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Hello and welcome to my new book. This book is a collection of all the poems that have been quoted
in the Morse series.

These poems can of course be found easily on the internet, but | thought that Morse and poetry fans
would like to have them all gathered in the one place.

It is a fascinating mix of poems and poets.

| have already completed a book on the poetry of the Morse series which can be found on my
website, morseandlewisandendeavour.com

A book on the poetry of the Endeavour series is coming soon.
| hope you enjoy this book.

The following books, written by me, can be found on Amazon. These books include information on all
episodes of the series including, music. Literary references, locations, connections etc etc.
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OLD SCHOOL TIES. (Series 1, Episode 2)



At around 43 minutes Hathaway speaks to Lewis on the phone and says, “Where is the wisdom we’ve
lost in information.”

This is a line from T.S. Eliot’s poem, Choruses from the Rock.

Choruses from the Rock is a long poem, so [ will only include the verse from where Hathaway’s quote
appears in. The quote is from the first verse.

T.S. Eliot's powerful and complex poem, "Choruses from '"The Rock," takes readers on a thought-
provoking journey through time, faith, and the challenges faced by humanity.

Thomas Stearns Eliot. (1888 — 1965).

CHORUSES FROM THE ROCK.

The Eagle soars in the summit of Heaven,

The Hunter with his dogs pursues his circuit.

O perpetual revolution of configured stars,

O perpetual recurrence of determined seasons,

O world of spring and autumn, birth and dying!

The endless cycle of idea and action,

Endless invention, endless experiment,

Brings knowledge of motion, but not of stillness;
Knowledge of speech, but not of silence;
Knowledge of words, and ignorance of the Word.
All our knowledge brings us nearer to our ignorance,
All our ignorance brings us nearer to death,

But nearness to death no nearer to God .

Where is the Life we have lost in living?

Where is the wisdom we have lost in knowledge?
Where is the knowledge we have lost in information?
The cycles of Heaven in twenty centuries

Bring us farther from God and nearer to the Dust.

(Published in 1934).



AND THE MOONBEAMS KISS THE SEA (Series 2, Episode 1)

The title of the epsiode is a line from Percy Bysshe Shelley’s, Love’s Philosophy.

Philip Horton quotes the final verse of the poem to Nell Buckley at around the one-minute mark.

Percy Bysshe Shelley. (1792 — 1822).

LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY.

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the Ocean,

The winds of Heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single;

All things by a law divine

in one another’s being mingle —

Why not I with thine?

See the mountains kiss high Heaven
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister-flower would be forgiven
If it disdain’d its brother:

And the sunlight clasps the earth,
And the moonbeams kiss the sea —
what are all these kissings worth,

If thou kiss not me?

(Published in 1819).



From the same episode as above, Philip Horton quotes from Shelley’s poem, Adonais, An Elegy of the
Death of John Keats at around the fifteen minute mark.

This is a long poem so I will include only the verse, which is the first, that Horton quoted from.

John Keats (1795 — 1821).

Adonais, An Elegy of the Death of John Keats.

I weep for Adonais—he is dead!
Oh, weep for Adonais! though our tears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers,
And teach them thine own sorrow, say: "With me
Died Adonais; till the Future dares
Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be

An echo and a light unto eternity!"

(Published in 1821).

This same poem is quoted by Horton at around the 56-minute mark. The quote is from the tenth verse.
“Lost Angel of a ruin'd Paradise! She knew not 'twas her own; as with no stain. She faded, like a cloud
which had outwept its rain.

And one with trembling hands clasps his cold head,
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries,
"Our love, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead;

See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes,

Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies

A tear some Dream has loosen'd from his brain."
Lost Angel of a ruin'd Paradise!

She knew not 'twas her own; as with no stain

She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain.



Another Shelley poem quoted by Horton to Hathaway at around the one hour and five-minute mark.
“I dreamed that, as | wandered by the way, Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring, And gentle
odours led my steps astray, Mixed with a sound of waters murmuring”

THE QUESTION.

I dreamed that, as [ wandered by the way,
Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring,
And gentle odours led my steps astray,
Mixed with a sound of waters murmuring
Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling

Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,

But kissed it and then fled, as thou mightest in dream.

There grew pied wind-flowers and violets,

Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the earth,

The constellated flower that never sets;

Faint oxlips; tender bluebells, at whose birth

The sod scarce heaved; and that tall flower that wets—
Like a child, half in tenderness and mirth—

Its mother's face with Heaven's collected tears,

When the low wind, its playmate's voice, it hears.

