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Victorian Poetry 
 
 

Blow, Bugle, Blow 
 

By Lord Tennyson 
 

The splendour falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story: 
The long light shakes across the lakes, 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, 

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
 

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear, 
And thinner, clearer, farther going! 
O sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying: 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 
 

O love, they die in yon rich sky, 
They faint on hill or field or river: 
Our echoes roll from soul to soul, 
And grow for ever and for ever. 
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying, And 

answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 
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“Because I could not stop for Death” 
 

By Emily Dickinson  
 

Because I could not stop for Death-- 
He kindly stopped for me-- 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves-

- And Immortality. 
 

We slowly drove-- He knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For His Civility-- 
 

We passed the School, where Children 
strove, At recess-- in a Ring; 
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain,  

We passed the Setting Sun— 
 

Or rather—He passed Us— 
The Dews drew quivering and Chill— 
For only Gossamer, my Gown— 
My Tippet—only Tulle-- 

 

We paused before a House that seemed 
A Swelling of the Ground-- 
The Roof was scarcely visible-- 
The Cornice—in the Ground-- 
 

Since then—‘tis Centuries—and yet 
Feels shorter than the Day 
I first surmised the Horses’ Heads 
Were toward Eternity-- 
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If  

By Rudyard Kipling 

 

If you can keep your head when all about you 

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,  

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 

But make allowance for their doubting too; 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,  

Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,  

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,  

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 
 

If you can dream – and not make dreams your master; 

If you can think – and not make thoughts your aim; If 

you can meet with Triumph and Disaster  

And treat those two imposters just the same;  

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken  

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,  

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 

And stoop and build ‘em up with worn-out tools: 
 

If you can make one heap of all your winnings  

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,  

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
 

And never breath a word about your loss;  

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew  

To serve your turn long after they are gone,  

And so hold on when there is nothing in you  

Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!” 
 

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,  

Or walk with kings – nor lose the common touch,  

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,  

If all men count with you, but none too 

much; If you can fill the unforgiving minute  

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 
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Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,  

And – which is more – you’ll be a Man, my son! 
 
 

 

The Glory of the Garden  

By Rudyard Kipling  

 

OUR England is a garden that is full of stately views,  

Of borders, beds and shrubberies and lawns and avenues,  

With statues on the terraces and peacocks strutting by;  

But the Glory of the Garden lies in more than meets the eye. 
 

For where the old thick laurels grow, along the thin red wall,  

You will find the tool- and potting-sheds which are the heart of all ; 

The cold-frames and the hot-houses, the dungpits and the tanks, 

The rollers, carts and drain-pipes, with the barrows and the planks. 
 
 
 

And there you’ll see the gardeners, the men and ‘prentice boys 

Told off to do as they are bid and do it without noise;  

For, except when seeds are planted and we shout to scare the birds, 

The Glory of the Garden it abideth not in words. 
 

And some can pot begonias and some can bud a rose, 

And some are hardly fit to trust with anything that grows;  

But they can roll and trim the lawns and sift the sand and 

loam, For the Glory of the Garden occupieth all who come. 
 

Our England is a garden, and such gardens are not made By 

singing:–”Oh, how beautiful!” and sitting in the shade, While 

better men than we go out and start their working lives At 

grubbing weeds from gravel-paths with broken dinner-knives. 
 
 
 

There’s not a pair of legs so thin, there’s not a head so thick, 

There’s not a hand so weak and white, nor yet a heart so sick 
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But it can find some needful job that’s crying to be done, 

For the Glory of the Garden glorifieth every one. 
 

Then seek your job with thankfulness and work till further 

orders, If it’s only netting strawberries or killing slugs on borders;  

And when your back stops aching and your hands begin to 

harden, You will find yourself a partner in the Glory of the Garden. 
 

Oh, Adam was a gardener, and God who made him sees 

That half a proper gardener’s work is done upon his knees, 

So when your work is finished, you can wash your hand and pray  

For the Glory of the Garden, that it may not pass away!  

And the Glory of the Garden it shall never pass away! 
 

