Please read the following Michael Field poems, all of which are available online through the Literature Online website (via the Library gateway):

UNBOSOMING [from Underneath the Bough (1893)] 

1   The love that breeds 
2   In my heart for thee! 
3   As the iris is full, brimful of seeds, 
4   And all that it flowered for among the reeds 
5   Is packed in a thousand vermilion-beads 
6   That push, and riot, and squeeze, and clip, 
7   Till they burst the sides of the silver scrip, 
8   And at last we see 
9   What the bloom, with its tremulous, bowery fold 
10   Of zephyr-petal at heart did hold: 
11   So my breast is rent 
12   With the burthen and strain of its great content; 
13   For the summer of fragrance and sighs is dead, 
14   The harvest-secret is burning red, 
15   And I would give thee, after my kind, 
16   The final issues of heart and mind.

Sometimes I do despatch my heart [from Underneath the Bough (1893)] 
1   Sometimes I do despatch my heart 
2   Among the graves to dwell apart: 
3   On some the tablets are erased, 
4   Some earthquake-tumbled, some defaced, 
5   And some that have forgotten lain 
6   A fall of tears makes green again; 
7   And my brave heart can overtread 
8   Her brood of hopes, her infant dead, 
9   And pass with quickened footsteps by 
10   The headstone of hoar memory, 
11      Till she hath found 
12      One swelling mound 
13   With just her name writ and beloved ; 
14   From that she cannot be removed.
CONSTANCY [from Wild Honey (1908)] 

   I love her with the seasons, with the winds, 
   As the stars worship, as anemones 
   Shudder in secret for the sun, as bees 
   Buzz round an open flower: in all kinds 
   My love is perfect, and in each she finds 
   Herself the goal: then why, intent to teaze 
   And rob her delicate spirit of its ease, 
   Hastes she to range me with inconstant minds? 
   If she should die, if I were left at large 
   On earth without her---I, on earth, the same 
   Quick mortal with a thousand cries, her spell 
   She fears would break. And I confront the charge 
   As sorrowing, and as careless of my fame 
   As Christ intact before the infidel.

NIGHTFALL [from Wild Honey (1908)] 
1   She sits beside: through four low panes of glass 
2   The sun, a misty meadow, and the stream; 
3   Falling through rounded elms the last sunbeam. 
4   Through night's thick fibre sudden barges pass 
5   With great forelights of gold, with trailing mass 
6   Of timber: rearward of their transient gleam 
7   The shadows settle, and profounder dream 
8   Enters, fulfils the shadows. Vale and grass 
9   Are now no more; a last leaf strays about, 
10   Then every wandering ceases; we remain. 
11   Clear dusk, the face of wind is on the sky: 
12   The eyes I love lift to the upper pane--- 
13   Their voice gives note of welcome quietly 
14   "I love the air in which the stars come out."

NIGHTFALL [from Wild Honey (1908)] 
1   She sits beside: through four low panes of glass 
2   The sun, a misty meadow, and the stream; 
3   Falling through rounded elms the last sunbeam. 
4   Through night's thick fibre sudden barges pass 
5   With great forelights of gold, with trailing mass 
6   Of timber: rearward of their transient gleam 
7   The shadows settle, and profounder dream 
8   Enters, fulfils the shadows. Vale and grass 
9   Are now no more; a last leaf strays about, 
10   Then every wandering ceases; we remain. 
11   Clear dusk, the face of wind is on the sky: 
12   The eyes I love lift to the upper pane--- 
13   Their voice gives note of welcome quietly 
14   "I love the air in which the stars come out."
[bookmark: My_Darling]
My Darling 
At this, my darling, thou did'st stray
A few feet to the rushy bed,
When a great fear and passion shook
My heart lest haply thou wert dead;
It grew so still about the brook,
As if a soul were drawn away. 
My darling! Nay, our very breath 
Nor light nor darkness shall divide;
Queen Dawn shall find us on one bed,
Nor must thou flutter from my side
An instant, lest I feel the dread,
At this, the immanence of death. 


BELOVED, MY GLORY IN THEE IS NOT CEASED [from Mystic Trees [1913]] 

1   Beloved , my glory in thee is not ceased, 
2   Whereas, as thou art waning, forests wane: 
3   Unmoved, as by the victim is the priest, 
4   I pass the world's great altitudes of pain. 
5   But when the stars are gathered for a feast, 
6   Or shadows threaten on a radiant plain, 
7   Or many golden cornfields wave amain, 
8   Oh then, as one from a filled shuttle weaves, 
9      My spirit grieves.




