
Simon Lee
The Old Huntsman

WITH AN INCIDENT IN WHICH HE WAS CONCERNED

In the sweet shire of Cardigan,
Not far from pleasant Ivor-hall,
An old man dwells, a little man,
I’ve heard he once was tall.
Of years he has upon his back,
No doubt, a but-then weighty;
He says he is three score and ten,
But others say he’s eighty.

A long blue livery-coat has he,
That’s fair behind, and fair before;
Yet, meet him where you will, you see
At once that he is poor.
Full five and twenty years he lived
A running huntsman merry;
And, though he has but one eye left.
His cheek is like a cherry.

No man like him the horn could sound.
And no man was so full of glee;
To say the least, four counties round
Had heard of Simon Lee;
His master’s dead, and no one now
Dwells in the hall of Ivor;
Men, dogs, and horses, all are dead;
He is the sole survivor.

His hunting feats have him bereft
Of his right eye, as you may see:
And then, what limbs those feats have left
To poor old Simon Lee!
He has no son, he has no child,
His wife, an aged woman,
Lives with him, near the waterfall.
Upon the village common.
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And he is lean and he is sick,
His little body’s half awry;
His ancles they are swoln and thick:
His legs are thin and dry.
When he was young he little knew
Of husbandry or tillage;
And now he’s forced to work, though weak,
- The weakest in the village.

He all the country could outrun,
Could leave both man and horse behind;
And often,  ere the race was done
He reeled and was stone-blind.
And still there’s something in the world
At which his heart rejoices;
For when the chiming hounds are out,
He dearly loves their voices!

Old Ruth works out of doors with him,
And does what Simon cannot do;
For  she, not over stout of limb,
Is stouter of the two.
And though you with your utmost skill
From labour  could not wean them,
Alas! ’ tis very little, all
Which they can do between them.

Beside their moss-grown hut of clay,
Not twenty paces from the door,
A scrap of land they have, but they
Are poorest of the poor.
This scrap of land he from the heath
Enclosed when he was stronger;
But what avails the land to them,
Which they can till no longer?

Few months of life has he in store,
As he to you will tell,
For still, the more he works, the more
His poor old ancles swell.
My gentle reader, I perceive
How patiently you’ve waited,
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And I’m afraid that you expect
Some tale will be related.

0 reader! had you in your mind
Such stores as silent thought can bring,
0 gentle reader! you would find
A tale in every thing.
What more I have to say is short,
I hope you’ll kindly take it;
It is no tale; but should you think,
Perhaps a tale you’ll make it.

One summer-day I chanced to see
This old man doing all he could
About the root of an old tree,
A stump of rotten wood.
The mattock totter’d in his hand;
So vain was his endeavour
That at the root of the old tree
He might have worked for ever.

“You’re overtasked, good Simon Lee,
Give me your tool,” to him I said;
And at the word right gladly he
Received my proffer’d aid.
I struck, and with a single blow
The tangled root I sever’d,
At which the poor old man so long
And vainly had endeavour’d.

The tears into his eyes were brought,
And thanks and praises seemed to run
So fast out of his heart, I thought
They never would have done.
- I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds
With coldness still returning.
Alas! the gratitude of men
Has oft’ner left me mourning.
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1. husbandry 22 91u1u14

2. tillage = yGiu  i%m~l

3. stone blind = PllMJfl&Vl

4.  mattack

5. totter

6. endeavour
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THE MAD MOTHER

H ER eyes are wild, her head is bare.
The sun has burnt her coal-black hair.

Her eye-brows have a rusty stain,
And she came far from over the main.
She has a baby on her arm.
Or else she, were alone;
And underneath the hay-stack warm.
And on the green-wood stone.
She talked and sung the woods among:
And it was in the English tongue.

“Sweet babe1 they say that I am mad.
But nay, my heart is far too glad:
And I am happy when I sing
Full many a sad and doleful thing:
Then, lovely baby, do not fear!
I pray thee have no fear of me,
But, safe as in a cradle, here
My lovely baby! thou shalt be,
To thee I know too much I owe;
I cannot work thee any woe.

“A fire was once within my brain:
And in my head a dull, dull pain;
And fiendish faces, one, two, three,
Hung at my breasts, and pulled at me.
But then there came a sight of joy;
It came at once to do me good;
I waked, and saw my little boy,
MyIittle boy of flesh and blood;
Oh joy for me that sight to see!
For he was here, and only he.

“Suck, little babe, oh suck again!
It cools my blood; it cools my brain;
Thy lips I feel them baby! they
Draw from my heart the pain away.
Oh press me with thy little hand;
It loosens something at my chest;
About that tight and deadly band
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I feel thy little fingers press’d.
The breeze I see is in the tree;
It comes to cool my babe and me.

