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“ For wheresoe’er I turn my ravished eyes,
Gay gilded scenes and shining prospects rise,
Poetic fields encompass me around,
And still I seem to tread on classic ground.”

Addison.

PREFACE

WHEN travelling in Europe, I have often longed for a small volume of the most famous
poems associated with historic and classic localities.

While it is a pleasure to read such poems at home after the journey is done, it is more of a
joy to identify haunting lines and to refresh one’s memory with familiar poems in the places
themselves and before impressions have become dim.

With this thought, I have arranged the present book in the order of a possible itinerary,
which brings together poems relating to places near each other.

I did not know of Miss Du Bois’s “ Poems for Travelers” until “ The Poetic Old-World”
was practically completed. The two books, however, have only fifty poems in common, and
cover ground so different that I suspect that the possessor of either will be apt to want the
other.

•

The Voyage

And when, in other climes, we meet
Some isle or vale enchanting,

Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet,
And nought but love is wanting ;

We think how great had been our bliss
If heaven had but assign’d us
To live and die in scenes like this,
With some we’ve left behind us !

Thomas Moore



•

En Route

(From Amours de Voyage)

OVER the great windy waters, and over the
clear-crested summits,

Unto the sun and the sky, and unto the perfecter
earth,

Come, let us go, — to a land wherein gods of the
old time wandered,

Where every breath even now changes to ether
divine.

Come, let us go ; though withal a voice whisper,
“ The world that we live in,

Whithersoever we turn, still is the same narrow
crib ;

’Tis but to prove limitation, and measure a cord,
that we travel ;

Let who would ’scape and be free go to his chamber
and think ;

’Tis but to change idle fancies for memories wil-
fully falser ;

’Tis but to go and have been.” Come, little
bark ! let us go.

Arthur Hugh Clough.

•

From The Sea

I’M on the sea ! I’m on the sea !
I am where I would ever be ;

With the blue above, and the blue below,
And silence wheresoe’er I go ;
If a storm should come and awake the deep,
What matter ? I shall ride and sleep.

I love, O, how I love to ride
On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide,
When every mad wave drowns the moon
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune,
And tells how goeth the world below,
And why the sou’west blasts do blow.

Barry Cornwall.



•

To Sea, To Sea

TO sea, to sea ! The calm is o’er ;
The wanton water leaps in sport,

And rattles down the pebbly shore ;
The dolphin wheels, the sea-cows snort,

And unseen Mermaids’ pearly song
Conies bubbling up, the weeds among.
Fling broad the sail, dip deep the oar:
To sea, to sea ! the calm is o’er.

To sea, to sea ! our wide-wing’d bark
Shall billowy cleave its sunny way,

And with its shadow, fleet and dark,
Break the cav’d Tritons’ azure day,

Like mighty eagle soaring light
O’er antelopes on Alpine height.
The anchor heaves, the ship swings free,
The sails swell full. To sea, to sea !

Thomas Lovell Beddoes.

•

A Life on the Ocean Wave

A LIFE on the ocean wave,
A home on the rolling deep,
Where the scattered waters rave,
And the winds their revels keep !
Like an eagle caged, I pine
On this dull, unchanging shore ;
Oh ! give me the flashing brine,
The spray and the tempest’s roar !

Once more on the deck I stand
Of my own swift-gliding craft :
Set sail ! farewell to the land !
The gale follows fair abaft.
We shoot through the sparkling foam
Like an ocean-bird set free ; —
Like the ocean-bird, our home
We’ll find far out on the sea.

The land is no longer in view,
The clouds have begun to frown ;
But with a stout vessel and crew,
We’ll say, Let the storm come down !
And the song of our hearts shall be,
While the winds and the waters rave,



A home on the rolling sea !
A life on the ocean wave !

Epes Sargent.

•

From Paracelsus

OVER the sea our galleys went,
With cleaving prows in order brave
To a speeding wind and a bounding wave
A gallant armament :
Each bark built out of a forest-tree
Left leafy and rough as first it grew.
And nailed all over its gaping sides,
Within and without, with black bull-hides,
Seethed in fat and suppled in flame,
To bear the playful billows’ game :
So, each good ship was rude to see,
Rude and bare to the outward view,
But each upbore a stately tent

Where cedar pales in scented row
Kept out the flakes of the dancing brine,
And an awning drooped the mast below,
In fold on fold of the purple fine,
That neither noontide nor starshine
Nor moonlight cold which maketh mad,
Might pierce the regal tenement.

