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IN T R O D U C T O R Y  N O T E

Jan K oehanow sk i (1530-84) was the  grea test poet o f P o land 
d u rin g  its  existence as an independent k ingdom . H is  Laments are 
his masterpiece, the  choicest w o rk  o f P o lish  ly r ic  p o e try  be fore  the 
tim e  o f  M ie k ie w icz .

K ochanow sk i was a learned poet o f the  Renaissance, d ra w in g  his 
in s p ira tio n  fro m  the lite ra tu re s  o f Greece and Rome. H e was also 
a man o f  sincere p ie ty , fam ous fo r  h is tra n s la tio n  o f the  Psalms 
in to  h is n a tiv e  language. I n  h is  JTaments, w r it te n  in  m em ory o f 
h is l i t t le  daughte r U rsu la , who d ied in  1579 a t the  age o f t h i r t y  
m onths, he expresses th e  deepest personal em otion  th ro u g h  the 
m edium  o f  a l i te ra ry  s ty le  th a t  had been developed b y  lo n g  years 
o f  s tudy. The Laments, to  be sure, are n o t based on any classic 
m odel and th e y  con ta in  fe w  d ire c t im ita tio n s  o f the  c lassica l poets, 
though i t  m ay be noted th a t the conclud ing  coup le t o f  Lam ent X V  
is tran s la te d  fro m  the Greek A ntho logy. On the  o ther hand they are 
in terspersed w ith  co n tin u a l references to  classic s to ry ; and, more 
im p o rta n t, are f ille d  w ith  the  atmosphere o f the  S to ic  ph ilosophy, 
d e rived  fro m  C icero and Seneca. A n d  along w ith  th is  austere 
teach ing  there  runs th ro u g h  them  a w arm er tone o f C h ris tia n  hope 
and tru s t ;  Lam ent X V I I I  is in  s p ir i t  a psalm. To us o f today, 
however, these poems appeal less b y  th e ir  fo rm a l p e rfe c tio n , b y  
th e ir  lea rn in g , o r b y  th e ir  re lig io us  tone, than  b y  th e ir  exqu is ite  
h um an ity . K o c h a n o w s k i’s s in c e rity  o f g r ie f,  h is fa th e r ly  love  
fo r  h is b aby  g ir l,  a f te r  more than  th ree  centuries have no t lo s t th e ir  
power to  touch  our hearts. I n  the  Laments K ochanow sk i embodied 
a wholesome ide a l o f l i fe  such as an im ated  the finest s p ir its  o f 
P o land  in  the  years o f i ts  g rea test g lo ry , a s p ir i t  b o th  hum an is tic  
and u n iv e rs a lly  human.

G. R . N o y e s .





TO UR SULA KO C H A N O W S K I

A C H A R M IN G , M ER R Y , G IFTED C H IL D , W H O , AFTER S H O W IN G  GREAT 

PR O M ISE OF A L L  M A ID E N L Y  VIR TU ES A N D  T A L E N T S , SU D D EN LY, 

P R E M A TU R E LY , I N  H E R  U N R IP E  YE AR S, TO T H E  GREAT AND 

U N B E A R A B LE  GRIEF OF H E R  PA R E N TS , DEPARTED H E N C E.

W R IT T E N  W IT H  TEARS FOR H IS  BELOVED L IT T L E  

G IRL B Y  J A N  K O C H A N O W S K I, H E R  H A P LE S S  FA TH E R .

THOU ART NO MORE, MY URSULA.
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Tales sunt liom inum  mentes, qua li pa ter ipse 
J u p p ite r  auctiferas lu s tra v it lum ine terras.

L A M E N T  I

Come, H e ra c litu s  and Simonides,
Come w ith  you r w eeping and sad elegies:
Y e g rie fs  and sorrows, come fro m  a ll the  lands 
W here in  ye s igh and w a il and w r in g  you r hands: 
G ather ye here w ith in  m y  house today  
A n d  help me m ourn m y sweet, whom  in  her M a y  
U n g o d ly  D eath  h a th  ta  ’en to  his estate,
L e a v in g  me on a sudden desolate.
’T is so a serpent g lides on some shy nest 
A nd , o f the t in y  n ig h tin ga le s  possessed,
D o th  g lu t its  th ro a t, though, fren z ie d  w ith  her fea r, 
The m other b ird  do th  bea t and tw i t te r  near 
A n d  s tr ik e  the  m onster, t i l l  i t  tu rn s  and gapes 
To sw a llow  her, and she b u t ju s t  escapes.
“  ’T is  v a in  to  w eep,”  m y fr ie n d s  perchance w i l l  say. 
D ear God, is  aught in  l i f e  n o t va in , then? N ay, 
Seek to  lie  s o ft, y e t tho rns w i l l  p r ic k ly  be:
The l i fe  o f man is naugh t b u t v a n ity .
A h , w h ich  were b e tte r, then— to  seek re l ie f 
In  tears, or s te rn ly  s tr iv e  to  conquer g rie f?
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L A M E N T  I I