“Oh! love me, love me, little boy!
Thou art thy mother’s only joy;
And do not dread the waves below.
When o’er the sea-rock’s edge we go;
The high crag cannot work me harm,
Nor leaping torrents when they howl!:
The babe I carry on my arm,
He saves for me my precious soul:
Then happy lie; for blest am I;
Without me my sweet babe would die.

“Then do not fear, my boy! for thee
Bold as a lion I will be;

’And I will always be thy guide,
Through hollow snows and rivers wide.
I’11  build an Indian bower; I know
The leaves that make the softest bed:
And if from me thou wilt not go,
But still be true till I am dead,
My pretty thing! then thou shalt sing
As merry as the birds in spring.

“Thy father cares not for my breast,
Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest:
Tis all thine own! and if its hue
Be changed, that was so fair to view,
Tis fair enough for thee, my dove!
My beauty, little child, is flown;
But thou wilt live with me in love,
And what if my poor cheek be brown?
Tis well for me thou canst not see
How pale and wan it else would be.

“Dread not their taunts, my little life!
I am thy father’s wedded wife;
And underneath the spreading tree
We two will live in honesty.
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If his sweet boy he could forsake,
With me he never would have stay’d:
Form him no harm my babe can take,
But he, poor man ! is wretched made,
And every day we two will pray
For him that’s gone and far away.

“I’ll teach my boy the sweetest things;
I’ll teach him how the owlet sings.
My tittle babe! thy lips are still,
And thou hast almost suck’d thy fill.

Where art thou gone, my own dear child?
What wicked looks are those I see?
Alas! alas! that look so wild,
It never, never came from me:
If thou art mad, my pretty lad,
Then I must be for ever sad.

“Oh! smile on me, My little lamb!
For I thy own dear mother am.
My love for thee has well been tried:
I’ve sought thy father far and wide.
I know the poisons of the shade,
I know the earth-nuts fit for food;
Then, pretty dear, be not afraid;
We’ll find thy father in the wood.
Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away!
And there, my babe, we’ll live for aye.
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1.  Describe her state of madness

2. Which line does it show her suffering?
3. Why is she suffering?
4. Where is the baby’s father?
5. How much does she love the baby?
6. What does the baby mean to her?
7. What characteristic of Romantic you can get from this

Ballad?
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GOODY BLAKE, AND HARRY GIL1

OH! , what’s the matter? what’s the matter’?
What is’t that ails young Harry Gill?
That evermore his teeth they chatter,
Chatter, chatter, chatter still.
Of waistcoats Harry has no lack.
Good duffle grey,  and flannel fine;
He has a blanket on his back,
And coats enough to smother nine.

In March, December, and in July,
‘Tis all the same with Harry Gill;
The neighbours tell, and tell you truly,
His teeth they chatter, chatter still.
At night, at morning, and at noon,
‘Tis all the same with Harry Gill;
Beneath the sun, beneath the moon,
His teeth they chatter, chatter still.

Young Harry was a lusty drover,
And who so stout of limb as be?
His cheeks were red as ruddy clover,
His voice was like the voice of three.
Auld Goody Blake was old and poor,
I’ll fed she was, and thinly clad;
And any man who pass’d her door,
Might see how poor a hut she had.

All day she spun in her poor dwelling,
And then her three hours’ work at night!
Alas!‘twas  hardly worth the telling,
It would not pay for candle-light.

This woman dwelt in Dorsetshire,
Her hut was on a cold hill-side,
And in that country coals are dear,
For they come far by wind and tide.

By the same fire to boil their pottage,
Two poor old dames, as 1 have known,
Will often live in one small cottage;
But she, poor woman, dwelt alone.
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‘T was well enough when summer came,
The long, warm, lightsome summer-day.
Then at her door the canty dame
Would sit, as any linnet gay.

But when the ice our streams did fetter,
Oh! then how her old bones would shake!
You would have said, if you had met her,
‘T was a hard time for Goody Blake.
Her evenings then were dull and dead;
Sad case it was, as you may think,
For very cold to go to bed,
And then for cold not sleep a wink.

Oh joy for her! when e’er in winter
The winds at night had made a rout,
And scatter’d many a lusty splinter,
And many a rotten bough about.

Yet never had she, well or sick,
As every man who knew her says,
A pile before-hand, wood or stick,
Enough to warm her for three days.

Now, when the frost was past enduring,
And made her poor old bones to ache,
Could any thing be more alluring,
Than an old hedge to Goody Blake?
And now and then, it must be said,
When her old bones were cold and chill,
She left her fire, or left her bed,
To seek the hedge of Harry Gill.