When the sun dawned, oh, gay and glad
We set the sail and plied the oar ;
But when the night-wind blew like breath,
For joy of one day’s voyage more,
We sang together on the wide sea,
Like men at peace on a peaceful shore ;
Each sail was loosed to the wind so free,
Each helm made sure by the twilight star,
And in a sleep as calm as death,
We, the voyagers from afar,
Lay stretched along, each weary crew

In a circle round its wondrous tent
Whence gleamed soft light and curled rich scent,
And with light and perfume, music, too :

So the stars wheeled round, and the darkness past,
And at morn we started beside the mast,
And still each ship was sailing fast.

Now, one morn, land appeared a speck
Dim trembling betwixt sea and sky:
“ Avoid it,” cried our pilot, “ check
The shout, restrain the eager eye !"
But the heaving sea was black behind



For many a night and many a day,
And land, though but a ruck, drew nigh;
So, we broke the cedar pales away,
Let the purple awning flap in the wind,
And a statue bright was on every deck !

We shouted, every man of us,
And steered right into the harbor thus,
With pomp and pæan glorious.

Robert Browning
•

Ireland

The groves of Blarney they look so charming,
Down by the purlings of sweet silent brooks
All decked by posies, that spontaneous grow there,
Planted in order in the rocky nooks.

R. A. Milliken.

O ! was I but so fortunate
As to be back in Munster,
’Tis I’d be bound that from that ground
I never more would once stir.
For there St. Patrick planted turf,
And plenty of the praties,
With pigs galore, ma gra, ma ’store,
And cabbages and ladies !
Then my blessing on St. Patrick’s fist,
For he’s the darling saint O !

Henry Bennett.

•

Silent, O Moyle

(The Song of Fionnala)

Fionnala, the daughter of Lir, was enchanted and changed to a swan, and made to wander
through the rivers and lakes of Ireland, until her release through Christianity.

SILENT, O Moyle ! be the roar of thy water ;
Break not, ye breezes ! your chain of repose,
While murmuring mournfully, Lir’s lonely daughter
Tells to the night-star her tale of woes.

When shall the Swan, her death-note singing,
Sleep with wings in darkness furl’d?
When will Heav’n, its sweet bell ringing,
Call my spirit from this stormy world ?



Silent, O Moyle ! to thy winter wave weeping,
Fate bids me languish long ages away;
Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping,
Still doth the pure light its dawning delay !

When will that day-star, mildly springing,
Warm our Isle with peace and love?
When will Heav’n, its sweet bell ringing,
Call my spirit to the fields above ?

Thomas Moore.

•

The Bells of Shandon

(Cork. St. Anne’s Church)

Sabbata pango ;
Funera plango ;
Solemnia clango.

Inscription in an old bell.

WITH deep affection and recollection
I often think of those Shandon bells,

Whose sounds so wild would, in the days of childhood,
Fling round my cradle their mystic spells.

On this I ponder where’er I wander,
And thus grow fonder, sweet Cork, of thee, —
With thy bells of Shandon, that sound so grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

I’ve heard bells chiming full many a clime in,
Toiling sublime in Cathedral shrine,
While at a glib rate brass tongue would vibrate ;
But all their music spoke naught like thine.

For memory, dwelling on each proud swelling
Of thy belfry, knelling its bold notes free,
Made the bells of Shandon, sound far more grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

I’ve heard bells tolling Old Adrian’s Mole in
Their thunder rolling from the Vatican, —
And cymbals glorious swinging uproarious
In the gorgeous turrets of Notre Dame ;

But thy sounds were sweeter than the dome of Peter
Flings o’er the Tiber, pealing solemnly.
Oh ! the bells of Shandon, sound far more grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee.



There’s a bell in Moscow ; while on tower and kiosk O
In St. Sophia the Turkman gets,
And loud in air calls men to prayer,
From the tapering summit of tall minarets.

Such empty phantom I freely grant them ;
But there’s an anthem more dear to me,
’Tis the bells of Shandon, that sound so grand on
The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

Father Prout (Francis Mahony).

•

Sweet Innisfallen

(Innisfallen. Lakes of Killarney)

SWEET Innisfallen, fare thee well,
May calm and sunshine long be thine !
How fair thou art let others tell, —
To feel how fair shall long be mine.

Sweet Innisfallen, long shall dwell
In memory’s dream that sunny smile,
Which o’er thee on that evening fell,
When first I saw thy fairy isle.

’Twas light, indeed, too blest for one,
Who had to turn to paths of care —
Through crowded haunts again to run,
And leave thee bright and silent there.

No more unto thy shores to come,
But, on the world’s rude ocean tost,
Dream of thee sometimes, as a home
Of sunshine he had seen and lost.