I f  I  had ever th o ug h t to  w r ite  in  praise 
O f l i t t le  ch ild ren  and th e ir  sim ple ways,
F a r  ra th e r had I  fash ioned crad le  verse 
To ro ck  to  slum ber, or the  songs a nurse 
M ig h t  croon above the b aby  on her breast,
S e tt in g  her cha rge ’s sh o rt- live d  woes a t rest.
F o r much more use fu l are such t r i f l in g  tasks 
Than th a t  w h ich  sad m is fo rtu n e  th is  day asks:
To weep o ’er th y  dea f grave, dear m aiden m ine, 
A n d  w a il the  harshness o f  g r im  Proserp ine.
B u t now  I  have no choice o f sub jec t: then  
I  shunned a theme scarce f i t t in g  r ip e r  men,
A n d  now  d isaste r d rives  me on b y  fo rce  
To songs unheeded b y  the  g rea t concourse 
O f m orta ls . Verses th a t I  w ou ld  n o t s ing 
The liv in g ,  to  the  dead I  needs m ust b ring .
Y e t though I  d ry  the  m arrow  fro m  m y bones, 
W eeping a n o th e r ’s death, m y g r ie f  atones 
N o w h it. A l l  fo rm s o f hum an doom 
Arouse b u t tra n s ie n t though ts  o f  jo y  or gloom.
0  la w  u n ju s t, O g rim m est o f  a ll maids,
In e xo ra b le  princess o f the  shades!
F o r, U rsu la , thou  hadst b u t tasted  tim e  
A n d  a r t  departed long  be fo re  th y  prim e.
Thou h a rd ly  knew est th a t  the  sun was b r ig h t  
E re  thou  d id s t van ish  to  the  ha lls  o f n ig h t.
1 w ou ld  thou  hadst n o t liv e d  th a t  l i t t le  b rea th—  
W h a t d id s t thou  know , b u t o n ly  b ir th ,  then  death? 
A n d  a ll  the  jo y  a lo v in g  c h ild  should b r in g
H e r parents, is  become th e ir  b it te re s t s ting .
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L A M E N T  I I I

So, thou  hast scorned me, m y d e lig h t and h e ir; 
T h y  fa th e r ’s ha lls, then, were n o t b road  and fa ir  
Enough fo r  thee to  d w e ll here longer, sweet. 
True, there  was n o th ing , n o th in g  in  them  meet 
F o r th y  s w ift-b u d d in g  reason, th a t  fo re to ld  
V ir tu e s  the fu tu re  years w ou ld  y e t un fo ld .
T h y  words, th y  archness, every  tu rn  and bow —  
H ow  s ick  a t hea rt w ith o u t them  am I  now !
N a y , l i t t le  co m fo rt, never more sha ll I  
Behold  thee and th y  d a rlin g  d ro lle ry .
W h a t m ay I  do b u t o n ly  fo llo w  on
A lo n g  the  p a th  w here e a rlie r thou  hast gone.
A n d  a t its  end do thou, w ith  a ll th y  charms,
Cast round th y  fa th e r ’s neck th y  tender arms.
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L A M E N T  I Y

Thou hast constra ined  m ine eyes, un h o ly  D eath,
To w a tch  m y dear c h ild  brea the  her d y in g  b re a th :
To w a tch  thee shake the  f r u i t  u n ripe  and c lin g in g  
W h ile  fe a r and g r ie f  her p a re n ts ’ hearts w ere w rin g in g . 
A h , never, never could m y w e ll-loved  ch ild  
H ave  d ied  and le f t  her fa th e r  reconciled:
N eve r b u t w ith  a h e a rt l ik e  heavy lead 
Could I  have w atched her go, abandoned.
A n d  y e t a t no tim e  could her death have b ro u g h t 
M ore  crue l ache than  now, no r b it te re r  th o u g h t;
F o r had God g ran ted  to  her am ple days 
I  m ig h t have w a lke d  w ith  her down flow ered w ays 
A n d  le f t  th is  l i fe  a t las t, con ten t, descending 
To realm s o f d a rk  Persephone, th e  a ll-end ing ,
W ith o u t such g rievous sorrow  in  m y heart,
O f w h ich  earth  ho lde th  n o t the  coun te rpa rt.
I  m arve l n o t th a t  N iobe, alone
A m id  her dear, dead ch ild ren , tu rned  to  stone.
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L A M E N T  Y

Jus t as a l i t t le  o live  offghoot grows 
Beneath its  orchard  elders ’ shady rows,
N o  b u d d ing  le a f as ye t, no b ra n ch in g  lim b , 
O n ly  a rod  up ris ing , v irg in -s lim —
Then i f  the  busy gardener, w eed ing  ou t 
Sharp tho rns and ne ttles , cuts the l i t t le  sprout, 
I t  fades and, los ing  a ll  i ts  l iv in g  hue,
Drops b y  the  m other fro m  whose roo ts  i t  g rew : 
So was i t  w ith  m y U rsu la , m y dear;
A  l i t t le  space she g rew  beside us here,
Then D eath  came, b re a th in g  pestilence, and she 
B e ll, s tr ic ke n  life less, b y  her p a re n t tree. 
Persephone, Persephone, th is  flow  
O f b a rren  tea rs ! H o w  cou ldst thou  w i l l  i t  so!
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L A M E N T  V I

