlinson!" 
The Spirit gripped him by the hair, and sun by sun they fell 
Till they came to the belt of Naughty Stars that rim the mouth of Hell. 
The first are red with pride and wrath, the next are white with pain, 
But the third are black with clinkered sin that cannot burn again. 
They may hold their path, they may leave their path, with never a soul to mark: 
They may burn or freeze, but they must not cease in the Scorn of the Outer Dark. 
The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it nipped him to the bone, 
And he yearned to the flare of Hell-gate there as the light of his own hearth-stone. 
The Devil he sat behind the bars, where the desperate legions drew, 
But he caught the hasting Tomlinson and would not let him through. 
"Wot ye the price of good pit-coal that I must pay?" said he, 
"That ye rank yoursel' so fit for Hell and ask no leave of me? 
"I am all o'er-sib to Adam's breed that ye should give me scorn, 
"For I strove with God for your First Father the day that he was born. 
"Sit down, sit down upon the slag, and answer loud and high 
"The harm that ye did to the Sons of Men or ever you came to die." 
And Tomlinson looked up and up, and saw against the night 
The belly of a tortured star blood-red in Hell-Mouth light; 
And Tomlinson looked down and down, and saw beneath his feet 
The frontlet of a tortured star milk-white in Hell-Mouth heat. 
"O I had a love on earth," said he, "that kissed me to my fall; 
"And if ye would call my love to me I know she would answer all." 
—"All that ye did in love forbid it shall be written fair, 
"But now ye wait at Hell-Mouth Gate and not in Berkeley Square: 
"Though we whistled your love from her bed to-night, I trow she would not run, 
"For the sin that ye do by two and two ye must pay for one by one!" 
The Wind that blows between the Worlds, it cut him like a knife, 



And Tomlinson took up the tale and spoke of his sins in life:— 
"Once I ha' laughed at the power of Love and twice at the grip of the Grave, 
"And thrice I ha' patted my God on the head that men might call me brave." 
The Devil he blew on a brandered soul and laid it aside to cool:— 
"Do ye think I would waste my good pit-coal on the hide of a brain-sick fool? 
"I see no worth in the hobnail mirth or the jolthead jest ye did 
"That I should waken my gentlemen that are sleeping three on a grid." 
Then Tomlinson looked back and forth, and there was little grace, 
For Hell-Gate filled the houseless soul with the Fear of Naked Space. 
"Nay, this I ha' heard," quo' Tomlinson, "and this was noised abroad, 
"And this I ha' got from a Belgian book on the word of a dead French lord." 
—"Ye ha' heard, ye ha' read, ye ha' got, good lack! and the tale begins afresh— 
"Have ye sinned one sin for the pride o' the eye or the sinful lust of the flesh?" 
Then Tomlinson he gripped the bars and yammered, "Let me in— 
"For I mind that I borrowed my neighbour's wife to sin the deadly sin." 
The Devil he grinned behind the bars, and banked the fires high: 
"Did ye read of that sin in a book?" said he; and Tomlinson said, "Ay!" 
The Devil he blew upon his nails, and the little devils ran, 
And he said: "Go husk this whimpering thief that comes in the guise of a man: 
"Winnow him out 'twixt star and star, and sieve his proper worth: 
"There's sore decline in Adam's line if this be spawn of Earth." 
Empusa's crew, so naked-new they may not face the fire, 
But weep that they bin too small to sin to the height of their desire, 
Over the coal they chased the Soul, and racked it all abroad, 
As children rifle a caddis-case or the raven's foolish hoard. 
And back they came with the tattered Thing, as children after play, 
And they said: "The soul that he got from God he has bartered clean away. 
"We have threshed a stook of print and book, and winnowed a chattering wind, 
"And many a soul wherefrom he stole, but his we cannot find. 
"We have handled him, we have dandled him, we have seared him to the bone, 
"And, Sire, if tooth and nail show truth he has no soul of his own." 
The Devil he bowed his head to his breast and rumbled deep and low:— 
"I'm all o'er-sib to Adam's breed that I should bid him go. 
"Yet close we lie, and deep we lie, and if I gave him place, 
"My gentlemen that are so proud would flout me to my face; 
"They'd call my house a common stews and me a careless host, 
"And—I would not anger my gentlemen for the sake of a shiftless ghost." 
The Devil he looked at the mangled Soul that prayed to feel the flame, 
And he thought of Holy Charity, but he thought of his own good name:— 
"Now ye could haste my coal to waste, and sit ye down to fry. 
"Did ye think of that theft for yourself?" said he; and Tomlinson said, "Ay!" 
The Devil he blew an outward breath, for his heart was free from care:— 
"Ye have scarce the soul of a louse," he said, "but the roots of sin are there, 
"And for that sin should ye come in were I the lord alone, 
"But sinful pride has rule inside—ay, mightier than my own. 
"Honour and Wit, fore-damned they sit, to each his Priest and Whore; 



