A SINGER ASLEEP
(Algernon Charles Swinburne, 1837-1909)

Thomas Hardy

In this fair niche above the unslumbering sea,

That sentrys up and down all night, all day,

From cove to promontory, from ness to bay,

The Fates have fitly bidden that he should be
Pillowed eternally.

— It was as though a garland of red roses
Had fallen about the hood of some smug nun
When irresponsibly dropped as from the sun,
In fulth of numbers freaked with musical closes,
Upon Victoria’s formal middle time

His leaves of rhythm and rhyme.

O that far morning of a summer day
When, down a terraced street whose pavements lay
Glassing the sunshine into my bent eyes,
I walked and read with quick glad surprise
New words, in classic guise, —
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The passionate pages of his earlier years,
Fraught with hot sighs, sad laughters, kisses, tears;
Fresh-fluted notes, yet from a minstrel who
Blew them not naively, but as one who knew
Full well why thus he blew.