.

Now Harry he had long suspected
This trespass of old Goody Blake,
And vow’d that she should be detected,
And he on her would vengeance take.
And ofi  from his warm fire he’d go,
And to the fields his road would take,
And there, at night, in frost and snow,
He watch’d  to seize old Goody Blake.
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And once, behind a rick of barley,
Thus looking out did Harry stand;
The moon was full and shining clearly,
And crisp with frost the stubble-land.
- He hears a noise - he’s all awake-
Again?-on tip-toe down the hill
He softly creeps-” Tis Goody Blake,
She’s at the hedge of Harry Gill.

Right glad was he when he beheld her:
Stick after stick did Goody pull,
He stood behind a bush of elder.
Till she had tilled her apron full.
When witb her load she turned about,
The bye-road back again to take,
He started forward with a shout,
And sprang upon poor Goody Blake.

And fiercely by the arm he took her,
And by the arm he held her fast,
And fiercely by the arm he shook her,
And cried, ‘I’ve caught you then at last!’
Then Goody, who had nothing said,
Her bundle from her lap let fall;
And kneeling on the sticks, she pray’d

To God that is the judge of all.
She pray’d her wither’d hand uprearing,
While Harry held her by the arm-
‘God! who art never out of hearing,
‘0 may he never more be warm! ’
The cold, cold moon above her head,
Thus on her knees did Goody pray,
Young Harry heard what she had said,
And icy-cold he turned away.
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He went complaining all the morrow
That he was cold and very chill:
His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow,
Alas! that day for Harry Gill!
That day he wore a riding-coat,
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But not a whit the warmer he: ’
Another was on Thursday brought.
And ere the Sabbath he had three.
‘Twas all in vain, a useless matter.
And blankets were about him pinn’d;
Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter,
Like a loose casement in the wind.
And Harry’s flesh it fell away;
And all who see him say’tis plain,
That, live as long as live he may,
He never will be warm again.

No word to any man he utters,
A-bed or up, to young or old;
But ever to himself he mutters,
‘Poor Harry Gill is very cold.

1. ail

2. chatter

3. duffle

4. lusty

5. drover

6. hedge

7. trespass

8. vengeance

9. stubble
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1. What ails does Harry Gill get?

2. Who is Goody Blake?
3. What does the poet want to compare between Harry Gill and

Goody Blake?
4. Where does she live?
5. Why did she get sticks from Harry Gill’s hedge?
6. What did Harry Gill did to the Goody Blake when he fund

her with sticks?
7. What was Goody Blake doing when she was caught?
8. What did she curse him?
9. What did happen to the Harry Gill on the next day?
10. Do you sympathy with Harry Gill?
11. Is this ail the punishment of Harry?
12. Is it psychosomatrc illness or a supernatural?

.
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Resolution and Independence

hereT was a roaring in the wind all night;
The rain came heavily and fell in floods;

But now the sun is rising calm and bright;
The birds are singing in the distant woods;
Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods;
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters;
And all the air is fill’d with pleasant noise of waters.

All things that love the sun are out of doors;
The sky rejoices in the morning’s birth;
The grass is bright with rain-drops, on the moors
The Hare is running races in her mirth;
And with her feet she from the plashy earth
Raises a mist; which, glittering in the sun
Runs with her all the way, wherever she doth run.

I was a Traveller then upon the moor;
I saw the Hare that rac’d  about with joy;
I heard the woods, and distant waters, roar;
Or heard them not, as happy as a Boy:
The pleasant season did my heart employ:
My old remembrances went from me wholly;
And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy.

But, as it sometimes chance&,  from the might
Ofjoy in minds that can no farther go,
As high as we have mounted in delight
In our dejection do we sink as low,
To me that morning did it happen so;
And fears, and fancies, thick upon me came;
Dim sadness, and blind thoughts I knew not nor could name.

I heard the Sky-lark singing in the sky;
And I bethought me of the playful Hare:
Even such a happy Child of earth am I;
Even as these blissful Creatures do I fare;
Far from the world I walk, and from all care;
But there may come another day to me,
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty.
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And soon with he other matter blended,
Cheartilly  uttered, with demeanour kind,
But stately in the main; and, when he ended,
I could have laugh’d myself to scorn, to find
In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.
“God,” said I’ “be my help and stay secure;
I’ll think of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor.”

1. Where is the poet walking to?
2. What is the time of the day when the poet is on the moor?
3. “Motionless as a cloud the old man stood”

Why is the old man compared with the cloud?
4. Describe the character of the old man?
5. Describe the character of the old man. Is the character

realistic or supernatural?

.

6. How did the poet change after he met the old man at the
end of the poem? .
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