
Week 26 

Flower in the Crannied Wall 

Flower in the crannied wall, 

I pluck you out of the crannies, 

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand, 

Little flower--but if I could understand 

What you are, root and all, and all in all, 

I should know what God and man is. 

Crossing the Bar 

Sunset and evening star, 

And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 

When I put out to sea, 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 

Too full for sound or foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 

Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell, 

And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell; 

When I embark; 

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place 

The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my pilot face to face 

When I have crossed the bar. 

The Eagle 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 

Close to the sun in lonely lands, 

Ring'd with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 

He watches from his mountain walls, 

And like a thunderbolt he falls. 

Week 27 

As Thro the Land  

Songs from The Princess I 

As thro’ the land at eve we went, 

And pluck’d the ripen’d ears, 

We fell out, my wife and I, 

O we fell out I know not why, 

And kiss’d again with tears, 

And blessings on the falling out 

That all the more endears, 

When we fall out with those we love 

And kiss again with tears! 

For when we came where lies the child 

We lost in other years, 

There above the little grave, 

O there above the little grave, 

We kiss’d again with tears.  

Sweet and Low  

Songs from The Princess, Sweet & Low II 

Sweet and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea! 

Over the rolling waters go, 

Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me; 

While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Rest, rest, on mother’s breast, 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Father will come to his babe in the nest, 

Silver sails all out of the west 

Under the silver moon: 

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep. –  

 

The Splendor Falls 

Songs from The Princess “Bugle Song” III 

The splendor falls on castle walls 

And snowy summits old in story: 

The long light shakes across the lakes 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes dying, dying, dying. 

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear, 

And thinner, clearer, farther going! 

O sweet and far from cliff and scar 

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 

Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying, 

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes dying, dying, dying. 

O love they die in yon rich sky, 

They faint on hill or field, or river: 

Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 

And grow forever and forever. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 



Tears, Idle Tears 
Songs from The Princess IV 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 

Tears from the depth of some divine despair 

Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy Autumn-fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 

That brings our friends up from the underworld, 

Sad as the last which reddens over one 

That sinks with all we love below the verge; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 

The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds 

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square; 

So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

Dear as remembered kisses after death, 

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned 

On lips that are for others; deep as love, 

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 

O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 

Thy Voice is Heard 
Songs from “The Princess” V 

THY voice is heard thro’ rolling drums  

  That beat to battle where he stands;  

Thy face across his fancy comes,  

  And gives the battle to his hands:  

A moment, while the trumpets blow,         5 

  He sees his brood about thy knee;  

The next, like fire he meets the foe,  

  And strikes him dead for thine and thee.  

 

Ask Me No More 

Songs from “The Princess” VI. 

Ask me no more: the moon may draw the sea;  

The cloud may stoop from heaven and take the 

shape,  

With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;  

But O too fond, when have I answer'd thee?  

Ask me no more.  

 

Ask me no more: what answer should I give?  

I love not hollow cheek or faded eye:  

Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die!  

Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live;  

Ask me no more.  

  

Ask me no more: thy fate and mine are seal'd:  

I strove against the stream and all in vain:  

Let the great river take me to the main:  

No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield;  

Ask me no more 

 

Week 28 

Home They Brought 

Home they brought her warrior dead:  

She nor swooned, nor uttered cry:  

All her maidens, watching, said,  

‘She must weep or she will die.’  

 

Then they praised him, soft and low,  

Called him worthy to be loved,  

Truest friend and noblest foe;  

Yet she neither spoke nor moved.  

 

Stole a maiden from her place,  

Lightly to the warrior stepped,  

Took the face-cloth from the face;  

Yet she neither moved nor wept.  

 

Rose a nurse of ninety years,  

Set his child upon her knee—  

Like summer tempest came her tears—  

‘Sweet my child, I live for thee.’  

Now Sleeps the Crimson Petal 

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white; 

Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk; 

Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font: 

The firefly wakens: waken thou with me. 

Now droops the milkwhite peacock like a ghost, 

And like a ghost she glimmers on to me. 

Now lies the Earth all Danaë to the stars, 

And all thy heart lies open unto me. 

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves 

A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me. 



Now folds the lily all her sweetness up, 

And slips into the bosom of the lake: 

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip 

Into my bosom and be lost in me. 

The Shell 
From Maud 

SEE what a lovely shell,  

Small and pure as a pearl,  

Lying close to my foot,  

Frail, but a work divine,  

Made so fairily well         5 

With delicate spire and whorl,  

How exquisitely minute,  

A miracle of design!  