"Nay, scarce I dare myself go there, and you they'd torture sore. 
"Ye are neither spirit nor spirk," he said; "ye are neither book nor brute— 
"Go, get ye back to the flesh again for the sake of Man's repute. 
"I'm all o'er-sib to Adam's breed that I should mock your pain, 
"But look that ye win to a worthier sin ere ye come back again. 
"Get hence, the hearse is at your door—the grim black stallions wait— 
"They bear your clay to place to-day. Speed, lest ye come too late! 
"Go back to Earth with lip unsealed—go back with open eye, 
"And carry my word to the Sons of Men or ever ye come to die: 
"That the sin they do by two and two they must pay for one by one, 
"And . . . the God you took from a printed book be with you, Tomlinson!" 

 

WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS (1865-1939) is another poet who loved folklore. Yeats was 
Irish and grew up in a world inhabited by the supernatural. One fellow criticized Yeats 
because he only talked about two things: poetry and spooks. Like Rossetti, his vision is 
not sentimental Victorianism but dark and fresh. 

THE STOLEN CHILD 

Where dips the rocky highland 
Of Sleuth Wood in the lake, 
There lies a leafy island 
Where flapping herons wake 
The drowsy water-rats; 
There we've hid our faery vats, 
Full of berries 
And of reddest stolen chetries. 
Come away, O human child! 
To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 
For the world's more full of weeping than you 
can understand.  

Where the wandering water gushes 
From the hills above Glen-Car,. 
In pools among the rushes 
That scarce could bathe a star, 
We seek for slumbering trout 
And whispering in their ears 
Give them unquiet dreams; 
Leaning softly out 
From ferns that drop their tears 
Over the young streams. 
Come away, O human child! 



To to waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 
For to world's morefully of weeping than you 
can understand.  

Away with us he's going, 
The solemn-eyed: 
He'll hear no more the lowing 
Of the calves on the warm hillside 
Or the kettle on the hob 
Sing peace into his breast, 
Or see the brown mice bob 
Round and round the oatmeal-chest. 
For be comes, the human child, 
To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 
from a world more full of weeping than you. 

 

WALTER DE LA MARE (1873- 1956) has two reputations. He is well known for his 
children’s verse or his grown-up ghost stories. In “The Listeners” we find both poetry 
and haunts.  

THE LISTENERS 

"Is there anybody there?" said the Traveller, 
Knocking on the moonlit door; 
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 
Of the forest's ferny floor; 
And a bird flew up out of the turret, 
Above the Traveller's head: 
And he smote upon the door again a second time; 
"Is there anybody there?" he said. 
But no one descended to the Traveller; 
No head from the leaf-fringed sill 
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, 
Where he stood perplexed and still. 
But only a host of Phantom listeners 
That dwelt in the lone house then 
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 
To that voice from the world of men: 
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair, 
That goes down the empty hall, 
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 
By the lonely Traveller's call. 



And he felt in his heart their strangeness, 
Their stillness answering his cry, 
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, 
`Neath the starred and leafy sky; 
For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted his head: -  
"Tell them I came, and no one answered, 
That I kept my word," he said. 
Never the least stir made the listeners, 
Though every word he spake 
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 
From the one man left awake: 
Ay, they heard his foot in the stirrup, 
And the sound of iron on stone, 
And how the silence surged softly backward, 
When the plunging hoofs were gone. 

ANN RADCLIFFE (1764-1823) is the author of The Mysteries of Udolpho, a Gothic 
romance that was widely popular and fairly influential for many decades on both other 
Gothic writers and authors like Jane Austin. This piece on poetics was published in The 
New Monthly Magazine and Literary Journal in 1826. 