From “Sight and Song” (1892):
[image: ]
A SHEPHERD-BOY 
GIORGIONE 
Hampton Court

1       A radiant , oval face: the hair 
2      About the cheeks so blond in hue 
3      It shades to greenness here and there 
4      Against the ground of densest blue 
5      A cloak flax-grey, a shirt of white, 
6      That yellow spots of sunshine fleck; 
7      The face aglow with southern light, 
8      Deep, golden sunbrown on the neck; 
9   Warm eyes, sweet mouth of the softest lips: 
10         Yea, though he is not playing, 
11      His hand a flute Pandean grips, 
12         Across one hole a finger laying. 

13      His flesh a golden haze, the line 
14      Of cheek and chin is only made 
15      By modulation, perfect, fine, 
16      Of their rich colour into shade. 
17      His curls have sometime veiled the top 
18      Of the wide forehead,---we can see 
19      How where the sunbeams might not stop 
20      A subtle whiteness stretches, free 
21   From the swarthy burning of their love: 
22         The opened shirt exposes 
23      Fair skin that meets the stain above 
24         Half-coyly with its white and roses. 

25      Not merely does he bear the sun 
26      Thus visible on limb and head, 
27      His countenance reveals him one 
28      Of those whose characters are fed 
29      By light---the largeness of its ways, 
30      The breadth and patience in its joy. 

31      Evenings of sober azure, days 
32      Of heat have influenced the lone boy 
33   To dream with never a haunting thought, 
34         To be too calm for gladness 
35      And in the hill-groves to have caught 
36         Hints of intensest summer sadness. 

37      Yet pain can never overcast 
38      A soul thus solemnly subdued 
39      To muse upon an open past 
40      Of sunshine, love and solitude. 
41      Maternal nature and his own 
42      Secluded mother are the sole 
43      Companions he has ever known; 
44      His earliest innocence is whole: 
45      His mouth, attuned to the silvan breeze, 
46         Is mobile with the blowing 
47      Of notes beneath the olive-trees 
48         Or where an upland source is flowing. 

49      Ah, Golden Age, time has run back 
50      And fetched you for our eyes to greet 
51      And set you to repair our lack 
52      Of splendour that is truly sweet, 
53      By showing us how life can rear 
54      Its children to enjoying sense 
55      Of all that visits eye and ear, 
56      Through days of restful reticence. 
57   Delight will never be slow to come 
58         To youth that lays its finger 
59      On the flute's stop and yet is dumb 
60         And loves with its dumb self to linger.
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SAINT SEBASTIAN 
ANTONELLO DA MESSINA
The Dresden Gallery 
1          Young Sebastian stands beside a lofty tree,
2          Rigid by the rigid trunk that branchlessly
3             Lifts its column on the blue
4             Of a heaven that takes
5                Hyacinthine hue
6             From a storm that wellnigh breaks.

7          Shadiness and thunder dout the zenith's light,
8          Yet a wide horizon still extends as bright
9             As the lapis-lazuli;
10           Poignant sunshine streams
11              Over land and sky,
12           With tempestuous, sunken beams.

13        He who was a soldier late is standing now
14        Stript and fastened to the tree that has no bough,
15           In the centre of a court,
16           That is bound by walls
17              Fancifully wrought,
18           Over which the daylight falls.

19        Arch and chimney rise aloft into the air:
20        On the balconies are hung forth carpets rare
21           Of an Eastern, vivid red;
22           Idle women lean
23              Where the rugs are spread,
24           Each with an indifferent mien.

25        On the marble of the courtyard, fast asleep,
26        Lies a brutish churl, his body in a heap;
27           Two hard-hearted comrades prate
28           Where a portal shows
29              Distance blue and great,
30           Stretching onward in repose.