D ear l i t t le  S lav ic  Sappho, we had though t, 
H e a ring  th y  songs so sw eetly, d e f t ly  w rough t, 
T h a t thou  shouldst have an he ritage  one day 
Beyond th y  fa th e r ’s lands: his lu te  to  p lay .
F o r n o t an hour o f d a y lig h t ’s joyous round 
B u t thou  d id s t f i l l  i t  f u l l  o f lo v e ly  sound,
Ju s t as the  n ig h tin g a le  do th  sca tte r pleasure 
U pon th e  d a rk , in  g lad  u n s tin te d  measure.
Then D eath  came s ta lk in g  near thee, t im id  th in g , 
A n d  thou  in  sudden te rro r  tookest w ing .
A h , th a t  d e lig h t, i t  was n o t overlong  
A n d  I  pay dear w ith  sorrow  fo r  b r ie f  song.
Thou s t i l l  w e rt s in g in g  when thou  cam ’s t to  d ie ; 
K is s in g  th y  m other, thus thou  sa idst good-bye: 

“ M y  m other, I  sha ll serve thee now  no more 
N o r s it  about th y  ta b le ’s cha rm ing  store ;
I  m ust la y  down m y  keys to  go fro m  here,
To leave the  m ansion o f  m y paren ts  dear. ’ ’

T h is  and w h a t sorrow  now  w i l l  le t  me te ll 
N o longer, were m y d a r l in g ’s la s t fa re w e ll.
A h , s tron g  her m o th e r’s heart, to  fe e l the  pa in  
O f those la s t w ords and n o t to  b u rs t in  tw a in .

ł
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L A M E N T  V I I

Sad t r in k e ts  o f m y l i t t le  daughter, dresses 
T h a t touched her l ik e  caresses,

W h y  do you  d raw  m y m o u rn fu l eyes? To*bo rrow  
A  new er w e ig h t o f sorrow?

N o longer w i l l  you c lo the her fo rm , to  fo ld  her 
A round, and w rap  her, ho ld  her.

A  hard, u n w a k in g  sleep has overpowered 
H e r lim bs, and now  the  flow ered 

Cool m us lin  and the r ib bo n  snoods are bootless, 
The g ilded  g ird les  fru itle s s .

M y  l i t t le  g ir l,  ’tw as  to  a bed fa r  o ther 
T h a t one day th y  poor m other 

H ad  th o ug h t to  lead thee, and th is  sim ple dower 
S u its  no t the b r id a l hour;

A  t in y  shroud and gown o f her own sew ing 
She g ives thee a t th y  going.

T h y  fa th e r  b ring s  a c lod o f earth , a somber 
P il lo w  fo r  th y  la s t slum ber.

A n d  so a s ing le  casket, scant o f  measure,
Locks thee and a ll  th y  treasure.



14 J A N  K 0C E A N 0W S K 1

L A M E N T  V I I I

Thou hast made a ll the  house an em pty  th in g ,
D ear U rsu la , b y  th is  th y  van ish ing .
Though we are here, ’ t is  y e t a vacan t place,
One l i t t le  soul had f ille d  so g rea t a space.
F o r thou  d id s t s ing th y  joyousness to  a ll,
R un n in g  th ro u g h  every nook o f house and ha ll. 
Thou w ou ld s t n o t have th y  m other g rieve , no r le t 
T h y  fa th e r  w ith  too solemn th in k in g  f r e t  
H is  head, b u t  thou  m ust k iss them , daughte r m ine, 
A n d  a ll  w ith  th a t  en tra n c in g  laugh  o f  th in e !
N o w  on the  house has fa lle n  a dumb b lig h t :
Thou w i l t  n o t come w ith  archness and de lig h t,
B u t eve ry  corner lodges lu rk in g  g r ie f
A n d  a ll in  v a in  the  hea rt w ou ld  seek re lie f.
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L A M E N T  I X

Thou shouldst be purchased, W isdom , fo r  much gold 
I f  a ll they  say o f thee is  t r u ly  to ld :
T h a t thou  eanst roo t ou t fro m  the  m ind  the  host 
O f long ings and canst change a man a lm ost 
In to  an angel whom  no g r ie f  can sap,
W ho is n o t prone to  fe a r no r e v il hap.
Thou seest a ll th in g s  hum an as th e y  are—
T rifles . Thou bearest in  th y  b reast a s ta r 
F ixed  and tra n q u il,  and dost contem pla te  
D eath  u n a fra id , s t i l l  calm , in v io la te .
O f riches, one th in g  thou  dost ho ld  the  measure: 
P ro p o rtio n  to  m a n ’s needs— not gold no r treasure ; 
T h y  searching eyes have pow er to  behold 
The beggar housed beneath the ro o f o f  gold,
N o r dost thou  grudge the  poor man fam e as b les t 
I f  he b u t hearken h im  to  th y  behest.
Oh, hapless, hapless man am I ,  who sought
I f  I  m ig h t ga in  th y  thresho lds b y  much though t,
Cast down fro m  th y  la s t steps a f te r  so long,
B u t one am id  the  countless, hopeless th ro n g !
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L A M E N T  X