CONCLUSION: THE SUPERNATURAL IN POETRY 

   
            One of our travellers began a grave dissertation on the illusions of the 
imagination. "And not only on frivolous occasions," said he, "but in the most important 
pursuits of life, an object often flatters and charms at a distance, which vanishes into 
nothing as we approach it; and 'tis well if it leave only disappointment in our hearts. 
Sometimes a severer monitor is left there."  

            These truisms, delivered with an air of discovery by Mr. S––, who seldom 
troubled himself to think upon any subject, except that of a good dinner, were lost upon 
his companion, who, pursuing the airy conjectures which the present scene, however 
humbled, had called up, was following Shakspeare into unknown regions. "Where is now 
the undying spirit," said he, "that could so exquisitely perceive and feel?–that could 
inspire itself with the various characters of this world, and create worlds of its own; to 
which the grand and the beautiful, the gloomy and the sublime of visible Nature, up-
called not only corresponding feelings, but passions ; which seemed to perceive a soul in 
every thing: and thus, in the secret workings of its own characters, and in the 
combinations of its incidents, kept the elements and local scenery always in unison with 
them, heightening their effect. So the conspirators at Rome pass under the fiery showers 
and sheeted lightning of the thunder-storm, to meet, at midnight, in the porch of 
Pompey's theatre. The streets being then deserted by the affrighted multitude, that place, 
open as it was, was convenient for their council; and, as to the storm, they felt it not; it 
was not more terrible to them than their own passions, nor so terrible to others as the 



dauntless spirit that makes them, almost unconsciously, brave its fury. These appalling 
circumstances, with others of supernatural import, attended the fall of the conqueror of 
the world–a man, whose power Cassius represents to be dreadful as this night, when the 
sheeted dead were seen in the lightning to glide along the streets of Rome. How much 
does the sublimity of these attendant circumstances heighten our idea of the power of 
Caesar, of the terrific grandeur of his character, and prepare and interest us for his fate. 
The whole soul is roused and fixed, in the full energy of attention, upon the progress of 
the conspiracy against him; and, had not Shakespeare wisely withdrawn him from our 
view, there would have been no balance of our passions."–" Caesar was a tyrant," said 
Mr. S––. W–– looked at him for a moment, and smiled, and then silently resumed the 
course of his own thoughts. No master ever knew how to touch the accordant springs of 
sympathy by small circumstances like our own Shakspeare. In Cymbeline, for instance, 
how finely such circumstances are made use of, to awaken, at once, solemn expectation 
and tenderness, and, by recalling the softened remembrance of a sorrow long past, to 
prepare the mind to melt at one that was approaching, mingling at the same time, by 
means of a mysterious occurrence, a slight tremour of awe with our pity.  

[1] Having been permitted to extract the above eloquent passages from the manuscripts of the author of the 
"Mysteries of Udolpho," we have given this title to them, though certainly they were not intended by the 
writer to be offered as a formal or deliberate essay, under this, or any other, denomination. They were, 
originally, part of an Introduction to the Romance, or Phantasie, which is about to appear. The discussion is 
supposed to be carried on by two travellers in Shakspeare's native county. Warwickshire.  

Thus, when Belarius and Arviragus return to the cave where they had left the unhappy 
and worn-out Imogen to repose, while they are yet standing before it, and Arviragus, 
speaking of her with tenderest pity, as "the poor sick Fidele," goes out to enquire for 
her,–solernn music is heard from the cave, sounded by that harp of which Guiderius says, 
"Since the death of my dearest mother, it did not speak before. All solemn things should 
answer solemn accidents." Immediately Arviragus enters with Fidele senseless in his 
arms  

"The bird is dead, that we have made so much of.  
–How found you him?  
Stark, as you see, thus smiling. 
–I thought he slept, and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose rudeness  
Answered my steps too loud."–"Why he but sleeps!"  

        * * * * *  

"With fairest flowers 
While summer lasts, AND I LIVE HERE, FIDELE, 
I'll sweeten thy sad grave––"  

            Tears alone can speak the touching simplicity of the whole scene. Macbeth shows, 
by many instances, how much Shakspeare delighted to heighten the effect of his 
characters and his story by correspondent scenery : there the desolate heath, the troubled 



elements, assist the mischief of his malignant beings. But who, after hearing Macbeth's 
thrilling question–  