31        And between the shafts of sandy-coloured tone
32        Slips a mother with her child: but all alone
33           Stays Sebastian in his grief.
34           What soul pities him!
35              Who shall bring relief

36           From the darts that pierce each limb?
37        Naked, almost firm as sculpture, is his form,
38        Nobly set below the burthen of the storm;
39           Shadow, circling chin and cheek,
40           Their ellipse defines,
41              Then the shade grows weak
42           And his face with noonday shines---

43        Shines as olive marble that reflects the mere
44        Radiance it receives upon a surface clear;
45           For we see no blessedness
46           On his visage pale,
47              Turned in its distress
48           Toward the heaven, without avail.

49        Massive is his mouth; the upper lip is set
50        In a pained, protesting curve: his eyes have met
51           God within the darkening sky
52           And dispute His will,
53              Dark, remorselessly
54           Fervent to dispute it still.

55        The whole brow is hidden by the chestnut hair,
56        That behind the back flows down in locks and there
57           Changes to a deeper grain.
58           Though his feet were strong,
59              They are swoln with strain,
60           For he has been standing long.

61        Captive, stricken through by darts, yet armed with power
62        That resents the coming on of its last hour,
63           Sound in muscle is the boy,
64           Whom his manhood fills
65              With an acrid joy,
66           Whom its violent pressure thrills.

67        But this force implanted in him must be lost
68        And its natural validity be crossed
69           By a chill, disabling fate;
70           He must stand at peace
71              While his hopes abate,
72           While his youth and vigour cease.

73        At his feet a mighty pillar lies reversed;
74        So the virtue of his sex is shattered, cursed:
75           Here is martyrdom and not
76           In the arrows' sting;
77              This the bitter lot
78           His soul is questioning.

79        He, with body fresh for use, for pleasure fit,
80        With its energies and needs together knit
81           In an able exigence,
82           Must endure the strife,
83              Final and intense,
84           Of necessity with life.

85        Yet throughout this bold rebellion of the saint
86        Noonday's brilliant air has carried no complaint.
87           Lo, across the solitude
88           Of the storm two white,
89              Little clouds obtrude
90           Storm-accentuating light!
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THE MAGDALEN 
TIMOTEO VITI 
The Accademia at Bologna
1       This tender sylph of a maid 
2   Is the Magdalen---this figure lone: 
3      Her attitude is swayed 
4      By the very breath she breathes, 
5   The prayer of her being that takes no voice. 
6      Boulders, the grass enwreathes, 
7      Arch over her as a cave 
8      That of old an earthquake clave 
9      And filled with stagnant gloom: 
10   Yet a woman has strength to choose it for her room. 

11      Her long, fair hair is allowed 
12   To wander in its thick simpleness; 

13      The graceful tresses crowd 
14      Unequal, yet close enough 
15   To have woven about her neck and breast 
16      A wimple of golden stuff. 
17      Though the rock behind is rude, 
18      The sweetness of solitude 
19      Is on her face, the soft 
20   Withdrawal that in wild-flowers we have loved so oft. 

21      Her mantle is scarlet-red 
22   In folds of severe resplendency; 
23      Her hair beneath is spread 
24      Full-length; from its lower flakes 
25   Her feet come forth in their naked charm: 
26      A wind discreetly shakes 
27      The scarlet raiment, the hair. 
28      Her small hands, a tranquil pair, 
29      Are laid together; her book 
30   And cup of ointment furnish scantily her nook. 

31      She is happy the livelong day, 
32   Yet her thoughts are often with the past; 
33      Her sins are done away, 
34      They can give her no annoy. 
35   She is white---oh! infinitely clean 
36      And her heart throbs with joy; 
37      Besides, there is joy in heaven 
38      That her sins are thus forgiven; 
39      And she thinks till even-fall 
40   Of the grace, the strangeness, the wonder of it all. 

41      She is shut from fellowship; 
42   How she loved to mingle with her friends! 
43      To give them eyes and lip; 
44      She lived for their sake alone; 
45   Not a braid of her hair, not a rose 
46      Of her cheek was her own: 
47      And she loved to minister 

48      To any in want of her, 
49      All service was so sweet: 
50   Now she must stand all day on lithe, unsummoned feet. 

51      Among the untrodden weeds 
52   And moss she is glad to be remote; 
53      She knows that when God needs 
54      From the sinning world relief, 
55   He will find her thus with the wild bees, 
56      The doves and the plantain-leaf, 
57      Waiting in a perfect peace 
58      For His kingdom's sure increase, 
59      Waiting with a deeper glow 
60   Of patience every day, because He tarrieth so. 

