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 And through them shot the light of day. 120 
 

XXXI. 
 “They twinkling shone with radiance keen, 
 With eyes whose brightness dazzled mine; 
 And thousands round the walls were seen, 
 With hands upraised in prayer divine. 
 

XXXII. 
 “Before me, ’mid a depth of gloom, 125 
 I marked one high enormous shade, 
 And him I knew, compelled by whom 
 His giant hand I first obeyed. 
   

XXXIII. 
 “Like some great dusky crag he towered, 
 In cloudy folds involved and dim; 130 
 As midnight’s darkest heaven he lowered, 
 The world’s whole strength reposed in him. 
 

XXXIV. 
 “But, oh! a form before him lay, 
 And watch o’er this he seemed to keep; 
 ’Twas Henry’s form in twilight grey,  135 
 That corpse-like slept an icy sleep. 
  

XXXV. 
 “And when that frozen face I saw, 
 So calm, so chill, without a breath, 
 I knew the Giant Shadow’s Law, 
 And owned the king was Death. 140 
 

XXXVI. 
 “The dread lips moved; a voice there came, 
 Like midnight wind in trees; 
   All shook around, as waves a flame  
 Beneath a gusty breeze. 
 

XXXVII. 
 “‘I claim my own,’ the shadow said; 145 
 ‘If any answers, No! 



 

53 

 His life must ransom this, my dead, 
 Who thus shall ’scape from woe.’ 
  

XXXVIII. 
 “O’er all those Angel faces fell  
 A sad and helpless gloom; 150 
 The building seemed a mouldering cell, 
 A dark eternal tomb. 
 

XXXIX. 
 “Then loud I spake, with swelling voice, — 
 ‘To him thy respite give, 155 
 And hear, O!  Spirit, hear my choice  
 To die that he may live.’ 
   . 

XL. 
 “Before the lowly bier I knelt, 
 And kissed the lips and eyes, 
 And o’er the face a warmth I felt, 
 And saw new life arise. 160 
 . 

XLI. 
 “There dawned again my Henry’s look, 
 And feebly met my view; 
 With sighs and throbs my bosom shook, 
 His eyes my presence knew. 
 

XLII. 
 “Above him poured a blaze of light, 165 
 And, looking whence it flowed, 
  The boundless form was dazzling bright, 
 The darkness round him glowed. 
 

XLIII. 
 “Like God he sat, serene and mild, 
 In snowy whiteness clad: 170 
 His face with sunlike glory smiled, 
 And made all beings glad. 
 

XLIV. 
 “No roof was there; the stars of heaven 
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 Were shining round his head, 
 And o’er his brow a Crown of Seven 175 
 Their wondrous lustre shed. 
 

XLV. 
 “In circling lines the Angel race, 
 A world of lights, rose high; 
 And joy shone bright in every face, 
 And love in every eye. 180 
 

XLVI. 
 “But Angels’ looks were nought to me, 
 Who saw beside me clear 
 My Henry’s eyes, that now could see, 
 Nor taught me more to fear. 
  

XLVII. 
 “No voice of God or Angel spoke, 185 
  And I was Henry’s own; 
 But when upon my bed I woke, 
 I found myself alone. 
   

XLVIII. 
 “But still I saw his fondest gaze, 
 Who bade affright be dumb; 190 
 And, filled with peacefullest amaze, 
 I knew my end was come.” 

 
 

PART IX. 
 

I. 
 Upon the spring-clad fields and woods, 
 The churchyard graves and tall church-tower, 
 The warm, pure daylight softly broods, 
 And fills with life the morning hour. 
 

II. 
 The vast sepulchral yew-tree waves, 5 
 And feels the sunshine cheer the shade, 
 And e’en the low and grassy graves 
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              Appear in living slumber laid. 
 

III. 
 The only sad and helpless thing, 
              That May-day makes not less forlorn, 10 
              Is that old man, to whom the spring 
              Is dead, and dead the breezy morn. 
 

IV. 
 These live not now, for all is dead 
 With her that lies below the sod; 
 His daughter from his life is fled, 15 
 And leaves but dust by spectres trod. 
 