––"What are these, 
So withered and so wild in their attire, 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth,  
And yet are on't?"––  

who would have thought of reducing them to mere human beings, by attiring them not 
only like the inhabitants of the earth, but in the dress of a particular country, and making 
them downright Scotch-women ? thus not only contradicting the very words of Macbeth, 
but withdrawing from these cruel agents of the passions all that strange and supernatural 
air which had made them so affecting to the imagination, and which was entirely suitable 
to the solemn and important events they were foretelling and accomplishing. Another 
improvement on Shakspeare is the introducing a crowd of witches thus arrayed, instead of 
the three beings "so withered and so wild in their attire" About the latter part of this 
sentence, W––, as he was apt to do, thought aloud, and Mr. S–– said, "I, now, have 
sometimes considered, that it was quite suitable to make Scotch witches on the stage, 
appear like Scotch women. You must recollect that, in the superstition concerning 
witches, they lived familiarly upon the earth, mortal sorcerers, and were not always 
known from mere old women; consequently they must have appeared in the dress of the 
country where they happened to live, or they would have been more than suspected of 
witchcraft, which we find was not always the case."  

            "You are speaking of old women, and not of witches," said W–– laughing, "and I 
must more than suspect you of crediting that obsolete superstition which destroyed so 
many wretched, yet guiltless persons, if I allow your argument to have any force. I am 
speaking of the only real witch–the witch of the poet; and all our notions and feelings 
connected with terror accord with his. The wild attire, the look not of this earth, are 
essential traits of supernatural agents, working evil in the darkness of mystery. Whenever 
the poet's witch condescends, according to the vulgar notion, to mingle mere ordinary 
mischief with her malignity, and to become familiar, she is ludicrous, and loses her 
power over the imagination; the illusion vanishes. So vexatious is the effect of the stage-
witches upon my mind, that I should probably have left the theatre when they appeared, 
had not the fascination of Mrs. Siddons's influence so spread itself over the whole play, 
as to overcome my disgust, and to make me forget even Shakspeare himself; while all 
consciousness of fiction was lost, and his thoughts lived and breathed before me in the 
very form of truth. Mrs. Siddons, like Shakspeare, always disappears in the character she 
represents, and throws an illusion over the whole scene around her, that conceals many 
defects in the arrangements of the theatre. I should suppose she would be the finest 
Hamlet that ever appeared, excelling even her own brother in that character; she would 
more fully preserve the tender and refined melancholy, the deep sensibility, which are the 
peculiar charm of Hamlet, and which appear not only in the ardour, but in the occasional 
irresolution and weakness of his character–the secret spring that reconciles all his 
inconsistencies. A sensibility so profound can with difficulty be justly imagined, and 
therefore can very rarely be assumed. Her brother's firmness, incapable of being always 



subdued, does not so fully enhance, as her tenderness would, this part of the character. 
The strong light which shows the mountains of a landscape in all their greatness, and with 
all their rugged sharpnesses, gives them nothing of the interest with which a more 
gloomy tint would invest their grandeur; dignifying, though it softens, and magnifying, 
while it obscures."  

            "I still think," said Mr. S––, without attending to these remarks, "that, in a popular 
superstition, it is right to go with the popular notions, and dress your witches like the old 
women of the place where they are supposed to have appeared."  

            "As far as these notions prepare us for the awe which the poet designs to excite, I 
agree with you that he is right in availing himself of them; but, for this purpose, every 
thing familiar and common should be carefully avoided. In nothing has Shakspeare been 
more successful than in this; and in another case somewhat more difficult–that of 
selecting circumstances of manners and appearance for his supernatural beings, which, 
though wild and remote, in the highest degree, from common apprehension, never shock 
the understanding by incompatibility with themselves–never compel us, for an instant, to 
recollect that be has a licence for extravagance. Above every ideal being is the ghost of 
Hamlet, with all its attendant incidents of time and place. The dark watch upon the 
remote platform, the dreary aspect of the night, the very expression of the officer on 
guard, ‘the air bites shrewdly; it is very cold;' the recollection of a star, an unknown 
world, are all circumstances  

   
which excite forlorn, melancholy, and solemn feelings, and dispose us to welcome, with 
trembling curiosity, the awful being that draws near; and to indulge in that strange 
mixture of horror, pity, and indignation, produced by the tale it reveals. Every minute 
circumstance of the scene between those watching on the platform, and of that between 
them and Horatio, preceding the entrance of the apparition, contributes to excite some 
feeling of dreariness, or melancholy, or solemnity, or expectation, in unison with, and 
leading on toward that high curiosity and thrilling awe with which we witness the 
conclusion of the scene. So the first question of Bernardo, and the words in reply, ‘Stand 
and unfold yourself.' But there is not a single circumstance in either dialogue, not even in 
this short one, with which the play opens, that does not take its secret effect upon the 
imagination. It ends with Bernardo desiring his brother-officer, after having asked 
whether he has had ‘quiet watch,' to hasten the guard, if he should chance to meet them; 
and we immediately feel ourselves alone on this dreary ground.  