M y  dear d e lig h t, m y U rsu la , and where 
A r t  thou  departed, to  w h a t land , w h a t sphere? 
H ig h  o ’er the  heavens w e rt thou  borne, to  stand 
One l i t t le  cherub m ids t the cherub band?
Or dost thou  laugh  in  Paradise, or now  
U pon the  Is lands o f  the B le s t a r t  thou?
O r in  h is fe r r y  o ’er the  g loom y w a te r 
Does Charon bear thee onw ard, l i t t le  daughter? 
A n d  h a v in g  d runken  o f  fo rge tfu lness  
A r t  thou  u n w it t in g  o f m y sore distress?
Or, cas ting  o ff th y  human, m aiden v e il,
A r t  thou  enfeathered in  some n igh tin ga le ?
Or in  g rim  P u rg a to ry  m ust thou  s tay  
U n t i l  some t in ie s t  s ta in  be washed away?
Or hast re tu rn e d  aga in  to  w here thou  w e rt 
E re  thou  w a s t bo rn  to  b r in g  me heavy h u rt?  
W h e re ’er thou  a rt, ah! p ity ,  co m fo rt me;
A n d  i f  n o t in  th in e  own e n tire ty ,
Y e t come be fore  m ine eyes a m om e n t’s space 
In  some sweet dream  th a t  shadoweth th y  grace.
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L A M E N T  X I m
“ V ir tu e  is  b u t a t r i f l e ! ’ ’ B ru tu s  said 
In  h is de fea t; no r was he cozened.
W h a t man d id  h is own goodness e ’er advance 
O r p ie ty  preserve fro m  e v il chance?
Some unknow n foe confuses m e n ’s a ffa irs ;
F o r good and bad a lik e  i t  n o th in g  cares.
W here b lows its  b rea th , no man can flee aw ay;
B o th  fa lse  and righ teous i t  h a th  pow er to  stay.
Y e t s t i l l  we v a u n t us o f  our m ig h ty  m ind  
In  id le  arrogance among our k in d ;
A n d  s t i l l  we gaze on heaven and th in k  we see 
The L o rd  and his a ll-h o ly  m ystery.
N a y , human eyes are a ll too d u ll;  l ig h t  dreams 
Amuse and cheat us w ith  w h a t o n ly  seems.
A h , dost thou  rob me, G rie f, m y  safeguards spurn ing, 
O f b o th  m y d a rlin g  and m y tru s t  in  lea rn ing?

o
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L A M E N T  X I I

I  th in k  no fa th e r  under any sky
M ore  fo n d ly  loved  a daughte r than  d id  I ,
A n d  scarcely ever has a ch ild  been born  
W hose loss her paren ts  could m ore ju s t ly  mourn. 
U nspoiled and neat, obedient a t a ll tim es,
She seemed a lready versed in  songs and rhym es, 
A n d  w ith  a h ighborn  courtesy and a rt,
Though b u t a babe, she p layed  a m a ide n ’s p a rt. 
D iscree t and modest, sociable and free  
F rom  jea lous hab its , docile, m annerly ,
She never th o u g h t to  tas te  her m orn ing  fa re  
U n t i l  she should have said her m orn in g  p ra ye r; 
She never w en t to  sleep a t n ig h t u n t i l  
She had p rayed  God to  save us a ll fro m  i l l .
She used to  run  to  meet her fa th e r  when 
H e came fro m  any jo u rn e y  home aga in ;
She loved  to  w o rk  and to  a n tic ip a te  
The servants o f the  house ere th e y  could w a it  
Upon her parents. T h is  she had begun 
W hen t h i r t y  m onths th e ir  l i t t le  course had run .
So m any v ir tu e s  and such a c tive  zeal 
H e r yo u th  could no t susta in ; she fe l l  fro m  w eal 
E re  harvest. L i t t le  ear o f  w heat, th y  p rim e 
W as d is ta n t; ’ t is  be fo re  th y  proper tim e  
I  sow thee once aga in  in  the sad earth ,
K n o w in g  I  b u ry  w ith  thee hope and m irth .
F o r thou  w i l t  n o t sp ring  up when blossoms qu icken 
B u t leave m ine eyes fo re v e r so rrow -stricken .
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L A M E N T  X I I I

U rsu la , w insome ch ild , I  w ou ld  th a t I  
H ad  never had thee i f  thou  w e r t to  die *
So ea rly . F o r w ith  la s tin g  g r ie f  I  pay,
N o w  thou  hast le f t  me, fo r  th y  sweet, b r ie f  stay. 
Thou d id s t delude me lik e  a dream b y  n ig h t 
T h a t shines in  golden fu llness on the s igh t,
Then vanishes, and to  the  man awake 
Leaves on ly  o f i ts  treasures much heartb reak.
So hast thou  done to  me, beloved cheat:
Thou m adest w ith  h igh  hope m y  hea rt to  bea t 
A nd  then  d id s t h u rry  o ff and bear w ith  thee 
A l l  o f  the gladness thou  once gavest me.
’T is  h a lf  m y h e a rt I  la c k  th ro u g h  th is  th y  ta k in g  
A n d  w h a t is le f t  is  good fo r  naugh t b u t aching. 
S tonecutters, set me up a carven stone 
A n d  le t  th is  sad in s c r ip tio n  ru n  thereon:
Ursula KoclianowsTci lie th  here,
H e r fa th e r ’s sorrow and her fa th e r ’s dea r;
F o r  heedless Death hath acted here crisscross:
She should have mourned my death, not I  her loss.
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L A M E N T  X IV