61      By her side the box of nard 
62   Unbroken . . . God is a great way off; 
63      She loves Him: it is hard 
64      That she may not now even spread 

65   The burial-spice, who would gladly keep 
66      The tomb where He lay dead, 
67      As it were her rocky cave; 
68      And fold the linen and lave 
69      The napkin that once bound 
70   His head; no place for her pure arts is longer found. 

71      And these are the things that hurt; 
72   For the rest she gives herself no pain: 
73      She wears no camel shirt, 
74      She uses nor scourge, nor rod; 
75   But bathes her fair body in the well 
76      And keeps it pure for God: 
77      The beauty, that He hath made 
78      So bright, she guards in the shade, 
79      For, as an angel's dress, 
80   Spotless she must preserve her new-born loveliness. 

81      Day by day and week by week, 
82   She lives and muses and makes no sound; 

83      She has no words to speak 
84      The joy that her desert brings: 
85   In her heart there is a song 
86      And yet no song she sings. 
87      Since the word Rabboni came 
88      Straightway at the call of her name 
89      And the Master reproved, 
90   It seems she has no choice---her lips have never moved. 

91      She stole away when the pale 
92   Light was trembling on the garden-ground 
93      And others told the tale, 
94       Christ was risen ; she roamed the wide, 
95   Fearful countries of the wilderness 
96      And many a river-side, 
97      Till she found her destined grot, 
98      South, in France, a woody spot, 
99      Where she is often glad, 
100   Musing on those great days when she at first grew sad.
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A PEN-DRAWING OF LEDA 
SODOMA 
The Grand Duke's Palace at Weimar 

1       'Tis Leda lovely, wild and free, 
2         Drawing her gracious Swan down through the grass to see 
3         Certain round eggs without a speck: 
4   One hand plunged in the reeds and one dinting the downy neck, 
5         Although his hectoring bill 
6         Gapes toward her tresses, 
7   She draws the fondled creature to her will. 

8      She joys to bend in the live light 
9   Her glistening body toward her love, how much more bright! 
10         Though on her breast the sunshine lies 
11   And spreads its affluence on the wide curves of her waist and thighs, 
12         To her meek, smitten gaze 
13         Where her hand presses 
14   The Swan's white neck sink Heaven's concentred rays.
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THE SLEEPING VENUS 
GIORGIONE
The Dresden Gallery
1          Here is Venus by our homes
2          And resting on the verdant swell
3          Of a soft country flanked with mountain domes:
4          She has left her arched shell,
5          Has left the barren wave that foams,
6          Amid earth's fruitful tilths to dwell.
7             Nobly lighted while she sleeps
8             As sward-lands or the corn-field sweeps,
9             Pure as are the things that man
10           Needs for life and using can
11           Never violate nor spot---
12           Thus she slumbers in no grot.
13           But on open ground,
14           With the great hill-sides around.

15        And her body has the curves,
16        The same extensive smoothness seen
17        In yonder breadths of pasture, in the swerves
18        Of the grassy mountain-green
19        That for her propping pillow serves:
20        There is a sympathy between
21           Her and Earth of largest reach,
22           For the sex that forms them each
23           Is a bond, a holiness,
24           That unconsciously must bless
25           And unite them, as they lie
26           Shameless underneath the sky
27           A long, opal cloud
28           Doth in noontide haze enshroud.

29        O'er her head her right arm bends;
30        And from the elbow raised aloft
31        Down to the crossing knees a line descends
32        Unimpeachable and soft
33        As the adjacent slope that ends
34        In chequered plain of hedge and croft.
35           Circular as lovely knolls,
36           Up to which a landscape rolls
37           With desirous sway, each breast
38           Rises from the level chest,
39           One in contour, one in round---
40           Either exquisite, low mound
41           Firm in shape and given
42           To the August warmth of heaven.

43        With bold freedom of incline,
44        With an uttermost repose,
45        From hip to herbage-cushioned foot the line
46        Of her left leg stretching shows
47        Against the turf direct and fine,
48        Dissimilar in grace to those
49           Little bays that in and out
50           By the ankle wind about;
51           Or that shallow bend, the right
52           Curled-up knee has brought to sight
53           Underneath its bossy rise,
54           Where the loveliest shadow lies!
55           Charmed umbrage rests
56           On her neck and by her breasts.