            When Horatio enters, the challenge–the dignified answers, ‘Friends to this 
ground, and liegemen to the Dane,'–the question of Horatio to Bernardo, touching the 
apparition–the unfolding of the reason why ‘Horatio has consented to watch with them 
the minutes of this night'–the sitting down together, while Bernardo relates the particulars 
of what they had seen for two nights; and, above all, the few lines with which he begins 
his story, ‘Last night of all,' and the distinguishing, by the situation of ‘yon same star,' the 
very point of time when the spirit had appeared–the abruptness with which he breaks off, 
‘the bell then beating one'–the instant appearance of the ghost, as though ratifying the 



story for the very truth itself–all these are circumstances which the deepest sensibility 
only could have suggested, and which, if you read them a thousand times, still continue to 
affect you almost as much as at first. I thrill with delightful awe, even while I recollect 
and mention them, as instances of the exquisite art of the poet."  

            "Certainly you must be very superstitious," said Mr. S––, "or such things could 
not interest you thus."  

            "There are few people less so than I am," replied W––, "or I understand myself 
and the meaning of superstition very ill."  

            "That is quite paradoxical."  

            "It appears so, but so it is not. If I cannot explain this, take it as a mystery of the 
human mind."  

            "If it were possible for me to believe the appearance of ghosts at all," replied Mr. 
S––, "it would certainly be the ghost of Hamlet; but I never can suppose such things ; 
they are out of all reason and probability."  

            "You would believe the immortality of the soul," said W––, with solemnity, "even 
without the aid of revelation; yet our confined faculties cannot comprehend how the soul 
may exist after separation from the body. I do not absolutely know that spirits are 
permitted to become visible to us on earth; yet that they may be permitted to appear for 
very rare and important purposes, such as could scarcely have been accomplished without 
an equal suspension, or a momentary change, of the laws prescribed to what we call 
Nature–that is, without one more exercise of the same Creative Power of which we must 
acknowledge so many millions of existing instances, and by which alone we ourselves at 
this moment breathe, think, or disquisite at all, cannot be impossible,    
and, I think, is probable. Now, probability is enough for the poet's justification, the ghost 
being supposed to have come for an important purpose. Oh, I should never be weary of 
dwelling on the perfection of Shakspeare, in his management of every scene connected 
with that most solemn and mysterious being, which takes such entire possession of the 
imagination, that we hardly seem conscious we are beings of this world while we 
contemplate ‘the extravagant and erring spirit.' The spectre departs, accompanied by 
natural circumstances as touching as those with which he had approached. It is by the 
strange light of the glow-worm, which ‘'gins to pale his ineffectual fire ;' it is at the first 
scent of the morning air–the living breath, that the apparition retires. There is, however, 
no little vexation in seeing the ghost of Hamlet played. The finest imagination is requisite 
to give the due colouring to such a character on the stage; and yet almost any actor is 
thought capable of performing it. In the scene where Horatio breaks his secret to Hamlet, 
Shakespeare, still true to the touch of circumstances, makes the time evening, and marks 
it by the very words of Hamlet, ‘Good even, sir,' which Hanmer and Warburton changed, 
without any reason, to ‘good morning,' thus making Horatio relate his most interesting 
and solemn story by the clear light of the cheerfullest part of the day; when busy sounds 
are stirring, and the sun itself seems to contradict every doubtful tale, and lessen every 



feeling of terror. The discord of this must immediately be understood by those who have 
bowed the willing soul to the poet."  

            "How happens it then," said Mr. S––, "that objects of terror sometimes strike us 
very forcibly, when introduced into scenes of gaiety and splendour, as, for instance, in the 
Banquet scene in Macbeth ?"  