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine,
Green cowbind and the moonlight-coloured may,
And cherry-blossoms, and white cups, whose wine
Was the bright dew, yet drained not by the day;
And wild roses, and ivy serpentine,

With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray;
And flowers azure, black, and streaked with gold,

Fairer than any wakened eyes behold.



And nearer to the river's trembling edge

There grew broad flag-flowers, purple pranked with white,
And starry river buds among the sedge,

And floating water-lilies, broad and bright,

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge

With moonlight beams of their own watery light;

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green

As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen.

Methought that of these visionary flowers

I made a nosegay, bound in such a way

That the same hues, which in their natural bowers
Were mingled or opposed, the like array

Kept these imprisoned children of the Hours
Within my hand,—and then, elate and gay,

I hastened to the spot whence I had come,

That I might there present it!—Oh! to whom?

(Published in 1822).
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MUSIC TO DIE FOR (Series 2, Episode 2)

At around seven minutes Hathaway says to Lewis, “From sleep we wake eternally, and death shall be
no more.” This is a quote from John Donne’s poem, Death Be Not Proud.

John Donne (1572 — 1631).

Holy Sonnets: Death, be not proud

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well

And better than thy stroke; why swell'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally

And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.

(Published posthumously in 1633).
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LIFE BORN OF FIRE (Series, 2, Episode 3).

At the funeral of Will, Jonjo reads from Felicia Dorothea Hemans poem, Casabianca.

Casabianca. It tells the story of Giocante Casabianca, a 12-year old boy, who was the son of Luce
Julien Joseph Casabianca. Casabianca was the commander of Admiral de Brueys' flagship, 1'Orient ,
Giocante Casabianca stayed at his post aboard the flagship L'Orient during the Battle of the Nile.
Giocante Casabianca and his father both died in an explosion when the fire reached the gunpowder
store.

Felicia Dorothea Hemans (1794 — 1835).

Casabianca.

The boy stood on the burning deck
Whence all but him had fled;
The flame that lit the battle's wreck

Shone round him o'er the dead.

Yet beautiful and bright he stood,
As born to rule the storm;
A creature of heroic blood,

A proud, though child-like form.

The flames roll'd on—he would not go
Without his Father's word;
That Father, faint in death below,

His voice no longer heard.

He call'd aloud:—"Say, Father, say
If yet my task is done?"
He knew not that the chieftain lay

Unconscious of his son.
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"Speak, Father!" once again he cried
"If I may yet begone!
And"—but the booming shots replied,

And fast the flames roll'd on.

Upon his brow he felt their breath,
And in his waving hair,
And looked from that lone post of death,

In still yet brave despair.

And shouted but once more aloud,
"My Father, must I stay?"
While o'er him fast, through sail and shroud,

The wreathing fires made way,

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild,
They caught the flag on high,
And streamed above the gallant child,

Like banners in the sky.

There came a burst of thunder sound—
The boy—oh! where was he?
Ask of the winds that far around

With fragments strewed the sea!

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair,
That well had borne their part—
But the noblest thing which perished there

Was that young faithful heart!

(Published in 1826).
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THE GREAT AND THE GOOD (Series 2, Episode 4).

Hathaway and Lewis quote from William Cowper’s poem, The Castaway: “We perish'd, each alone:

But I beneath a rougher sea, And whelm'd in deeper gulfs than he.”

William Cowper (1731 — 1800).

The Castaway.

Obscurest night involv'd the sky,
Th' Atlantic billows roar'd,
When such a destin'd wretch as I,
Wash'd headlong from on board,
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft,

His floating home for ever left.

No braver chief could Albion boast
Than he with whom he went,

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast,
With warmer wishes sent.

He lov'd them both, but both in vain,

Nor him beheld, nor her again.

Not long beneath the whelming brine,
Expert to swim, he lay;

Nor soon he felt his strength decline,
Or courage die away;

But wag'd with death a lasting strife,

Supported by despair of life.

He shouted: nor his friends had fail'd

To check the vessel's course,
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But so the furious blast prevail'd,
That, pitiless perforce,

They left their outcast mate behind,

And scudded still before the wind.

Some succour yet they could afford;
And, such as storms allow,

The cask, the coop, the floated cord,
Delay'd not to bestow.

But he (they knew) nor ship, nor shore,

Whate'er they gave, should visit more.

Nor, cruel as it seem'd, could he
Their haste himself condemn,

Aware that flight, in such a sea,
Alone could rescue them;

Yet bitter felt it still to die

Deserted, and his friends so nigh.

He long survives, who lives an hour
In ocean, self-upheld;

And so long he, with unspent pow'r,
His destiny repell'd;

And ever, as the minutes flew,

Entreated help, or cried—Adieu!

At length, his transient respite past,
His comrades, who before

Had heard his voice in ev'ry blast,
Could catch the sound no more.