V. 
 The smooth, sweet air is blowing round, 
 It is a Spirit of hope to all; 
 It whispers o’er the wakening ground, 
 And countless daisies hear the call; 20 
 

VI. 
 It mounts and sings away to heaven, 
 And ’mid each light and lovely cloud; 
 To it the lark’s loud joys are given, 
 And young leaves answer it aloud. 
 

VII. 
 It skims above the flat green meadow, 25 
 And darkening sweeps the shiny stream; 
 Along the hill it drives the shadow, 
 And sports and warms in the skiey beam. 
 

VIII. 
 But round that hoar and haggard man 
 It cannot shed a glimpse of gladness; 30 
 He wastes beneath a separate ban, 
 An exile to a world of sadness. 
 

IX. 
 Upon a bench before his door 
 He sits, with weak and staring eyes, 
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 He sits and looks, for straight before 35 
 The grave that holds his daughter lies. 
  

X. 
 If any come with him to speak, 
 In dull harsh words he bids them go; 
 For this strong earth he seems too weak, 
 For breathing life too cramped and slow. 40 
  

XI. 
 A gnawing rage, an aimless heat, 
 Have scored and set his grating face; 
 His eyes like ghosts the gazer greet, 
 The guards of misery’s dwelling-place; 
 

XII. 
 A sun-dial pillar left alone, 45 
 On which no dial meets the eye; 
 A black mill-wheel with grass o’er-grown, 
 That hears no water trickle by; 
 

XIII. 
 Dark palsied mass of severed rock, 
 Deaf, blind, and sere to sun and rain; 50 
 A shattered gravestone’s time-worn block 
 That only shows the name of — Jane. 
 

XIV. 
 ’Tis thus he sits from hour to hour, 
 Amid the breeze beneath the sky; 
 And still, when beats the noisy shower, 55 
 The cottage doorway keeps him dry. 
 

XV. 
 With open door he shelters there, 
 A pace behind his outward seat; 
 And, fixed upon his old arm-chair, 
 Looks through the rain from his retreat. 60 
 

XVI. 
 Upon his daughter’s grave he stares, 



 

57 

 As if her form he thought would rise, 
 For all to him the semblance wears 
 Of mist that has his daughter’s eyes. 
 

XVII. 
 He heeds not passing beast nor men, 65 
 Nor wain at hand, nor distant plough; 
 Not e’en a burial draws his ken — 
 He is no longer Sexton now. 
 

XVIII. 
 But while, like some grey stump, he sits, 
 Dried up at root, and shorn of all, 70 
 Still Nature round him works and flits, 
 And fills and lights her festival. 
  

XIX. 
 And e’en around his daughter’s grave, 
 Where Life for him in Death is cold, 
 Fair growth goes on, and grasses wave, 75 
 And shooting flies their revels hold. 
   

XX. 
 And, lo! at last the old man’s gaze  
 Is brightened with a gleam of sense, 
 A butterfly all yellow plays 
 Above the grave, nor wanders thence. 80 
  

XXI. 
 And see, below the flutterer’s dance, 
 From earth a streak of color springing; 
 It is the primrose leaves that glance, 
 To him his daughter’s presence bringing.  
 

XXII. 
 To her ’twas May’s most precious flower, 85 
 That well she loved, and tended oft; 
 Its pale stars filled her hawthorn bower 
 With clustering fancies mild and soft. 
 

XXIII. 
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 She strewed it o’er her mother’s grave, 
 Its grace with Henry loved to note; 90 
 To Simon oft the flower she gave, 
 And fixed it in his Sunday coat. 
 

XXIV. 
 And now, with gradual change of heart, 
 He saw it peep above the sod 
 Where she was laid: it seemed to start 95 
 A special sign for him from God. 
 

XXV. 
 An hour he sat, and marked it well, 
 Then rose and would behold it near; 
 His face no more was hard and fell, 
 No more the man was numbed and drear. 100 
 

XXVI. 
 Another hour upon his staff 
 He leant, and pored above the grave; 
 He gave at length a silent laugh, 
 And seemed to grasp some purpose brave. 
 

XXVII. 
 Then eager toward his house he went, 105 
 And took his old and idle spade, 
 And round his fields with fixed intent 
 He walked, and many pauses made: 
 

XXVIII. 
 And where below the hedge-row shade, 
 A little tuft of primrose grew, 110 
 He dug it with his churchyard spade, 
 As if ’twere gold that thence he drew. 
 