  

What is it? a learned man  

Could give it a clumsy name.         10 

Let him name it who can,  

The beauty would be the same.  

  

The tiny cell is forlorn,  

Void of the little living will  

That made it stir on the shore.         15 

Did he stand at the diamond door  

Of his house in a rainbow frill?  

Did he push, when he was uncurl’d,  

A golden foot or a fairy horn  

Thro’ his dim water-world?         20 

  

Slight, to be crush’d with a tap  

Of my finger-nail on the sand,  

Small, but a work divine,  

Frail, but of force to withstand,  

Year upon year, the shock         25 

Of cataract seas that snap  

The three-decker’s oaken spine  

Athwart the ledges of rock,  

Here on the Breton strand!  

 

Week 29 

Prefatory Poem to My Brother’s Sonnets 
Midnight June 30 1879 

I. 

 

Midnight–in no midsummer tune 

The breakers lash the shores: 

The cuckoo of a joyless June 

Is calling out of doors: 

 

And thou hast vanish’d from thine own 

To that which looks like rest, 

True brother, only to be known 

By those who love thee best. 

 

II. 

 

Midnight–and joyless June gone by, 

And from the deluged park 

The cuckoo of a worse July 

Is calling thro’ the dark: 

 

But thou art silent underground, 

And o’er thee streams the rain, 

True poet, surely to be found 

When Truth is found again. 

 

III. 

 

And now, in these unsummer’d skies 

The summer bird is still, 

Far off a phantom cuckoo cries 

From out a phantom hill; 

 

And thro’ this midnight breaks the sun 

Of sixty years away, 

The light of days when life begun, 

The days that seem to-day, 

 

When all my griefs were shared with thee, 

As all my hopes were thine– 

As all thou wert was one with me, 

May all thou art be mine! 

Charge of the Light Brigade 

Half a league, half a league, 

Half a league onward, 

All in the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred. 

Forward, the Light Brigade! 

Charge for the guns!' he said: 

Into the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred. 

Forward, the Light Brigade!' 

Was there a man dismay'd? 

Not tho' the soldier knew 



Some one had blunder'd: 

Their's not to make reply, 

Their's not to reason why, 

Their's but to do and die: 

Into the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred. 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon in front of them 

Volley'd and thunder'd; 

Storm'd at with shot and shell, 

Boldly they rode and well, 

Into the jaws of Death, 

Into the mouth of Hell 

Rode the six hundred. 

Flash'd all their sabres bare, 

Flash'd as they turn'd in air 

Sabring the gunners there, 

Charging an army, while 

All the world wonder'd: 

Plunged in the battery-smoke 

Right thro' the line they broke; 

Cossack and Russian 

Reel'd from the sabre-stroke 

Shatter'd and sunder'd. 

Then they rode back, but not 

Not the six hundred. 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon behind them 

Volley'd and thunder'd; 

Storm'd at with shot and shell, 

While horse and hero fell, 

They that had fought so well 

Came thro' the jaws of Death, 

Back from the mouth of Hell, 

All that was left of them, 

Left of six hundred. 

When can their glory fade? 

O the wild charge they made! 

All the world wonder'd. 

Honour the charge they made! 

Honour the Light Brigade, 

Noble six hundred! 

Break, Break, Break 

Break, break, break 

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 

The thoughts that arise in me. 

O, well for the fisherman's boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play! 

O, well for the sailor lad, 

That he sings in his boat on the bay! 

And the stately ships go on 

To their haven under the hill; 

But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand, 

And the sound of a voice that is still! 

Break, break, break 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea! 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 

Will never come back to me. 

 

Week 30 
 

Mariana 
WITH BLACKEST moss the flower-plots  

Were thickly crusted, one and all:  

The rusted nails fell from the knots  

That held the pear to the gable-wall.  

The broken sheds look'd sad and strange:  

Unlifted was the clinking latch;  

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch  

Upon the lonely moated grange.  

She only said, "My life is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

Her tears fell with the dews at even;  

Her tears fell ere the dews were dried;  

She could not look on the sweet heaven,  

Either at morn or eventide.  

After the flitting of the bats,  

When thickest dark did trance the sky,  

She drew her casement-curtain by,  

And glanced athwart the glooming flats.  

She only said, "My life is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

Upon the middle of the night,  

Waking she heard the night-fowl crow:  

The cock sung out an hour ere light:  



From the dark fen the oxen's low  

Came to her: without hope of change,  

In sleep she seem'd to walk forlorn,  

Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn  

About the lonely moated grange.  

She only said, "The day is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

About a stone-cast from the wall  

A sluice with blacken'd waters slept,  

And o'er it many, round and small,  

The cluster'd marish-mosses crept.  