For then, by toil subdued, he drank

The stifling wave, and then he sank.



No poet wept him: but the page

Of narrative sincere;

That tells his name, his worth, his age,

Is wet with Anson's tear.
And tears by bards or heroes shed

Alike immortalize the dead.

I therefore purpose not, or dream,
Descanting on his fate,

To give the melancholy theme
A more enduring date:

But misery still delights to trace

Its semblance in another's case.

No voice divine the storm allay'd,
No light propitious shone;
When, snatch'd from all effectual aid,

We perish'd, each alone:
But I beneath a rougher sea,

And whelm'd in deeper gulfs than he.

(Published in 1799).
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ALLEGORY OF LOVE. (Series 3, Episode 1).

At around Professor Deering quotes from Lewis Carroll’s poem, The Walrus and the Carpenter. “The
time has come, the Walrus said, To talk of many things.”

Lewis Carroll (1832 — 1898).

The Walrus and the Carpenter.

"The sun was shining on the sea,
Shining with all his might:
He did his very best to make
The billows smooth and bright —
And this was odd, because it was

The middle of the night.

The moon was shining sulkily,
Because she thought the sun

Had got no business to be there
After the day was done —

"It's very rude of him," she said,

"To come and spoil the fun."

The sea was wet as wet could be,
The sands were dry as dry.
You could not see a cloud, because

No cloud was in the sky:
No birds were flying overhead —

There were no birds to fly.

The Walrus and the Carpenter

Were walking close at hand,;
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They wept like anything to see
Such quantities of sand:
If this were only cleared away,'

They said, it would be grand!'

If seven maids with seven mops
Swept it for half a year,

Do you suppose,' the Walrus said,
That they could get it clear?'

I doubt it,' said the Carpenter,

And shed a bitter tear.

O Oysters, come and walk with us!'
The Walrus did beseech.

A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
Along the briny beach:

We cannot do with more than four,

To give a hand to each.'

The eldest Oyster looked at him,
But never a word he said:

The eldest Oyster winked his eye,
And shook his heavy head —

Meaning to say he did not choose

To leave the oyster-bed.

But four young Oysters hurried up,
All eager for the treat:

Their coats were brushed, their faces washed,
Their shoes were clean and neat —

And this was odd, because, you know,

They hadn't any feet.



Four other Oysters followed them,
And yet another four;

And thick and fast they came at last,
And more, and more, and more —

All hopping through the frothy waves,

And scrambling to the shore.

The Walrus and the Carpenter
Walked on a mile or so,
And then they rested on a rock

Conveniently low:
And all the little Oysters stood

And waited in a row.

The time has come,' the Walrus said,

To talk of many things:

Of shoes — and ships — and sealing-wax —

Of cabbages — and kings —
And why the sea is boiling hot —

And whether pigs have wings.'

But wait a bit,' the Oysters cried,
Before we have our chat;

For some of us are out of breath,
And all of us are fat!'

No hurry!' said the Carpenter.
They thanked him much for that.

A loaf of bread,' the Walrus said,
Is what we chiefly need:

Pepper and vinegar besides
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Are very good indeed —
Now if you're ready, Oysters dear,

We can begin to feed.'

But not on us!' the Oysters cried,
Turning a little blue.

After such kindness, that would be
A dismal thing to do!'

The night is fine,' the Walrus said.

Do you admire the view?

It was so kind of you to come!
And you are very nice!'
The Carpenter said nothing but
Cut us another slice:
I wish you were not quite so deaf —

I've had to ask you twice!'

It seems a shame,' the Walrus said,
To play them such a trick,

After we've brought them out so far,
And made them trot so quick!'

The Carpenter said nothing but

The butter's spread too thick!'

I weep for you,' the Walrus said:
I deeply sympathize.'

With sobs and tears he sorted out
Those of the largest size,

Holding his pocket-handkerchief

Before his streaming eyes.
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O Oysters,' said the Carpenter,
You've had a pleasant run!

Shall we be trotting home again?'
But answer came there none —

And this was scarcely odd, because

They'd eaten every one."

(Published in 1871).
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THE POINT OF VANISHING (Series 3, Episode 3).

At around 18 minutes Francis Wheeler, the curator, is asked if the the words on the back a postcard
mean anything, “It was no dream.” A quote from Sir Thomas Wyatt’s poem, Remembrance.

At around 47 minutes Hathaway quotes from the same poem; “And she me caught in her arms long
and small; Therewith all sweetly did me kiss, And softly said, ‘Dear heart, how like you this’ It was no
dream: I lay broad waking: But all is turned, thorough my gentleness, Into a strange fashion of
forsaking”

Sir Thomas Wyatt (1503 — 1542).