57        Her left arm remains beside
58        The plastic body's lower heaves,
59        Controlled by them, as when a river-side
60        With its sandy margin weaves
61        Deflections in a lenient tide;
62        Her hand the thigh's tense surface leaves,
63           Falling inward. Not even sleep
64           Dare invalidate the deep,
65           Universal pleasure sex
66           Must unto itself annex---
67           Even the stillest sleep; at peace,
68           More profound with rest's increase,
69           She enjoys the good
70           Of delicious womanhood.

71        Cheek and eyebrow touch the fold
72        Of the raised arm that frames her hair,
73        Her braided hair in colour like to old
74        Copper glinting here and there:
75        While through her skin of olive-gold
76        The scarce carnations mount and share
77           Faultlessly the oval space
78           Of her temperate, grave face.
79           Eyelids underneath the day
80           Wrinkle as full buds that stay,
81           Through the tranquil, summer hours,
82           Closed although they might be flowers;
83           The red lips shut in
84           Gracious secrets that begin.

85        On white drapery she sleeps,
86        That fold by fold is stained with shade;
87        Her mantle's ruddy pomegranate in heaps
88        For a cushion she has laid
89        Beneath her; and the glow that steeps
90        Its grain of richer depth is made
91           By an overswelling bank,
92           Tufted with dun grasses rank.
93           From this hillock's outer heaves
94           One small bush defines its leaves
95           Broadly on the sober blue
96           The pale cloud-bank rises to,
97           Whilst it sinks in bland
98           Sunshine on the distant land.
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99        Near her resting-place are spread,
100      In deep or greener-lighted brown,
101      Wolds, that half-withered by the heat o'erhead,
102      Press up to a little town
103      Of castle, archway, roof and shed,
104      Then slope in grave continuance down:
105         On their border, in a group,
106         Trees of brooding foliage droop
107         Sidelong; and a single tree
108         Springs with bright simplicity,
109         Central from the sunlit plain.
110         Of a blue no flowers attain,
111         On the fair, vague sky
112         Adamantine summits lie.

113      And her resting is so strong
114      That while we gaze it seems as though
115      She had lain thus the solemn glebes among
116      In the ages far ago
117      And would continue, till the long,
118      Last evening of Earth's summer glow
119         In communion with the sweet
120         Life that ripens at her feet:
121         We can never fear that she
122         From Italian fields will flee,
123         For she does not come from far,
124         She is of the things that are;
125         And she will not pass
126         While the sun strikes on the grass.
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L'EMBARQUEMENT POUR CYTHÈRE
ANTOINE WATTEAU
The Louvre
1          Why starts this company so fair arrayed
2             In pomegranate brocade,
3          Blue shoulder-cloak and barley-coloured dress
4             Of flaunting shepherdess,
5          From shelter of the full-leaved, summer trees?
6                   What vague unease
7          Draws them in couples to a burnished boat?
8             And wherefore from its prow,
9          Borne upward on a spiral, amber swirl
10        Of incense-light, themselves half-rose, half-pearl,
11                 So languorously doth float
12           This flock of Loves that in degree
13        Fling their own hues as raiment on the sea;
14           While one from brandished censer
15           Flings wide a flame and smoke
16                 Diffusive to provoke
17        The heavens to consummation and to spread
18                 Refluence intenser
19                 Of sun and cool
20              And tempting azure on that bed
21        Of splendour, that delicious, variant pool?
22                 I see it now!
23              'Tis Venus' rose-veiled barque
24        And that great company ere dark
25        Must to HitCythera, so the Loves prevail,
26                 Adventurously sail.