W here are those gates th rough  w h ich  so long ago 
Orpheus descended to  the  realm s be low  
To seek h is los t one? L i t t le  daughte r, I  
W ou ld  find  th a t pa th  and pass th a t fo rd  w hereby 
The g rim -faced  boatm an fe rr ie s  p a llid  shades 
A n d  d rives  them  fo r th  to  joy less cypress glades. 
B u t do thou  no t desert me, lo v e ly  lu te !
Be thou  the fu rth e ran ce  o f  m y m o u rn fu l su it 
B e fo re  dread P lu to , t i l l  he sha ll g ive  ear 
To our com pla in ts  and render up m y dear.
To his d im  d w e llin g  a ll men m ust repa ir,
A n d  so m ust she, her fa th e r ’s jo y  and h e ir ;
B u t le t h im  g ra n t the  f r u i t  now  scarce in  flow er 
To f i l l  and rip e n  t i l l  the  ha rvest hour!
Y e t i f  th a t  god do th  bear a h e a rt w ith in  
So hard th a t  one in  g r ie f  can n o th in g  w in ,
W h a t can I  b u t renounce th is  upper a ir  
A n d  lose m y soul, b u t also lose m y care.
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L A M E N T  X V

Golden-locked E ra to , and thou, sweet lu te ,
The co m fo rt o f  the sad and des titu te ,
Calm  thou  m y sorrow , les t I  too become 
A  m arb le  p i l la r  shedding th ro u g h  the  dumb 
B u t l iv in g  stone m y a lm ost b loody tears,
A  m onum ent o f g r ie f  fo r  com ing years. .
F o r when we th in k  o f m a n k in d ’s e v il chance 
Does n o t our p r iv a te  g r ie f  ga in  temperance? 
U nhappy m other ( i f  ’ t is  e v il hap 
W e blame when caught in  our own f o l l y ’ s tra p )  
W here are th y  sons and daughters, seven each,
The jo y fu l cause o f th y  too b o a s tfu l speech?
I  see th e ir  fo u rte e n  stones, and thou, alas,
W ho fro m  th y  m ise ry  w ou lds t g la d ly  pass 
To death, dost k iss the tombs, O w re tched one, 
W here lies th y  f r u i t  so c ru e lly  undone.
Thus blossoms fa l l  where some keen s ick le  passes 
A n d  so, when ra in  do th  leve l them , green grasses. 
W h a t hope canst thou  y e t ha rbo r in  thee? W h y  
D ost thou  n o t d riv e  th y  sorrow  hence and die?
A n d  th y  s w if t  arrows, Phoebus, w h a t do they?
A n d  th in e  u n e rr in g  bow, D iana? S lay 
H e r, ye  avenging  gods, i f  n o t in  rage,
Then ou t o f p i t y  fo r  her desolate age.
A  pun ishm ent fo r  p ride  be fo re  unknow n 
H a th  fa lle n : N iobe  is  tu rn e d  to  stone,
A n d  borne in  w h ir lw in d  arms o ’er seas and lands,
On S ipy lus  in  deathless m arb le  stands.
Y e t fro m  her l iv in g  wounds a c ry s ta l fo u n ta in  
O f tears flows through the rock and down the mountain, 
W hence beast and b ird  m ay d r in k ;  b u t she, in  chains, 
F ixe d  in  the p a th  o f a ll the  w inds remains.
T h is  tom b holds naught, th is  wom an h a th  no tom b: 
To be bo th  g rave  and body is  her doom.
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M is fo r tu n e  h a th  constra ined me 
To leave the lu te  and poe try ,
N o r can I  fro m  th e ir  easing bo rrow  

Sleep fo r  m y sorrow.

Do I  see true , or h a th  a dream 
F low n  fo r th  fro m  iv o ry  gates to  gleam 
In  phantom  gold, be fo re  fo rs a k in g  

I t s  poor cheat, w ak ing?

Oh, mad, m is taken  hum ankind ,
’T is  easy tr iu m p h  fo r  the m ind  
W h ile  y e t no i l l  adventu re  s tr ike s  us 

A n d  naugh t m is likes  us.

In  p le n ty  we pra ise p o ve rty ,
’M id  pleasures we hold g r ie f  to  be 
(A n d  even death, ere i t  sha ll s tifle  

O ur b re a th ) a tr if le .

B u t when the g rud g in g  sp inner scants 
H e r th read  and fa te  no surcease g ran ts  
F rom  g r ie f  m ost deep and need m ost w earing , 

Less calm  our bearing.

A h , T u lly , thou  d id s t flee fro m  Borne 
W ith  weeping, who d id s t say h is home 
The w ise man found  in  any s ta tion ,

In  any na tion .