Far better in thy weeping hours
To part from thee, as I do now,
When mist is o’er thy blooming bowers,
Like sorrow’s veil on beauty’s brow.

For, though unrivall’d still thy grace,
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest,
But thus in shadow seem’st a place
Where erring man might hope to rest.

Might hope to rest, and find in thee
A gloom like Eden’s, on the day



He left its shade, when every tree,
Like thine, hung weeping o’er his way.

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle !
And all the lovelier for thy tears,
For tho’ but rare thy sunny smile,
’Tis heav’n’s own glance when it appears.

Like feeling hearts, when joys are few,
But when indeed they come divine —
The brightest light the sun e’er threw
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine !

Thomas Moore.

•

Blarney Castle

(Blarney)

O, did you ne'er hear of “ the Blarney”
That’s found near the banks of Killarney?
Believe it from me,
No girl’s heart is free,

Once she hears the sweet sound of the Blarney.

For the Blarney’s so great a deceiver,
That a girl thinks you're there, though you leave her ;

And never finds out
All the tricks you’re about

Till she’s quite gone herself with your Blarney.

O say, would you find this same “ Blarney”?
There’s a castle, not far from Killarney,
On the top of its wall
(But take care you don't fall)

There's a stone that contains all this Blarney.

Like a magnet, its influence such is,
That attraction it gives all it touches;
If you kiss it, they say,
From that blessed day

You may kiss whom you please with your Blarney.
Samuel Lover.



•

The Harp that once thro’ Tara Halls

(Tara. A place in County Meath famous in the early history of Ireland as a royal residence.)

THE harp that once, thro’ Tara's halls,
The soul of music shed,
Now hangs as mute, on Tara’s walls,
As if that soul were fled.

So sleeps the pride of former days,
So glory's thrill is o'er,
And hearts that once beat high for praise,
Now feel that pulse no more.

No more, to chiefs and ladies bright,
The harp of Tara swells ;
The chord alone, that breaks at night,
Its tale of ruin tells :

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,
The only throb she gives,
Is when some heart indignant breaks,
To show that she still lives.

Thomas Moore.

•

On Leaving Ireland [1]

WE are rounding Moy-n-Olurg, we sweep by its head and
We plunge through the Foyle,

Whose swans could enchant with their music the
dead and

Make pleasure of toil. . . .
Oh, Erin, were wealth my desire, what a wealth

were
To gain far from thee,
In the land of the stranger, but there even health

were
A sickness to me !

Alas for the voyage, oh, high King of Heaven,
Enjoined upon me,
For that I on the red plain of bloody Cooldrevin
Was present to see.
How happy the son is of Dima ; no sorrow
For him is designed,
He is having this hour, round his own Kill in Durrow,
The wish of his mind.
The sound of the wind in the elms, like the strings of
A harp being played,



The note of the blackbird that claps with the wings
of

Delight in the glade.
With him in Ros-grenca the cattle are lowing
At earliest dawn,

On the brink of the summer the pigeons are cooing
And doves on the lawn. . . .

Colum Kill, “ St. Colum of the Churches.”

•

From An Ode to Ireland [2]

I TRAVELLED its fruitful provinces round,
And in every one of the five I found,
Alike in church and in palace hall,
Abundant apparel and food for all.
Gold and silver I found and money,
Plenty of wheat and plenty of honey ;
I found God’s people rich in pity ;
Found many a feast and many a city . . .
I found in each great church, moreo’er,
Whether on Ireland or on shore,
Piety, learning, fond affection,
Holy welcome and kind protection . . .
I found in Munster unfettered of any
Kings and queens and poets a many,
Poets well skilled in music and measure ;
Prosperous doings, mirth and pleasure.
I found in Connacht the just, redundance
Of riches, milk in lavish abundance ;
Hospitality, vigor, fame,
In Cruacan’s land of heroic name . . .
I found in Ulster, from hill to glen,
Hardy warriors, resolute men,
Beauty that bloomed when youth was gone,
And strength transmitted from sire to son . . .
I found in Leinster the smooth and sleek,
From Dublin to Slewmargy’s peak,
Flourishing pastures, valor, health,
Song-loving worthies, commerce, wealth . . .
I found in Meath’s fair principality
Virtue, vigor, and hospitality ;
Candor, joyfulness, bravery, purity —
Ireland’s bulwark and security.
I found strict morals in age and youth,
I found historians recording truth.
The things I sing of in verse unsmooth
I found them all ; I have written sooth.

King Alfred travelled for several years in Ireland and wrote this on his departure.



[1] From Ireland : Historic and Picturesque, by Charles Johnston.
[2] From Ireland: Historic and Picturesque, by Charles Johnston.
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