Hard by a poplar shook alway,  

All silver-green with gnarled bark:  

For leagues no other tree did mark  

The level waste, the rounding gray.  

She only said, "My life is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

And ever when the moon was low,  

And the shrill winds were up and away  

In the white curtain, to and fro,  

She saw the gusty shadow sway.  

But when the moon was very low,  

And wild winds bound within their cell,  

The shadow of the poplar fell  

Upon her bed, across her brow.  

She only said, "The night is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

All day within the dreamy house,  

The doors upon their hinges creak'd;  

The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse  

Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek'd,  

Or from the crevice peer'd about.  

Old faces glimmer'd thro' the doors,  

Old footsteps trod the upper floors,  

Old voices call'd her from without.  

She only said, "My life is dreary,  

He cometh not," she said;  

She said, "I am aweary, aweary,  

I would that I were dead!"  

 

The sparrow's chirrup on the roof,  

The slow clock ticking, and the sound  

Which to the wooing wind aloof  

The poplar made, did all confound  

Her sense; but most she loath'd the hour  

When the thick-moted sunbeam lay  

Athwart the chambers, and the day  

Was sloping toward his western bower.  

Then, said she, "I am very dreary,  

He will not come," she said;  

She wept, "I am aweary, aweary,  

O God, that I were dead!" 

 

Mariana in the South 
With one black shadow at its feet,  

         The house thro' all the level shines,  

Close-latticed to the brooding heat,  

         And silent in its dusty vines:  

A faint-blue ridge upon the right,  

         An empty river-bed before,  

         And shallows on a distant shore,  

In glaring sand and inlets bright.  

                But "Aye Mary," made she moan,  

                        And "Aye Mary," night and morn,  

                And "Ah," she sang, "to be all alone,  

                        To live forgotten, and love forlorn."  

 

She, as her carol sadder grew,  

         From brow and bosom slowly down  

Thro' rosy taper fingers drew  

         Her streaming curls of deepest brown  

To left and right, and made appear,  

         Still-lighted in a secret shrine,  

         Her melancholy eyes divine,  

The home of woe without a tear.  

                And "Aye Mary," was her moan,  

                        "Madonna, sad is night and morn;"  

                And "Ah," she sang, "to be all alone,  

                        To live forgotten, and love forlorn."  

Till all the crimson changed, and past  

         Into deep orange o'er the sea,  

Low on her knees herself she cast,  

         Before Our Lady murmur'd she:  

Complaining, "Mother, give me grace  

         To help me of my weary load."  

         And on the liquid mirror glow'd  

The clear perfection of her face.  

                "Is this the form," she made her moan,  

                        "That won his praises night and morn?"  

                And "Ah," she said, "but I wake alone,  

                        I sleep forgotten, I wake forlorn."  

 

Nor bird would sing, nor lamb would bleat,  

         Nor any cloud would cross the vault,  

But day increased from heat to heat,  

         On stony drought and steaming salt;  

Till now at noon she slept again,  

         And seem'd knee-deep in mountain grass,  



         And heard her native breezes pass,  

And runlets babbling down the glen.  

                She breathed in sleep a lower moan,  

                        And murmuring, as at night and morn  

                She thought, "My spirit is here alone,  

                        Walks forgotten, and is forlorn."  

 

Dreaming, she knew it was a dream:  

         She felt he was and was not there.  

She woke: the babble of the stream  

         Fell, and, without, the steady glare  

Shrank one sick willow sere and small.  

         The river-bed was dusty-white;  

         And all the furnace of the light  

Struck up against the blinding wall.  

                She whisper'd, with a stifled moan  

                        More inward than at night or morn,  

                "Sweet Mother, let me not here alone  

                           Live forgotten and die forlorn."  

 

And, rising, from her bosom drew  

         Old letters, breathing of her worth,  

For "Love", they said, "must needs be true,  

         To what is loveliest upon earth."  

An image seem'd to pass the door,  

         To look at her with slight, and say,  

         "But now thy beauty flows away,  

So be alone for evermore."  

                "O cruel heart," she changed her tone,  

                        "And cruel love, whose end is scorn,  

                Is this the end to be left alone,  

                        To live forgotten, and die forlorn?"  

 

But sometimes in the falling day  

         An image seem'd to pass the door,  

To look into her eyes and say,  

         "But thou shalt be alone no more."  

And flaming downward over all  

         From heat to heat the day decreased,  

         And slowly rounded to the east  

The one black shadow from the wall.  