A n d  w h y  dost m ourn th y  daugh te r so 
W hen thou  hast said the  o n ly  woe 
T h a t man need dread is base d ishonor?—  

W h y  sorrow  on her?
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D eath, thou  hast said, can te r r i f y  
The godless man alone. Then w h y  
So lo th , the  pay fo r  boldness g iv in g ,

To leave o ff liv in g ?

T h y  words, th a t  have persuaded men, 
Persuade n o t thee, angelic  pen;
D isaste r fin d e th  th y  defenses,

L ik e  m ine, pretenses.

S o ft stone is m an: he takes the  lines 
T h a t F o r tu n e ’s c u tt in g  to o l designs.
To press the  wounds w h e re w ith  she graves us, 

Backs us or saves us?

T im e, fa th e r  o f fo rg e tfu ln e ss  
So longed fo r  now  in  m y  distress,
Since w isdom  no r the  sa in ts  can steel me,

Oh, do thou  heal me!
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God h a th  la id  his hand on me:
H e h a th  taken  a ll  m y  glee,
A n d  m y  s p i r i t ’s em ptied cup 
Soon m ust g ive  its  life -b lo o d  up.

I f  the  sun do th  w ake  and rise,
I f  i t  s in k  in  g ilded  skies,
A l l  a lik e  m y h ea rt doth ache,
C om fo rt i t  can never take.

F ro m  m y eye lids there  do flow  
Tears, and I  m ust weep e ’en so 
E ve r, ever. L o rd  o f L ig h t,
W ho can h ide  h im  fro m  th y  s ig h t!

Though we shun the s to rm y sea,
Though fro m  w a r ’s a ffra y  we flee,
Y e t m is fo rtu n e  shows ner face 
Howsoe ’er concealed our place.

M in e  a l i f e  so fa r  fro m  fam e
Few  there  were could know  m y name;
E v i l  hap and jea lousy
H ad  no w a y  o f  ha rm ing  me.

B u t the L o rd , w ho do th  d isda in  
F lim s y  safeguards raised b y  man, 
S tru c k  a b lo w  m ore s w if t  and sure 
In  th a t  I  was more secure.

Poor ph ilosophy, so la te  
O f its  power w o n t to  p ra te ,
Showeth its  incompetence 
N ow  th a t  jo y  proceedeth hence.
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Sometimes s t i l l  i t  s tr ive s  to  p rove 
H e a vy  care i t  can rem ove;
B u t i ts  l i t t le  w e ig h t do th  fa i l  
To raise  sorrow  in  the  scale.

Id le  is  the foo lish  c la im  
H a rm  can have ano ther name:
H e who laughs when he is sad,
I  should say was o n ly  mad.

H im  who tr ie s  to  p rove our tears 
T rifles , I  w i l l  lend m ine ears;
B u t m y sorrow  he the reby  
D o th  n o t check, b u t m a g n ify .

Choice I  have none, I  m ust needs 
Weep i f  a ll m y  s p ir i t  bleeds. 
C a llin g  i t  a graceless p a rt 
O n ly  stabs anew m y heart.

A l l  such m edicine, dear L o rd ,
Is  another, sharper sword.
W ho m y hea ling  w ou ld  insure 
W i l l  seek ou t a g e n tle r cure.

L e t  m y tears p ro long  th e ir  flow. 
W isdom , I  m ost t ru ly  know,
H a th  no pow er to  console:
O n ly  God can make me whole.
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We are th y  thankless ch ildren, gracious Lo rd . 
The good thou  dost a ffo rd  
L ig h t ly  do we employ,
A l l  careless o f the  one who g iv e th  jo y .

W e heed n o t h im  fro m  whom  de lig h ts  do flow . 
U n t i l  th e y  fade  and go 
W e ta ke  no th o u g h t to  render 
T h a t g ra titu d e  we owe th e  bounteous sender.

Y e t keep us in  th y  care. L e t  n o t our p rid e  
Cause thee, dear God, to  h ide 
The g lo ry  o f  th y  b e a u ty :
Chasten us t i l l  we sha ll re ca ll our du ty .

Y e t pun ish us as w ith  a fa th e r ’s hand.
W e m ites, cannot w ith s ta n d  
T h ine  anger; we are snow,
T h y  w ra th , th e  sun th a t  m elts  us in  i ts  glow.

M ake  us n o t perish  thus, e te rna l God,
F rom  th y  too heavy rod.
Ite c a ll th a t  th y  d isda in
A lone  do th  g ive  th y  ch ild ren  b it te r  pa in .

Y e t I  do kn o w  th y  m ercy do th  abound 
W h ile  y e t the spheres tu rn  round,
A n d  thou  w i l t  never cast
W ith o u t th e  man w ho hum bles h im  a t last.