XXIX. 
 And so with sods of yellow flowers 
 He filled his basket full and gay, 
 And back in evening’s quiet hours 115 
 Towards the church he took his way. 
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XXX. 
 Beside the grave of Jane he stood, 
 And round it smoothly dug the ground; 
 With clods as many as he could, 
 He made a primrose border round. 120 
 

XXXI. 
 His work was done, and brightly sank 
 The day’s last light upon his head; 
 The flowers that kindred beauty drank, 
              And all was peace around the dead. 
 

XXXII. 
 And while by day the man had wrought, 125 
 And while by night awake he lay, 
 He felt within a flow of thought 
 Serene, that led him still to pray. 
 

XXXIII. 
 Before him now his daughter came 
 In all her truth, as if alive; 130 
 Now child, now woman, still the same, 
 And made his purest heart revive. 
 

XXXIV. 
 He thought how after Henry died 
 She strove and toiled with earnest will, 
 To each small task her heart applied, 135 
 Though Death within was strengthening still: 
 

XXXV. 
 How week on week, ’mid humble calm, 
 And zealous heed that would not sleep, 
 She found her suffering’s holiest balm 
 In suffering’s lowest silent deep. 140 
 

XXXVI. 
 And so she wore away.  The night 
 In which she went to Henry’s home 
 Had seized her all with chilly blight, 
 And warmth again would never come. 
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XXXVII. 

 She laid her down, but not to rest, 145 
 For feverish dreams besieged her bed; 
 And, with too many thoughts oppressed, 
 It seemed that thought itself was fled. 
 

XXXVIII. 
 But now with steadfast voice and eye 
 She met her father’s wandering gaze, 150 
 And told of visions bright and high — 
 Strange visions told in darkling phrase. 
 

XXXIX. 
 Then swift she sank; she could not speak, 
 But lay a pale, unmoving clod, 
 At last she said, with utterance weak, 155 
 “Remembering me, remember God!” 
 

XL. 
 The thought of this, of her, of all 
 That she to him had been before, 
 Began within his heart to call, 
 And open wide its inmost door. 160 
 

XLI. 
 Though seventy winters gathering still 
 Had choked with ice some sacred cells, 
 He felt within him now a thrill 
 That thawed the solid icicles. 
 

XLII. 
 From morning’s burst to soothing eve 165 
 He loitered near the hallowed spot; 
 And though he never ceased to grieve, 
 The pangs of grief he now forgot. 
 

XLIII. 
 He tended still the primrose flowers, 
 He decked with them his Mary’s mound, 170 
 In what to him were Sabbath hours 
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 On Henry’s grave he set them round. 
 

XLIV. 
 And sometimes when a funeral came, 
 With pensive eyes the train he saw; 
 Bareheaded stood, and so would claim 175 
 His share in others’ grief and awe. 
 

XLV. 
 But once ’twas more than this.  There died 
 A hapless widow’s only good, 
 A daughter, all her help and pride, 
 Who toiled to gain their daily food. 180 
 

XLVI. 
 Who saw their state might well confess 
 Such boundless want was strange to see, 
 For little can the rich man guess 
 The poor man’s utter poverty. 
 

XLVII. 
 And when the burial all was o’er, 185 
 And there the mother staid alone, 
 With fingers clasped, and weeping sore, 
 She stood, for every hope was gone. 
 

XLVIII. 
 But Simon crept in silence there, 
 And stretched his hand beneath her view, 190 
 That held five golden pieces fair, 
 More wealth than e’er before she knew. 
 

XLIX. 
 “The aching heart it cannot heal, 
 I know, nor give you rest,” he said — 
 “But thus you will not have to feel 195 
 The pangs that haunt the wretch’s bed.” 
 

L. 
 Few words she spake, and turned away, 
 But lighter heart that eve he bore 
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 Than he for many a weary day, 
 Perchance had ever felt before. 200 
 

LI. 
 Next day began with sunbright dawn, 
 And soon to tend the grave he went; 
 From toil by sultry heat withdrawn, 
 He felt his strength was overspent: 
 

LII. 
 He sank to earth in quiet sleep, 205 
 Beside the grave his head he laid, 
 And in that slumber soft and deep 
 He died below the yew-tree shade. 
 
 (From Poems.  London, 1839) 

 
 
 