Remembrance.

They flee from me, that sometime did me seek
With naked foot, stalking in my chamber.
I have seen them gentle, tame, and meek,
That now are wild, and do not remember
That sometime they put themselves in danger
To take bread at my hand; and now they range

Busily seeking with a continual change.

Thanked be fortune it hath been otherwise
Twenty times better; but once, in special,
In thin array, after a pleasant guise,
When her loose gown from her shoulders did fall,
And she me caught in her arms long and small;
Therewith all sweetly did me kiss,

And softly said, ‘Dear heart, how like you this?’

It was no dream: I lay broad waking:
But all is turned, thorough my gentleness,
Into a strange fashion of forsaking;

And I have leave to go of her goodness,
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And she also to use newfangleness.
But since that I so kindly am served,

I would fain know what she hath deserved.

(Published in 1557).
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THE DEAD OF WINTER (Series 4, Episode 1).

At both 46 minutes and 59 minutes Scarlett and Hathaway quote from A.E. Housman’s poem, Into the
heart on air that kills.

This poem, taken from A. E. Housman's collection The Shropshire Lad, explores the idea of nostalgia
and growing old.

Alfred Edward Housman (1859 — 1936).

Into my heart an air that kills.

Into my heart an air that kills
From yon far country blows;
What are those blue remembered hills,

What spires, what farms are those?

That is the land of lost content,
I see it shining plain,
The happy highways where I went

And cannot come again.

(Published in 1896).
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YOUR SUDDEN DEATH QUESTION. (Series 4, Episode 3).

At around one hour and 23 minutes Lewis and Hathaway are interviewing Sebastian Anderson.
Hathaway says, “Macavity wasn’t there.) This is alluding to T.S. Eliot’s poetry book, Old Possum’s
Book of Practical Cats.

Though not actually quote is from the book I thought I would include this piece of information.
Hathaway was alluding to Macavity, who was based on Sherlock Holmes arch nemesis, Moriarty.
Macavity is described in the poem as being “not there” at the time or location of the crime.
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FALLING DARKNESS (Series 4, Episode 4).

At 37 minutes Pickman says to Lewis and Hathaway as he prepares to have a drink, “My candle burns
at both ends. It will not last the night. But O my foes and O my friends, it gives a lovely light.”

This is a poem by Edna ST. Vincent Millay called Figs from Thistles: First Fig.

Edna ST. Vincent Millay (1892 — 1950).

Figs from Thistles: First Fig.

My candle burns at both ends;
It will not last the night;
But ah, my foes, and oh, my friends—

It gives a lovely light!

(Published in 1918).
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OLD, UNHAPPY, FAR OFF THINGS. (Series 5, Episode 1).

The title of the episode is a line from the poem, The Solitary Reaper by Wordsworth.

William Wordsworth (1770 — 1850).

The Solitary Reaper.

Behold her, single in the field,

Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas

Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,

Familiar matter of to-day?
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Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,

That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ending;
I saw her singing at her work,

And o'er the sickle bending;—

I listened, motionless and still;

And, as I mounted up the hill,

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.

(Published in 1807).
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In the same episode as above Hathaway, at around the one hour and 27 mark, says, “Out flew the web
and floated wide.” This is a line from Tennyson’s The Lady of Shalott.

Alfred Tennyson, 1st Baron Tennyson (1809 — 1892).

The Lady of Shalott.

Part I

On either side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
And thro' the field the road runs by
To many-tower'd Camelot;
The yellow-leaved waterlily
The green-sheathed daffodilly
Tremble in the water chilly

Round about Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens shiver.
The sunbeam showers break and quiver
In the stream that runneth ever
By the island in the river
Flowing down to Camelot.
Four gray walls, and four gray towers
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers

The Lady of Shalott.

Underneath the bearded barley,
The reaper, reaping late and early,

Hears her ever chanting cheerly,
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Like an angel, singing clearly,

O'er the stream of Camelot.
Piling the sheaves in furrows airy,
Beneath the moon, the reaper weary
Listening whispers, ' 'Tis the fairy,

Lady of Shalott.'

The little isle is all inrail'd
With a rose-fence, and overtrail'd
With roses: by the marge unhail'd
The shallop flitteth silken sail'd,
Skimming down to Camelot.
A pearl garland winds her head:
She leaneth on a velvet bed,
Full royally apparelled,
The Lady of Shalott.

Part I1

No time hath she to sport and play:
A charmed web she weaves alway.
A curse is on her, if she stay
Her weaving, either night or day,
To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be;
Therefore she weaveth steadily,
Therefore no other care hath she,

The Lady of Shalott.