Though g rea t and m any m y transgressions are, 
T h y  goodness g rea te r fa r  
Than m ine in iq u ity :
L o rd , m an ife s t th y  m ercy un to  me!
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L A M E N T  X I X  

T h e  D r e a m

L o n g  th ro u g h  the  n ig h t hours sorrow  was m y guest 
A n d  w ou ld  n o t le t m y fa in t in g  b ody  rest,
T i l l  ju s t ere dawn fro m  out its  slow dom inions 
F le w  sleep to  w rap  me in  its  dear dusk p in ions.
A n d  then  i t  was m y m other d id  appear 
B e fo re  m ine eyes in  v is io n  doub ly  dear;
F o r in  her arms she held m y d a r lin g  one,
M y  U rsu la , ju s t as she used to  run  
To me a t dawn to  say her m orn in g  p raye r,
In  her w h ite  n ig h tgo w n , w ith  her c u r lin g  h a ir  
F ra m in g  her rosy face, her eyes about 
To laugh, l ik e  flowers o n ly  h a lfw a y  out.

“ A r t  thou  s t i l l  so rrow ing , m y  son?”  Thus spoke 
M y  m other. S ig h in g  b it te r ly ,  I  woke,
Or seemed to  wake, and heard her say once m ore:

“ I t  is th y  w eeping b ring s  me to  th is  shore:
T h y  lam en ta tions, long  uncom forted ,
H ave  reached the  h idden chambers o f the dead,
T i l l  I  have come to  g ra n t thee some sm all grace 
A n d  le t  thee gaze upon th y  d a u g h te r ’s face,
T h a t i t  m ay calm  th y  hea rt in  some degree
A n d  check the  g r ie f  th a t im p e rc e p tib ly
D o th  gnaw  aw ay th y  hea lth  and leave thee s ick,
L ik e  fire  th a t  tu rn s  to  ashes a d ry  w ic k .
D ost thou  be lieve  the  dead have perished qu ite ,
T h e ir  sun gone down in  an e te rna l n ig h t?
A h  no, we have a be ing  fa r  m ore sp lend id  
N o w  th a t  our b o d ie s ’ coarser c la im s are ended. 
Though dust re tu rn s  to  dust, the  s p ir it ,  g iven  
A  l i f e  e te rna l, m ust go back to  heaven,
A n d  l i t t l e  U rsu la  h a th  n o t gone out 
F o reve r l ik e  a to rch . N a y , cease th y  doubt,
F o r I  have b ro u g h t her h ith e r  in  the guise
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She used to  w ear be fore  th y  m o rta l eyes,
Though m id  th e  deathless angels, b r ig h te r  fa r  
She sh ine th  as the lo v e ly  m orn in g  s ta r;
A n d  s t i l l  she offers up her prayers fo r  you 
As here on earth , when y e t no w ords she knew.
I f  he re from  springs th y  sorrow, th a t  her years 
W ere b roken  o ff be fore  a l l  th a t  endears 
A  l i f e  on ea rth  to  m orta ls  she m ig h t p rove—
Y e t th in k  how em pty  the de ligh ts  th a t  move 
The m inds o f men, de ligh ts  th a t  m ust g ive  place 
A t  la s t to  sorrow, as in  th in e  own case.
D id  then  th y  l i t t le  g ir l  such jo y  con fer 
T h a t a ll th e  co m fo rt thou  d id s t fin d  in  her 
Could p a ra lle l th in e  anguish o f today?
Thou canst n o t answer o therw ise than  nay.
Then f r e t  n o t th a t so e a rly  death has come 
To w h a t was dearest thee in  Christendom .
She d id  n o t leave a land  o f  much de lig h t,
B u t one o f  t o i l  and g r ie f  and e v il b lig h t 
So plenteous, th a t  a ll w h ich  men can hold 
O f th e ir  so tra n s ito ry  blessings, gold,
M u s t lose its  va lue  th ro u g h  th is  base a lloy ,
Th is know ledge o f the  g r ie f  th a t  fo llo w s  jo y .

“ W hy do we weep, great God? T ha t w ith  her dower 
She bough t he rse lf no lo rd , th a t  she m ig h t cower 
B e fo re  upb ra id in g s  fro m  her husband ’s k in?
T h a t she knew  n o t the pangs th a t  usher in  
The new born ch ild?  A n d  th a t she could no t know , 
L ik e  her poor m other, i f  more ra c k in g  woe 
I t  -were to  bear or b u ry  them ? A h , meet 
A re  such de ligh ts  to  m ake the w o rld  more sweet!
B u t heaven ha th  purer, surer happiness,
F ree  fro m  a ll in te rm in g lin g  o f d istress.
Care rules n o t here and here we know  no t to il,  
M is fo r tu n e  and d isaster do no t spoil.
H ere sickness can n o t en ter nor old age,
A n d  death, tear-nourished, ha th  no pasturage.
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W e liv e  a l i fe  o f  endless jo y  th a t  b rings  
Good thoug h ts ; we know  the  causes o f a l l  th ings.
The sun shines on fo re ve r here, i ts  l ig h t  
Unconquered b y  im pene trab le  n ig h t;
A n d  the  C reato r in  h is m a jes ty  
In v is ib le  to  m orta ls , we m ay see.
Then tu rn  th y  m ed ita tions  h ith e r, tow ards 
T h is  changeless gladness and these r ich  rewards. 
Thou k n o w ’s t the  w o rld , w h a t love  o f i t  can do: 
F ound thou  th in e  e ffo rts  on a base more true .
T h y  l i t t le  g ir l  h a th  chosen w e ll her p a rt,
Thou m a y ’st be lieve, as one about to  s ta r t  
F o r the  f irs t  t im e  upon the s to rm y sea,
B eho ld ing  there  g re a t f lu x  and jeopardy,
R e tu rne th  to  the  shore; w h ile  those th a t raise 
T h e ir  sails, the w in d  or some b lin d  crag  be trays,
A n d  th is  one dies fro m  hunger, th a t  fro m  co ld : 
Scarce one escapes the  p e rils  m an ifo ld .
So she, who, though her years should have surpassed 
T h a t anc ien t S yb il, m ust have died a t last,
P re fe rre d  th a t  end ing to  a n tic ip a te  
B e fo re  she knew  the i l ls  o f m a n ’s estate.
F o r some are le f t  w ith o u t th e ir  p a re n ts ’ care,
To know  how  sore an o rp h a n ’s lo t  to  bear;
One g ir l  m ust m a rry  headlong, and then  rue 
H e r dow er g iven  up to  God know s w ho;
Some m aids are seized b y  th e ir  own countrym en, 
O thers, made cap tive  b y  the  T a ta r  clan 
A n d  held thus in  a pagan, sham efu l th ra ll,
M u s t d r in k  th e ir  tears t i l l  death comes end ing  a ll.