                "The day to night," she made her moan,  

                        "The day to night, the night to morn,  

                And day and night I am left alone  

                        To live forgotten, and love forlorn."  

 

At eve a dry cicada sung,  

         There came a sound as of the sea;  

Backward the lattice-blind she flung,  

         And lean'd upon the balcony.  

There all in spaces rosy-bright  

         Large Hesper glitter'd on her tears,  

         And deepening thro' the silent spheres  

Heaven over Heaven rose the night.  

                And weeping then she made her moan,  

                        "The night comes on that knows not morn,  

                When I shall cease to be all alone,  

                        To live forgotten, and love forlorn."  

 

Week 31 

The Lady of Shalott 

On either side the river lie 

Long fields of barley and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 

And thro' the field the road runs by 

To many-tower'd Camelot; 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 

Round an island there below, 

The island of Shalott. 

Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 

Through the wave that runs for ever 

By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot. 

Four grey walls, and four grey towers, 

Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isle imbowers 

The Lady of Shalott. 

By the margin, willow veil'd, 

Slide the heavy barges trail'd 

By slow horses; and unhail'd 

The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd 

Skimming down to Camelot: 

But who hath seen her wave her hand? 

Or at the casement seen her stand? 

Or is she known in all the land, 

The Lady of Shalott? 

Only reapers, reaping early, 

In among the bearded barley 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 

From the river winding clearly; 

Down to tower'd Camelot; 

And by the moon the reaper weary, 

Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 

Listening, whispers, " 'Tis the fairy 

Lady of Shalott." 

There she weaves by night and day 

A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 



To look down to Camelot. 

She knows not what the curse may be, 

And so she weaveth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And moving through a mirror clear 

That hangs before her all the year, 

Shadows of the world appear. 

There she sees the highway near 

Winding down to Camelot; 

There the river eddy whirls, 

And there the surly village churls, 

And the red cloaks of market girls 

Pass onward from Shalott. 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad, 

Sometimes a curly shepherd lad, 

Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad 

Goes by to tower'd Camelot; 

And sometimes through the mirror blue 

The knights come riding two and two. 

She hath no loyal Knight and true, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

But in her web she still delights 

To weave the mirror's magic sights, 

For often through the silent nights 

A funeral, with plumes and lights 

And music, went to Camelot; 

Or when the Moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed. 

"I am half sick of shadows," said 

The Lady of Shalott. 

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley sheaves, 

The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves, 

And flamed upon the brazen greaves 

Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd 

To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field, 

Beside remote Shalott. 

The gemmy bridle glitter'd free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 

Hung in the golden Galaxy. 

The bridle bells rang merrily 

As he rode down to Camelot: 

And from his blazon'd baldric slung 

A mighty silver bugle hung, 

And as he rode his armor rung 

Beside remote Shalott. 

All in the blue unclouded weather 

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather, 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 

Burn'd like one burning flame together, 

As he rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro' the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, burning bright, 

Moves over still Shalott. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 

On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 

From underneath his helmet flow'd 

His coal-black curls as on he rode, 

As he rode down to Camelot. 

From the bank and from the river 

He flashed into the crystal mirror, 

"Tirra lirra," by the river 

Sang Sir Lancelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom, 

She made three paces through the room, 

She saw the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 

She look'd down to Camelot. 

Out flew the web and floated wide; 

The mirror crack'd from side to side; 

"The curse is come upon me," cried 

The Lady of Shalott. 

In the stormy east-wind straining, 

The pale yellow woods were waning, 

The broad stream in his banks complaining. 

Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower'd Camelot; 

Down she came and found a boat 

Beneath a willow left afloat, 

And around about the prow she wrote 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And down the river's dim expanse 

Like some bold seer in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance -- 

With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the day 

She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 



The broad stream bore her far away, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Lying, robed in snowy white 

That loosely flew to left and right -- 

The leaves upon her falling light -- 

Thro' the noises of the night, 

She floated down to Camelot: 

And as the boat-head wound along 

The willowy hills and fields among, 

They heard her singing her last song, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 

And her eyes were darkened wholly, 

Turn'd to tower'd Camelot. 

For ere she reach'd upon the tide 

The first house by the water-side, 

Singing in her song she died, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 

Dead-pale between the houses high, 

Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and Burgher, Lord and Dame, 

And around the prow they read her name, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

Who is this? And what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 

Died the sound of royal cheer; 

And they crossed themselves for fear, 

All the Knights at Camelot; 

But Lancelot mused a little space 

He said, "She has a lovely face; 

God in his mercy lend her grace, 

The Lady of Shalott." 

On to Idylls of the King!  How Exciting! 