She lives with little joy or fear.

Over the water, running near,



The sheepbell tinkles in her ear.
Before her hangs a mirror clear,
Reflecting tower'd Camelot.
And as the mazy web she whirls,
She sees the surly village churls,
And the red cloaks of market girls

Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd lad,

Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
Goes by to tower'd Camelot:

And sometimes thro' the mirror blue

The knights come riding two and two:

She hath no loyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalott.

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often thro' the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, came from Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead

Came two young lovers lately wed;

'l am half sick of shadows,' said

The Lady of Shalott.

Part III

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
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He rode between the barley-sheaves,

The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,

And flam'd upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.

A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd

To a lady in his shield,

That sparkled on the yellow field,

Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily

As he rode down from Camelot:
And from his blazon'd baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flame together,
As he rode down from Camelot.

As often thro' the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,

Moves over green Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;

From underneath his helmet flow'd
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His coal-black curls as on he rode,

As he rode down from Camelot.
From the bank and from the river
He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
'Tirra lirra, tirra lirra:'

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom
She made three paces thro' the room
She saw the water-flower bloom,
She saw the helmet and the plume,
She look'd down to Camelot.
Out flew the web and floated wide;
The mirror crack'd from side to side;
'"The curse is come upon me,' cried

The Lady of Shalott.

Part IV

In the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining
Over tower'd Camelot;
Outside the isle a shallow boat
Beneath a willow lay afloat,
Below the carven stern she wrote,

The Lady of Shalott.

A cloudwhite crown of pearl she dight,

All raimented in snowy white
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That loosely flew (her zone in sight

Clasp'd with one blinding diamond bright)
Her wide eyes fix'd on Camelot,

Though the squally east-wind keenly

Blew, with folded arms serenely

By the water stood the queenly

Lady of Shalott.

With a steady stony glance—

Like some bold seer in a trance,

Beholding all his own mischance,

Mute, with a glassy countenance—
She look'd down to Camelot.

It was the closing of the day:

She loos'd the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,

The Lady of Shalott.

As when to sailors while they roam,

By creeks and outfalls far from home,

Rising and dropping with the foam,

From dying swans wild warblings come,
Blown shoreward; so to Camelot

Still as the boathead wound along

The willowy hills and fields among,

They heard her chanting her deathsong,
The Lady of Shalott.

A longdrawn carol, mournful, holy,
She chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her eyes were darken'd wholly,

And her smooth face sharpen'd slowly,
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Turn'd to tower'd Camelot:
For ere she reach'd upon the tide
The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died,

The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony,
By garden wall and gallery,

A pale, pale corpse she floated by,
Deadcold, between the houses high,
Dead into tower'd Camelot.
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

To the planked wharfage came:
Below the stern they read her name,

The Lady of Shalott.

They cross'd themselves, their stars they blest,
Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and guest.
There lay a parchment on her breast,
That puzzled more than all the rest,
The wellfed wits at Camelot.
'"The web was woven curiously,
The charm is broken utterly,
Draw near and fear not,—this is I,

The Lady of Shalott.'

(Published in 1832).
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THE MIND HAS MOUNTAINS (Series 5, Episode 3).

The title of the episode is a line from the Gerard Manley Hopkins poem, No worst, there is none.
Pitched past pitch of grief.

Gerald Manley Hopkins (1844- 1889).

No worst, there is none. Pitched past pitch of grief.

No worst, there is none. Pitched past pitch of grief,

More pangs will, schooled at forepangs, wilder wring.
Comforter, where, where is your comforting?

Mary, mother of us, where is your relief?

My cries heave, herds-long; huddle in a main, a chief
Woe, world-sorrow; on an age-old anvil wince and sing —
Then lull, then leave off. Fury had shrieked 'No ling-

ering! Let me be fell: force I must be brief."

O the mind, mind has mountains; cliffs of fall
Frightful, sheer, no-man-fathomed. Hold them cheap
May who ne'er hung there. Nor does long our small
Durance deal with that steep or deep. Here! creep,
Wretch, under a comfort serves in a whirlwind: all

Life death does end and each day dies with sleep.

(Published in 1885)
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FEARFUL SYMMETRY (Series 6, Episode 3).

The title of the episode is a reference to the William Blake poem, The Tyger.

William Blake (1757 — 1827).

The Tyger.

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,
In the forests of the night;
What immortal hand or eye,

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand, dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat.

What dread hand? & what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp.

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lamb make thee?
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Tyger Tyger burning bright,
In the forests of the night:
What immortal hand or eye,

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?

(Published in 1794)

38



THE INDELIBLE STAIN (Series 6, Episode 4).