27        O happy youth, that thus by Venus' guile
28           Is summoned to her fabulous,
29              Her crystal-burnished isle!
30           Her virile votaries are not slack
31        In ceremonious worship: bravely clad
32        In coats of flickering velvet, crimson-greys
33        Of corn-field gold, they leap to give her praise,
34        They grasp long staves, they joy as they were mad,
35        Drawing their dainty Beauties by the waist
36              To that warm water-track.
37        What terror holds these noble damsels back?
38              Alack, what strange distaste
39              Works in their hearts that thus
40        They sigh estranged? What pressure of what ill
41              Turns their vague sweetness chill?
42                    Why should they in debate,
43                 Beneath the nodding, summer trees,
44              Dissentient dally and defer their fate?
45                    Methinks none sees
46                 The statue of a Venus set
47           Mid some fair trellis, in a lovely fret
48                 Of rose; her marble mien,
49        Secret, imperial, blank, no joy discovers
50                    In these uncertain lovers
51                    That parley and grow pale:
52              Not one of them but is afraid to sail,
53        Save this firm-tripping dame who chooses
54                    The voyage as a queen,
55        Conscious of what she wins and what she loses.
56           Her petticoat of fine-creased white
57           And, oh, her barley-coloured gown,
58              What miracles of silver-brown
59           They work amid the blues and puces!
60              As, full of whimsical delight
61           To mark a sister's half-abashed surrender,
62              Full proudly she doth bend her
63        Arched, amorous eyelids to commend her,
64                    Gripping more tight
65        Her slender stave, that she may seem

66        Prompt to descend toward that dead, heated stream.
67              Her lover's face we lack,
68              Bent from us; yet we feel
69           How fervid his appeal,
70        As raised on tip-toe he his lofty dame addresses.
71        Fine streaks of light across his raiment steal;
72           For, though his cap is black,
73        When blossoms of japonica are spread
74           In sunshine, whiter-smiling red
75        Was never seen than glistens on his sleeve.
76           And how his furs flash to relieve
77        His lady's train of chrome!
78        Ah me, how long must these fond gallants blind
79           The fears and waive the light distresses
80              Of the coy girls who stay behind,
81                 Nor yet consent to roam
82        Toward that soft, vermeil country far, so very far from home!
83              First of the twain is seen

84        Pale-tressed dame, couched on the grass, her bodice lambent green,
85        Her frilling skirt of salmon and primrose
86        And green of many a flower before it blows
87                 Who, pettish in remorse,
88        Awhile her lover's urgent hand refuses,
89        Then rises buoyant on its welcome force.
90                 But, see, this third
91              Sweet lady is not stirred,
92           Though at her side a man
93        Half-kneels. Why is he pleading in her ear,
94                 With eyes so near
95                 That Paradise of light,
96        Where angles of the yellow, open fan
97                 And gown the sunken pink
98        Of dying roses rim her bosom's white?
99        Her eyelids are full-drooped, but under
100               The lids is wonder;
101               And, at her skirt,
102      Ah, woe! in pilgrim hood and shirt
103      Dressed whimsical, a cunning Cupid-lad:
104            Soon shall the naked urchin be
105      Plunged in the depths of that cerulean sea
106      Where life runs warm, delicious, limpid, free.

107      So pause the nearer groups: to the land's rim
108               Presses a dim
109      Confluence of hopes and angry amities:
110      'Forth to the fairy water, come; thine hand . . .
111      Nay then, by force; it is a god's command
112      And I by rape will bring thee to thy bliss.
113      What, sweet, so slow!'---'But ere I leave the land
114      Give me more vows; oh, bind thee to me fast;
115            Speak, speak! I do not crave thy kiss.
116      To-morrow. . .'---'Love, the tide is rising swift;
117      Shall we not talk aboard? Your skirts are wet;
118               If once I lift
119      You in!'---'Nay, nay, I cannot so forget
120               The statue in the shade,
121         The fountain-trickle by the leafy grot.
122      Might not this mad embarking be delayed
123      An instant?'---'Dearest, would you cast your lot
124               In that dull countryside,
125                  Where men abide
126            Who must be buried? Note the swell
127      Of colour 'gainst the coast.'---'Then as you please.
128      How strange a story we shall have to tell!'

129               Two rowers wait; one shoves
130               The boat from shore, her cry
131      From luscious mouth, her bosom lifted high
132               Incite; and one doth wait,
133         With lip that hath full time to laugh
134                  And hand on oar,
135         Conclusion of the soft debate.
136      Sudden the foremost of the fulgent Loves
137                  Seizes a staff
138      From wanton hand; a thousand flambeaux pour
139      Their plumy smoke upon the kindled breeze
140      That wafts these silken loiterers to submerging seas.

141         Now are they gone: a change is in the light,
142            The iridescent ranges wane,
143         The waters spread: ere fall of night
144      The red-prowed shallop will have passed from sight
145         And the stone Venus by herself remain
146      Ironical above that wide, embrowning plain.
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