Pious Friendship

How blest the sacred tie that binds

In union sweet according minds!

How swift the heavenly course they run,
Whose hearts, whose faith, whose hopes are one!
To each, the soul of each how dear,
What jealous love, what holy fear!

How doth the generous flame within
Refine from earth and cleanse from sin!
Their streaming tears together flow
For human guilt and mortal woe;

Their ardent prayers together rise,
Like mingling flames in sacrifice.

Together both they seek the place

Where God reveals his awful face;

How high, how strong, their raptures swell,
There's none but kindred souls can tell.
Nor shall the glowing flame expire

When nature droops her sickening fire;
Then shall they meet in realms above,

A heaven of joy—because of love.

Anna Laetitia Barbauld (1743-1825)



She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes;
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had halfimpaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly lightens o’er her face;

Where thoughts serenely sweet express,
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!

George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1822)



The Bee’s Winter Retreat

Go, while the summer suns are bright,
Take at large thy wandering flight,

Go, and load thy tiny feet

With every rich and various sweet;
Cling around the flowering thorn,

Dive in the woodbine's honey'd horn,
Seek the wild rose that shades the dell,
Explore the foxglove's freckled bell;
Orin the heath-flower's fairy cup,
Drink the fragrant spirit up,

But when the meadows shall be mown,
And summer's garlands overblown,
Then come, thou little busy bee,

And let thy homestead be with me:—
There, shelter'd by the straw-built hive,
In my garden thou shalt live,

And that garden shall supply

Thy delicious alchymy;—

There, for thee, in autumn, blows

The Indian pink and latest rose,

The mignonette perfumes the air,

And stocks, unfading flowers, are there.

Yet fear not when the tempests come,
And drive thee to thy waxen home,
That | shall then, most treacherously,
For thy honey murder thee:—

Oh, no! —throughout the winter drear
I'll feed thee, that another year

Thou may'st renew thy industry
Among the flowers, thou busy bee.

Charlotte Smith (1749-1806)



The Nightingale and Glow-Worm

A Nightingale that all day long

Had cheer'd the village with his song,
Noryet at eve his note suspended,
Noryet when even tide was ended,
Began to feel as well he might

The keen demands of appetite;

When looking eagerly around,

He spied far off upon the ground,

A something shining in the dark,

And knew the glow-worm by his spark,
So stooping down from hawthorn top,
He thought to put himin his crop;
The worm aware of his intent,
Harangu'd him thus right eloquent.
Did you admire my lamp, quoth he,

As much as | your minstrelsy,

You would abhor to do me wrong,

As much as | to spoil your song,

For 'twas the self-same power divine,
Taught you to sing, and me to shine,
That you with music, | with light,
Might beautify and cheer the night.
The songster heard his short oration,
And warbling out his approbation,
Releas'd him as my story tells,

And found a supper somewhere else.
Hence jarring sectaries may learn,
Their real int'rest to discern:

That brother should not war with brother,
And worry and devour each other,
But sing and shine by sweet consent,
"Till life's poor transient night is spent,
Respecting in each other's case



The gifts of nature and of grace.

Those christians best deserve the name
Who studiously make peace their aim;
Peace, both the duty and the prize

Of him that creeps and him that flies.

William Cowper (1731-1800)



THE SOFA

| SING the Sofa. |, who lately sang

Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touched with awe

The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand,

Escaped with pain from that advent’rous flight,

Now seek repose upon a humbler theme:

The theme though humble, yet august and proud

The occasion—for the Fair commands the song.
Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use,

Save their own painted skins, our sires had none.

As yet black breeches were not; satin smooth,

Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile:

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock

Washed by the sea, or on the gravelly bank

Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud,

Fearless of wrong, reposed his weary strength.

Those barbarous ages past, succeeded next

The birthday of invention; weak at first,

Dull in design, and clumsy to perform.

Joint-stools were then created; on three legs

Upborne they stood. Three legs upholding firm

A massy slab, in fashion square or round.

On such a stool immortal Alfred sat,

And swayed the sceptre of his infant realms;

And such in ancient halls and mansions drear

May still be seen, but perforated sore

And drilled in holes the solid oak is found,

By worms voracious eating through and through.
At length a generation more refined

Improved the simple plan, made three legs four,

Gave them a twisted form vermicular,

And o’er the seat, with plenteous wadding stuffed,

Induced a splendid cover green and blue,

Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought



And woven close, or needlework sublime.

There might ye see the peony spread wide,

The full-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass,

Lapdog and lambkin with black staring eyes,

And parrots with twin cherries in their beak.
Now came the cane from India, smooth and bright

With Nature’s varnish; severed into stripes

That interlaced each other, these supplied,

Of texture firm, a lattice-work that braced

The new machine, and it became a chair.

But restless was the chair; the back erect

Distressed the weary loins that felt no ease;

The slippery seat betrayed the sliding part

That pressed it, and the feet hung dangling down,

Anxious in vain to find the distant floor.

These for the rich: the rest, whom fate had placed

In modest mediocrity, content

With base materials, sat on well-tanned hides

Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth,

With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn,

Or scarlet crewel in the cushion fixed:

If cushion might be called, what harder seemed

Than the firm oak of which the frame was formed.

No want of timber then was felt or feared

In Albion’s happy isle. The lumber stood

Ponderous, and fixed by its own massy weight.

But elbows still were wanting; these, some say,

An alderman of Cripplegate contrived,

And some ascribe the invention to a priest

Burly and big, and studious of his ease.