At 10 minutes Robert says to Nina, “They who go feel not the pain of parting, it’s they who stay
behind that suffer.” A line from Prologue at Ischia by Longfellow.

It’s a long poem so I will only use that part of the poem that includes the above line.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807 — 1882).

Michael Angelo (Prologue at Ischia).

Needs not your presence. No one waits for you.
Stay one day longer with me. They who go

Feel not the pain of parting; it is they

Who stay behind that suffer. I was thinking

But yesterday how like and how unlike

Have been, and are, our destinies. Your husband,
The good Vespasian, an old man, who seemed
A father to you rather than a husband,

Died in your arms; but mine, in all the flower
And promise of his youth, was taken from me
As by a rushing wind. The breath of battle
Breathed on him, and I saw his face no more,
Save as in dreams it haunts me. As our love
Was for these men, so is our sorrow for them.
Yours a child's sorrow, smiling through its tears;
But mine the grief of an impassioned woman,

Who drank her life up in one draught of love.

(Published in 1883).

39



THE LIONS OF NEMEA (Series 8, Episode 2).

At six minutes Hathaway says, “The clouds were pure and white as flocks new shorn.” A line from
Keats poem, I Stood Tip Toe Upon A Little Hill.

John Keats (1795 — 1821).

I Stood Tip Toe Upon A Little Hill.

I STOOD tip-toe upon a little hill,

The air was cooling, and so very still,

That the sweet buds which with a modest pride
Pull droopingly, in slanting curve aside,

Their scantly leaved, and finely tapering stems,
Had not yet lost those starry diadems

Caught from the early sobbing of the morn.

The clouds were pure and white as flocks new shorn,
And fresh from the clear brook; sweetly they slept
On the blue fields of heaven, and then there crept
A little noiseless noise among the leaves,

Born of the very sigh that silence heaves:

For not the faintest motion could be seen

Of all the shades that slanted o’er the green.

There was wide wand’ring for the greediest eye,
To peer about upon variety;

Far round the horizon’s crystal air to skim,

And trace the dwindled edgings of its brim;

To picture out the quaint, and curious bending

Of a fresh woodland alley, never ending;

Or by the bowery clefts, and leafy shelves,

Guess where the jaunty streams refresh themselves.

I gazed awhile, and felt as light, and free
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As though the fanning wings of Mercury

Had played upon my heels: I was light-hearted,
And many pleasures to my vision started;

So I straightway began to pluck a posey

Of luxuries bright, milky, soft and rosy.

A bush of May flowers with the bees about them;
A, sure no tasteful nook would be without them;
And let a lush laburnum oversweep them,

And let long grass grow round the roots to keep them
Moist, cool and green; and shade the violets,

That they may bind the moss in leafy nets.

A filbert hedge with wildbriar overtwined,

And clumps of woodbine taking the soft wind
Upon their summer thrones; there too should be
The frequent chequer of a youngling tree,

That with a score of light green breth[r]en shoots
From the quaint mossiness of aged roots:

Round which is heard a spring-head of clear waters
Babbling so wildly of its lovely daughters

The spreading blue bells: it may haply mourn
That such fair clusters should be rudely torn
From their fresh beds, and scattered thoughtlessly

By infant hands, left on the path to die.

Open afresh your round of starry folds,

Ye ardent marigolds!

Dry up the moisture from your golden lids,
For great Apollo bids

That in these days your praises should be sung

On many harps, which he has lately strung;
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And when again your dewiness he kisses,
Tell him, I have you in my world of blisses:
So haply when I rove in some far vale,

His mighty voice may come upon the gale.

Here are sweet peas, on tip-toe for a flight:
With wings of gentle flush o’er delicate white,
And taper fingers catching at all things,

To bind them all about with tiny rings.

Linger awhile upon some bending planks

That lean against a streamlet’s rushy banks,

And watch intently Nature’s gentle doings:

They will be found softer than ring-dove’s cooings.
How silent comes the water round that bend;

Not the minutest whisper does it send

To the o’erhanging sallows: blades of grass
Slowly across the chequer’d shadows pass.

Why, you might read two sonnets, ere they reach
To where the hurrying freshnesses aye preach

A natural sermon o’er their pebbly beds;

Where swarms of minnows show their little heads,
Staying their wavy bodies ’gainst the streams,

To taste the luxury of sunny beams

Temper’d with coolness. How they ever wrestle
With their own sweet delight, and ever nestle
Their silver bellies on the pebbly sand.

If you but scantily hold out the hand,

That very instant not one will remain;

But turn your eye, and they are there again.