            "They strike, then, chiefly by the force of contrast," replied W––; "but the effect, 
though sudden and strong, is also transient; it is the thrill of horror and surprise, which 
they then communicate, rather than the deep and solemn feelings excited under more 
accordant circumstances, and left long upon the mind. Who ever suffered for the ghost of 
Banquo, the gloomy and sublime kind of terror, which that of Hamlet calls forth? though 
the appearance of Banquo, at the high festival of Macbeth, not only tells us that he is 
murdered, but recalls to our minds the fate of the gracious Duncan, laid in silence and 
death by those who, in this very scene, are revelling in his spoils. There, though deep pity 
mingles with our surprise and horror, we experience a far less degree of interest, and that 
interest too of an inferior kind. The union of grandeur and obscurity, which Mr. Burke 
describes as a sort of tranquillity tinged with terror, and which causes the sublime, is to 
be found only in Hamlet; or in scenes where circumstances of the same kind prevail."  

            "That may be," said Mr. S––, "and I perceive you are not one of those who 
contend that obscurity does not make any part of the sublime."   "They must be men of 
very cold imaginations," said W––, "with whom certainty is more terrible than surmise. 
Terror and horror are so far opposite, that the first expands the soul, and awakens the 
faculties to a high degree of life; the other contracts, freezes, and nearly annihilates them. 
I apprehend, that neither Shakspeare nor Milton by their fictions, nor Mr. Burke by his 
reasoning, anywhere looked to positive horror as a source of the sublime, though they all  

agree that terror is a very high one ; and where lies the great difference between horror 
and terror, but in the uncertainty and obscurity, that accompany the first, respecting the 
dreaded evil?"  

            "But what say you to Milton's image “On his brow sat horror plumed."  

            "As an image, it certainly is sublime; it fills the mind with an idea of power, but it 
does not follow that Milton intended to declare the feeling of horror to be sublime; and 
after all, his image imparts more of terror than of horror; for it is not distinctly pictured 
forth, but is seen in glimpses through obscuring shades, the great outlines only appearing, 
which excite the imagination to complete the rest; he only says, ‘sat horror plumed ;' you 
will observe, that the look of horror and the other characteristics are left to the 
imagination of the reader; and according to the strength of that, he will feel Milton's 
image to be either sublime or otherwise. Milton, when he sketched it, probably felt, that 
not even his art could fill up the outline, and present to other eyes the countenance which 
his ‘mind's eye' gave to him. Now, if obscurity has so much effect on fiction, what must it 
have in real life, when to ascertain the object of our terror, is frequently to acquire the 



means of escaping it. You will observe, that this image, though indistinct or obscure, is 
not confused."  

            "How can any thing be indistinct and not confused ?" said Mr. S––.  

            "Ay, that question is from the new school," replied W.; "but recollect, that 
obscurity, or indistinctness, is only a negative, which leaves the imagination to act upon 
the few hints that truth reveals to it; confusion is a thing as positive as distinctness, 
though not necessarily so palpable; and it may, by mingling and confounding one image 
with another, absolutely counteract the imagination, instead of exciting it. Obscurity 
leaves something for the imagination to exaggerate; confusion, by blurring one image 
into another, leaves only a chaos in which the mind can find nothing to be magnificent, 
nothing to nourish its fears or doubts, or to act upon in any way; yet confusion and 
obscurity are terms used indiscriminately by those, who would prove, that Shakespeare 
and Milton were wrong when they employed obscurity as a cause of the sublime, that Mr. 
Burke was equally mistaken in his reasoning upon the subject, and that mankind have 
been equally in error, as to the nature of their own feelings, when they were acted upon 
by the illusions of those great masters of the imagination, at whose so potent bidding, the 
passions have been awakened from their sleep, and by whose magic a crowded Theatre 
has been changed to a lonely shore, to a witch's cave, to an enchanted island, to a 
murderer's castle, to the ramparts of an usurper, to the battle, to the midnight carousal of 
the camp or the tavern, to every various scene of the living world."  

            "Yet there are poets, and great ones too," said Mr. S––, "whose minds do not 
appear to have been very susceptible of those circumstances of time and space–of what 
you, perhaps, would call the picturesque in feeling–which you seem to think so necessary 
to the attainment of any powerful effect on the imagination. What say you to Dryden ?"  

            "That lie had a very strong imagination, a fertile wit, a mind well prepared by 
education, and great promptness of feeling; but lie had  

not–at least not in good proportion to his other qualifications–that delicacy of feeling, 
which we call taste; moreover, that his genius was overpowered by the prevailing taste of 
the court, and by an intercourse with the world, too often humiliating to his morals, and 
destructive of his sensibility. Milton's better morals protected his genius, and his 
imagination was not lowered by the world."  