But rude at first, and not with easy slope

Receding wide, they pressed against the ribs,

And bruised the side, and elevated high

Taught the raised shoulders to invade the ears.

Long time elapsed or e’er our rugged sires



Complained, though incommodiously pent in,
And ill at ease behind. The ladies first

Gan murmur, as became the softer sex.
Ingenious fancy, never better pleased

Than when employed to accommodate the fair,
Heard the sweet moan with pity, and devised
The soft settee; one elbow at each end,

And in the midst an elbow, it received,
United yet divided, twain at once.

So sit two kings of Brentford on one throne;
And so two citizens who take the air,

Close packed and smiling in a chaise and one.
But relaxation of the languid frame

By soft recumbency of outstretched limbs,
Was bliss reserved for happier days; so slow
The growth of what is excellent, so hard

To attain perfection in this nether world.
Thus first necessity invented stools,
Convenience next suggested elbow-chairs,
And luxury the accomplished Sofa last.

William Cowper (1731-1800)
from The Task Book 1



The village life, and every care that reigns

O'er youthful peasants and declining swains;
What labour yields, and what, that labour past,
Age, in its hour of languor, finds at last;

What forms the real picture of the poor,
Demands a song—the Muse can give no more.
Fled are those times, if e'er such times were seen,
When rustic poets praised their native green;

No shepherds now, in smooth alternate verse,
Their country's beauty or their nymphs' rehearse;
Yet still for these we frame the tender strain,
Still in our lays fond Corydons complain,

And shepherds' boys their amorous pains reveal,
The only pains, alas! they never feel.

On Mincio's banks, in Caesar's bounteous reign,
If Tityrus found the Golden Age again,

Must sleepy bards the flattering dream prolong,
Mechanic echoes of the Mantuan song?

From truth and nature shall we widely stray,
Where Virgil, not where Fancy, leads the way?
Yes, thus the Muses sing of happy swains,
Because the Muses never knew their pains.

They boast their peasants' pipes, but peasants now
Resign their pipes and plod behind the plough;
And few amid the rural tribe have time

To number syllables and play with rhyme;

Save honest Duck, what son of verse could share
The poet's rapture and the peasant's care?

Or the great labours of the field degrade

With the new peril of a poorer trade?

From one chief cause these idle praises spring,
That themes so easy few forbear to sing;

They ask no thought, require no deep design,
But swell the song and liquefy the line;

The gentle lover takes the rural strain,



A nymph his mistress and himself'a swain;

With no sad scenes he clouds his tuneful prayer,
But all, to look like her, is painted fair.

| grant indeed that fields and flocks have charms
For him that gazes or for him that farms;

But when amid such pleasing scenes | trace

The poor laborious natives of the place,

And see the mid-day sun, with fervid ray,

On their bare heads and dewy temples play;

While some, with feebler heads and fainter hearts,
Deplore their fortune, yet sustain their parts:
Then shall | dare these realills to hide

In tinsel trappings of poetic pride?

No, cast by Fortune on a frowning coast,

Which can no groves nor happy valleys boast;
Where other cares than those the Muse relates,
And other shepherds dwell with other mates;

By such examples taught, | paint the cot,

As truth will paint it, and as bards will not:

Nor you, ye poor, of lettered scorn complain,
Toyou the smoothest song is smooth in vain;
O'ercome by labour and bowed down by time,
Feel you the barren flattery of a rhyme?

Can poets soothe you, when you pine for bread,
By winding myrtles round your ruined shed?

Can their light tales your weighty griefs o'erpower,
Or glad with airy mirth the toilsome hour?

Lo! where the heath, with withering brake grown o'er,
Lends the light turfthat warms the neighboring poor;
From thence a length of burning sand appears,
Where the thin harvest waves its withered ears;
Rank weeds, that every art and care defy,

Reign o'er the land and rob the blighted rye:

There thistles stretch their prickly arms afar,

And to the ragged infant threaten war;



There poppies, nodding, mock the hope of tall,
There the blue bugloss paints the sterile solil;
Hardy and high, above the slender sheaf,

The slimy mallow waves her silky leaf;

O'er the young shoot the charlock throws a shade,
And the wild tare clings round the sickly blade;
With mingled tints the rocky coasts abound,

And a sad splendour vainly shines around.

George Crabbe (17564-1832)
from The Village Book One



Lochinvar

O young Lochinvar is come out of the west,

Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;
And save his good broadsword he weapons had none,
He rode all unarm’d, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

He staid not for brake, and he stopp’d not for stone,
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none;
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

The bride had consented, the gallant came late:
Foralaggard inlove, and a dastard in war,

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.

So boldly he enter’d the Netherby Hall,

Among bride’s-men, and kinsmen, and brothers and all:
Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword,
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,)
“O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?”

“l long woo’d your daughter, my suit you denied;—
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide—
And now | am come, with this lost love of mine,

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.”

The bride kiss'd the goblet: the knight took it up,
He quaff'd off the wine, and he threw down the cup.
She look’d down to blush, and she look’d up to sigh,
With a smile on herlips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,—



“Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;
And the bride-maidens whisper’d, “twere better by far
To have match’d our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.”

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reach’d the hall-door, and the charger stood near;
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung,

So light to the saddle before her he sprung!

“She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur;

They’'ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth young Lochinvar.

There was mounting ‘'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran:
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?

Sir Walter Scott (1771-1832)