 

Echo  

By Christina Rossetti 

 

Come to me in the silence of the night; 

Come in the speaking silence of a dream; 
 

Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright 

As sunlight on a stream;  

Come back in tears, O memory, hope, love of finished years. 
 
 

 

O dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet,  

Whose wakening should have been in Paradise,  

Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet;  

Where thirsting longing eyes  

Watch the slow door  

That opening, letting in, lets out no more. 
 

Yet come to me in dreams, that I may live  

My very life again tho’ cold in death:  

Come back to me in dreams, that I may give  

Pulse for pulse, breath for breath: 
 
 
 



 
 
                                                                                                                                                                

© It’s Never 2 Late 2017 

 

Speak low, lean low,  

As long ago, my love, how long ago. 
 
 

 

The Charge Of The Light Brigade  

By Lord Tennyson 

 

Half a league, half a league, 
Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 
Rode the six hundred. 
“Forward, the Light Brigade! 
Charge for the guns!” he said: 
Into the valley of Death  

Rode the six hundred. 

 

“Forward, the Light Brigade!”  

Was there a man dismayed?  

Not though the soldier knew  

Some one had blundered:  

Their’s not to make reply,  

Their’s not to reason why,  

Their’s but to do and die:  

Into the valley of Death  

Rode the six hundred. 
 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon in front of them 

Volleyed and thundered; 

Stormed at with shot and 

shell, Boldly they rode and 

well, Into the jaws of Death, 

Into the mouth of Hell 
 

Rode the six hundred. 
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Flashed all their sabres bare,  

Flashed as they turned in air  

Sabring the gunners there,  

Charging an army, while  

All the world wondered:  

Plunged in the battery-smoke  

Right through the line they broke;  

Cossack and Russian  

Reeled from the sabre-stroke  

Shattered and sundered.  

Then they rode back, but not,  

Not the six hundred. 
 

Cannon to right of them,  

Cannon to left of them,  

Cannon behind them  

Volleyed and thundered;  

Stormed at with shot and shell,  

While horse and hero fell,  

They that had fought so well  

Came through the jaws of Death  

Back from the mouth of Hell,  

All that was left of them, 
 

Left of six hundred. 
 

When can their glory fade?  

O the wild charge they made!  

All the world wondered.  

Honour the charge they made!  

Honour the Light Brigade,  

Noble six hundred! 
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No Coward Soul is Mine  

By Emily Bronte 

 

No coward soul is mine  

No trembler in the worlds storm-troubled sphere  

I see Heaven’s glories shine  

And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear 
 

O God within my breast  

Almighty ever-present Deity  

Life, that in me has rest, As I Undying Life, have power in Thee 
 
 

 

Vain are the thousand creeds  

That move men’s hearts, unutterably vain,  

Worthless as withered weeds  

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main 
 

To waken doubt in one  

Holding so fast by thy infinity,  

So surely anchored on  

The steadfast Rock of Immortality 
 

With wide-embracing love  

Thy spirit animates eternal years  

Pervades and broods above,  

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears 
 

Though earth and man were gone  

And suns and universes ceased to be  

And Thou wert left alone  

Every Existence would exist in Thee. 
 

There is not room for Death  

Nor atom that his might could render void  

Since thou art Being and Breath  

And what thou art may never be destroyed. 
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Binsey Poplars  

By Gerard Manley Hopkins 

 

My aspens dear, whose airy cages quelled,  

Quelled or quenched in leaves the leaping sun, 
 

All felled, felled, are all felled;  

Of a fresh and following folded rank 

Not spared, not one  

That dandled a sandalled 

Shadow that swam or sank 

On meadow and river and wind-wandering weed-

winding bank.  

O if we but knew what we do  

When we delve or hew –  

Hack and rack the growing green!  

Since country is so tender  

To touch, her being só slender,  

That, like this sleek and seeing ball  

But a prick will make no eye at all,  

Where we, even where we mean  

To mend her we end her,  

When we hew or delve:  

After-comers cannot guess the beauty been.  

Ten or twelve, only ten or twelve  

Strokes of havoc únselve  

The sweet especial scene,  

Rural scene, a rural scene,  

Sweet especial rural scene. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