The ripples seem right glad to reach those cresses,

And cool themselves among the em’rald tresses;
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The while they cool themselves, they freshness give,
And moisture, that the bowery green may live:

So keeping up an interchange of favours,

Like good men in the truth of their behaviours|.]
Sometimes goldfinches one by one will drop
From low hung branches; little space they stop;
But sip, and twitter, and their feathers sleek;
Then off at once, as in a wanton freak:

Or perhaps, to show their black, and golden wings
Pausing upon their yellow flutterings.

Were I in such a place, I sure should pray

That nought less sweet, might call my thoughts away,
Than the soft rustle of a maiden’s gown

Fanning away the dandelion’s down;

Than the light music of her nimble toes

Patting against the sorrel as she goes.

How she would start, and blush, thus to be caught
Playing in all her innocence of thought.

O let me lead her gently o’er the brook,

Watch her half-smiling lips, and downward look;
O let me for one moment touch her wrist;

Let me one moment to her breathing list;

And as she leaves me may she often turn

Her fair eyes looking through her locks auburne.
What next? A tuft of evening primroses,

O’er which the mind may hover till it dozes;

O’er which it well might take a pleasant sleep,
But that ’tis ever startled by the leap

Of buds into ripe flowers; or by the flitting

Of diverse moths, that aye their rest are quitting;
Or by the moon lifting her silver rim

Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim

43



Coming into the blue with all her light.

O Maker of sweet poets, dear delight

Of this fair world, and all its gentle livers;
Spangler of clouds, halo of crystal rivers,

Mingler with leaves, and dew and tumbling streams,
Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams,

Lover of loneliness, and wandering,

Of upcast eye, and tender pondering!

Thee must I praise above all other glories

That smile us on to tell delightful stories.

For what has made the sage or poet write

But the fair paradise of Nature’s light?

In the calm grandeur of a sober line,

We see the waving of the mountain pine;

And when a tale is beautifully staid,

We feel the safety of a hawthorn glade:

When it is moving on luxurious wings,

The soul is lost in pleasant smotherings:

Fair dewy roses brush against our faces,

And flowering laurels spring from diamond vases;
O’erhead we see the jasmine and sweet briar,

And bloomy grapes laughing from green attire;
While at our feet, the voice of crystal bubbles
Charms us at once away from all our troubles:

So that we feel uplifted from the world,

Walking upon the white clouds wreath’d and curl’d.
So felt he, who first told, how Psyche went

On the smooth wind to realms of wonderment;
What Psyche felt, and Love, when their full lips
First touch’d; what amorous and fondling nips
They gave each other’s cheeks; with all their sighs,

And how they kist each other’s tremulous eyes:
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The silver lamp,- the ravishment, - the wonder -
The darkness, - loneliness,- the fearful thunder;
Their woes gone by, and both to heaven upflown,

To bow for gratitude before Jove’s throne.

So did he feel, who pull’d the boughs aside,
That we might look into a forest wide,

To catch a glimpse of Fawns, and Dryades
Coming with softest rustle through the trees;
And garlands woven of flowers wild, and sweet,
Upheld on ivory wrists, or sporting feet:

Telling us how fair, trembling Syrinx fled

Arcadian Pan, with such a fearful dread.

Poor Nymph,- poor Pan,- how did he weep to find,

Nought but a lovely sighing of the wind
Along the reedy stream; a half heard strain,

Full of sweet desolation - balmy pain.

What first inspired a bard of old to sing
Narcissus pining o’er the untainted spring?

In some delicious ramble, he had found

A little space, with boughs all woven round;
And in the midst of all, a clearer pool

Than ¢’er reflected in its pleasant cool,

The blue sky here, and there, serenely peeping
Through tendril wreaths fantastically creeping.
And on the bank a lonely flower he spied,

A meek and forlorn flower, with naught of pride,
Drooping its beauty o’er the watery clearness,
To woo its own sad image into nearness:

Deaf to light Zephyrus it would not move;

But still would seem to droop, to pine, to love.
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So while the Poet stood in this sweet spot,
Some fainter gleamings o’er his fancy shot;
Nor was it long ere he had told the tale

Of young Narcissus, and sad Echo’s bale.

Where had he been, from whose warm head out-flew
That sweetest of all songs, that ever new,

That aye refreshing, pure deliciousness,

Coming ever to bless

The wanderer by moonlight? to him bringing
Shapes from the invisible world, unearthly singing
From out the middle air, from flowery nests,

And from the pillowy silkiness that rests

Full in the speculation of the stars.

Ah! surely he had burst our mortal bars;

Into some wond’rous region he had gone,

To search for thee, divine Endymion!

He was a Poet, sure a lover too,

Who stood on Latmus’ top, what time there blew
Soft breezes from the myrtle vale below;

And brought in faintness solemn, sweet, and slow
A hymn from Dian’s temple; while upswelling,
The incense went to her own starry dwelling.
But though her face was clear as infant’s eyes,
Though she stood smiling o’er the sacrifice,

The Poet wept at her so piteous fate,

Wept that such beauty should be desolate:

So in fine wrath some golden sounds he won,

And gave meek Cynthia her Endymion.

Queen of the wide air; thou most lovely queen
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Of all the brightness that mine eyes have seen!
As thou exceedest all things in thy shine,

So every tale, does this sweet tale of thine.

O for three words of honey, that I might

Tell but one wonder of thy bridal night!

Where distant ships do seem to show their keels,
Phoebus awhile delayed his mighty wheels,

And turned to smile upon thy bashful eyes,

Ere he his unseen pomp would solemnize.

The evening weather was so bright, and clear,
That men of health were of unusual cheer;
Stepping like Homer at the trumpet’s call,

Or young Apollo on the pedestal:

And lovely women were as fair and warm,

As Venus looking sideways in alarm.

The breezes were ethereal, and pure,

And crept through half closed lattices to cure
The languid sick; it cool’d their fever’d sleep,
And soothed them into slumbers full and deep.
Soon they awoke clear eyed: nor burnt with thirsting
Nor with hot fingers, nor with temples bursting:
And springing up, they met the wond’ring sight
Of their dear friends, nigh foolish with delight;
Who feel their arms, and breasts, and kiss and stare,
And on their placid foreheads part the hair.
Young men, and maidens at each other gaz’d
With hands held back, and motionless, amaz’d
To see the brightness in each others’ eyes;

And so they stood, fill’d with a sweet surprise,
Until their tongues were loos’d in poesy.

Therefore no lover did of anguish die:
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But the soft numbers, in that moment spoken,
Made silken ties, that never may be broken.
Cynthia! I cannot tell the greater blisses,

That follow’d thine, and thy dear shepherd’s kisses:
Was there a Poet born? - but now no more,

My wand’ring spirit must no further soar. —

(Published in 1817).
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From the same episode as mentioned above. At around ten minutes there is a post-it note stuck to a
mirror that reads, ‘The Rose in the deeps of my heart.” A line from a W.B. Yeats poem.

William Butler Yeats (1865 — 1939).

The Rose In The Deeps Of His Heart.

All things uncomely and broken,

All things worn-out and old,

The cry of a child by the roadway,

The creak of a lumbering cart,

The heavy steps of the ploughman,
splashing the wintry mould,

Are wronging your image that blossoms
A rose in the deeps of my heart.

The wrong of unshapely things

Is a wrong too great to be told;

I hunger to build them anew

And sit on a green knoll apart,

With the earth and the sky and the water,
Remade, like a casket of gold

For my dreams of your image that blossoms

A rose in the deeps of my heart.

(Published in 1899).
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DOWN AMONG THE FEARFUL (Series 8, Episode 3).

Near the end of the episode Lewis quotes Tennyson. “To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.” This
is from the poem Ulysses.

Alfred Tennyson, 1st Baron Tennyson (1809 — 1892).

Ulysses.

It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,
Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole
Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those
That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known; cities of men
And manners, climates, councils, governments,
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

[ am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'
Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades
For ever and forever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!
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As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life
Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,
And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

This is my son, mine own Telemachus,
To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle,—
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild
A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees
Subdue them to the useful and the good.
Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere
Of common duties, decent not to fail
In offices of tenderness, and pay
Meet adoration to my household gods,

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail:
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,
Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—
That ever with a frolic welcome took
The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed
Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;
Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;
Death closes all: but something ere the end,
Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.
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The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,
"T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are;
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

(Published in 1842).
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ONE FOR SORROW (Series 9, Episode 1).

At 42 minutes Hathaway is reading to his dad. The poem is God’s Grandeur by Hopkins.

Gerald Manley Hopkins (1844 — 1889).

God's Grandeur.

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs —
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.

(Published in 1877).
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WHAT LIES TANGLED (Series 9, Episode 3).

At around 42 minutes Hathaway is reading to his father, As Kingfishers Catch Fire by Gerald Manley
Hopkins.

Gerald Manley Hopkins (1844 — 1889).

As Kingfishers Catch Fire.

As kingfishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame;

As tumbled over rim in roundy wells

Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell's
Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name;
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same:

Deals out that being indoors each one dwells;

Selves — goes itself; myself it speaks and spells,

Crying What I d6 is me: for that I came.

I say more: the just man justices;

Keeps grace: that keeps all his goings graces;
Acts in God's eye what in God's eye he is —
Christ — for Christ plays in ten thousand places,
Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his

To the Father through the features of men's faces.

(Published in 1876).
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