“ B u t th is  th y  l i t t le  ch ild  need fe a r no more, 
W ho, ta ke n  e a rly  up to  heaven ’s door,
Could w a lk  a l l  g lad and sh in ing-pure  w ith in ,
H e r soul s t i l l  innocent o f e a rth ly  sin.
D o u b t no t, m y  son, th a t a ll is w e ll w ith  her,
A n d  le t n o t so rrow  be th y  conqueror.
Reason and self-com m and are precious s t i l l
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A n d  y ie ld in g  a ll  to  b lig h te d  hope is i l l .
Be in  th is  m a tte r th in e  own lo rd , a lthough 
T hy  longed-for happiness thou must forego.
F o r man is  bo rn  exposed to  circum stance,
To be the ta rg e t o f a ll e v il chance,
A n d  i f  we lik e  i t  or we lik e  i t  no t 
W e s t i l l  can n o t escape our destined lo t.
N o r hath m is fortune  singled thee, m y son;
I t  lays its  burdens upon eve ry  one.
T h y  l i t t le  c h ild  was m o rta l as thou  a rt,
She ran  her g iven  course and d id  depart;
A n d  i f  th a t  course was b r ie f,  y e t who can say 
T h a t she w ou ld  have been happier to  stay?
The ways o f  God are past our fin d in g  out,
Y e t w h a t H e holds as good sha ll we m isdoubt? 
A n d  when the  s p ir i t  leaves us, i t  is v a in  
To weep so long ; i t  w i l l  n o t come again.
A n d  here in  man is h a rd ly  ju s t  to  fa te ,
To bear in  m ind  w h a t is u n fo rtu n a te  
In  l i fe  and to  fo rg e t a ll th a t transp ires  
In  f u l l  accordance w ith  his own desires.
A n d  such is F o r tu n e ’s power, dearest son,
T h a t we should n o t lam en t when she ha th  done 
A  b it te r  tu rn , b u t th a n k  her in  th a t she 
H a th  held her hand fro m  g rea te r in ju ry .
So, y ie ld in g  to  the  common order, b a r 
T h y  hea rt to  more disasters than  now  are;
Gaze a t the happiness thou  dost re ta in :
W h a t is n o t loss, th a t m ust be ra ted  ga in .

“ A n d  f in a lly , w h a t p ro fits  the  expense 
O f th y  long  labo r and the  years gone hence,
W h ile  thou  d id s t spend th y s e lf upon th y  books 
A n d  knew est scarce how ligh tsom e pleasure looks? 
N o w  fro m  th y  g ra f t in g  p lu ck  the f r u i t  and save 
S om ething  o f va lue  fro m  f r a i l  n a tu re ’s grave.
To o ther men in  sorrow  thou  hast shown
The co m fo rt le f t  them : hast none fo r  th in e  own?
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N ow , m aster, heal th y s e lf :  t im e  is the  cure 
F o r a l l ;  h u t he whose w isdom  do th  a b ju re  
The common ways, he should a n tic ip a te  
The hea ling  fo r  w h ich  o ther men m ust w a it. 
W h a t is  t im e ’s cunn ing? T h a t i t  d rives aw ay 
O ur fo rm e r haps w ith  new er ones, m ore gay,
O r l ik e  the old. So man b y  ta k in g  th o ug h t 
Perceives them  ere th e ir  accidents are w rough t, 
A n d  b y  such th in k in g  banishes the past 
A n d  v iew s the fu tu re , qu ie t and steadfast.
Then bear m a n ’s p o rtio n  lik e  a man, m y son,
The L o rd  o f  g r ie f  and co m fo rt is b u t one.”

Then I  awoke, and know  n o t i f  to  deem 
T h is  t ru th  its e lf ,  or b u t a passing dream.
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