            "Then you seem to think there may be great poets, without a full perception of the 
picturesque; I mean by picturesque, the beautiful and grand in nature and in art–and with 
little susceptibility to what you would call the accordant circumstances, the harmony of 
which is essential to any powerful effect upon your feelings."  

            "No; I cannot allow that. Such men may have high talents, wit, genius, judgment, 
but not the soul of poetry, which is the spirit of all these, and also something wonderfully 
higher–something too fine for definition. It certainly includes an instantaneous 
perception, and an exquisite love of whatever is graceful, grand, and sublime, with the 



power of seizing and combining such circumstances of them, as to strike and interest a 
reader by the representation, even more than a general view of the real scene itself could 
do. Whatever this may be called, which crowns the mind of a poet, and distinguishes it 
from every other mind, our whole heart instantly acknowledges it in Shakespeare , 
Milton, Gray, Collins, Beattie, and a very few others, not excepting Thomson, to whose 
powers the sudden tear of delight and admiration bears at once both testimony and 
tribute. How deficient Dryden was of a poet's feelings in the fine province of the 
beautiful and the graceful, is apparent from his alteration of the Tempest, by which he has 
not only lessened the interest by incumbering the plot, but has absolutely disfigured the 
character of Miranda, whose simplicity, whose tenderness and innocent affections, might, 
to use Shakspeare's own words in another play, ‘ be shrined in crystal.' A love of moral 
beauty is as essential in the mind of a poet, as a love of picturesque beauty. There is as 
much difference between the tone of Dryden's moral feelings and those of Milton, as 
there is between their perceptions of the grand and the beautiful in nature. Yet, when I 
recollect the ‘Alexander's Feast,' I am astonished at the powers of Dryden, and at my own 
daring opinions upon them; and should be ready to unsay much that I have said, did I not 
consider this particular instance of the power of music upon Dryden's mind, to be as 
wonderful as any instance he has exhibited of the effect of that enchanting art in his 
sublime ode. I cannot, however, allow it to be the finest ode in the English language, so 
long as I remember Gray's Bard, and Collins's Ode on the Passions.––But, to return to 
Shakespeare, I have sometimes thought, as I walked in the deep shade of the North 
Terrace of Windsor Castle, when the moon shone on all beyond, that the scene must have 
been present in Shakespeare's mind, when lie drew the night-scenes in Hamlet; and, as I 
have stood on the platform, which there projects over the precipice, and have heard only 
the measured step of a sentinel or the clink of his arms, and have seen his shadow passing 
by moonlight, at the foot of the high Eastern tower, I have almost expected to see the 
royal shade armed cap-a-pee standing still on the lonely platform before me. The very 
star–‘ yon same star that's westward from the pole'–seemed to watch over the Western 
towers of the Terrace, whose high dark lines marked themselves upon the heavens. All 
has been so still and shadowy, so great and solemn, that the scene appeared fit for ‘no 
mortal business nor any sounds that the earth owns.' Did you ever observe the fine effect 
of the Eastern tower, when you stand near the Western end of the North terrace, and its 
tall profile rears itself upon the sky, from nearly the base to the battled top, the lowness of 
the parapet permitting this? It is most striking at night, when the stars appear, at different 
heights, upon its tall dark line, and when the sentinel on watch moves a shadowy figure at 
its foot."  
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Award-winning poet, Bruce Boston, invites 
you into his head. Beware! Strange things 
are lurking in the shadows. 
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G. W. Thomas presents sixteen traditional 
dark poems with illustrations by the master, 

Gustave Dore. Features 
“Triskaideaphobia”, “He Came From the 
Dark, Dusty Hills” and “In the Dungeons 

Cruel” 
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	Now, without further delay…
	EMILY BRONTE (1818-1849) is best remembered as the author of the Gothic novel, Wuthering Heights. In recent years her reputation as a poet has begun to over-shadow Heathcliff, the dark Byronic hero. Emily Bronte lived only thirty short years. This poem
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	ANN RADCLIFFE (1764-1823) is the author of The Mysteries of Udolpho, a Gothic romance that was widely popular and fairly influential for many decades on both other Gothic writers and authors like Jane Austin. This piece on poetics was published in The 
	CONCLUSION: THE SUPERNATURAL IN POETRY
	            "As far as these notions prepare �



