
Victorian	Scenes	
Poems	by	Alfred,	Lord	Tennyson	and	A.E.	Housman	
	
Blow,	Bugle,	Blow	
(from	“The	Princess”	by	Tennyson)	

The	splndour	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.	

Loveliest	of	Trees	
(from	“A	Shropshire	Lad”	by	Housman)	
	
Loveliest	of	trees,	the	cherry	now	
Is	hung	with	bloom	along	the	bough,	
And	stands	about	the	woodland	ride	
Wearing	white	for	Eastertide.	
Now,	of	my	threescore	years	and	ten,	
Twenty	will	not	come	again,	
And	take	from	seventy	springs	a	score,	
It	only	leaves	me	fifty	more.	
And	since	to	look	at	things	in	bloom	
Fifty	springs	are	little	room,	
About	the	woodlands	I	will	go	
To	see	the	cherry	hung	with	snow.	
	
With	Rue	My	Heart	is	Laden	
(from	“A	Shropshire	Lad”	by	Housman)	
	



With	rue	my	heart	is	laden	
For	golden	friends	I	had,	
For	many	a	rose-lipt	maiden	
And	many	a	lightfoot	lad.	
By	brooks	too	broad	for	leaping	
The	lightfoot	boys	are	laid;	
The	rose-lipt	girls	are	sleeping	
In	fields	where	roses	fade.	
	
Along	the	Field	as	We	Came	By	
(from	“A	Shropshire	Lad”	by	Housman)	
	
Along	the	fields	as	we	came	by	
A	year	ago,	my	love	and	I,	
The	aspen	over	stile	and	stone	
Was	talking	to	itself	alone.	
"Oh	who	are	these	that	kiss	and	pass?	
A	country	lover	and	his	lass;	
Two	lovers	looking	to	be	wed;	
And	time	shall	put	them	both	to	bed,	
But	she	shall	lie	with	earth	above,	
And	he	beside	another	love."	
And	sure	enough	beneath	the	tree	
There	walks	another	love	with	me,	
And	overhead	the	aspen	heaves	
Its	rainy-sounding	silver	leaves;	
And	I	spell	nothing	in	their	stir,	
But	now	perhaps	they	speak	to	her,	
And	plain	for	her	to	understand	
They	talk	about	a	time	at	hand	
When	I	shall	sleep	with	clover	clad,	
And	she	beside	another	lad.	
	
The	Time	Draws	Near	the	Birth	of	Christ	
(from	“In	Memoriam”	by	Tennyson)	
	
The	time	draws	near	the	birth	of	Christ:	
The	moon	is	hid;	the	night	is	still;	
The	Christmas	bells	from	hill	to	hill	
Answer	each	other	in	the	mist.	
	
Four	voices	of	four	hamlets	round,	
From	far	and	near,	on	mead	and	moor,	
Swell	out	and	fail,	as	if	a	door	
Were	shut	between	me	and	the	sound:	
	



Each	voice	four	changes	on	the	wind,	
That	now	dilate,	and	now	decrease,	
Peace	and	goodwill,	goodwill	and	peace,	
Peace	and	goodwill,	to	all	mankind.	
	
This	year	I	slept	and	woke	with	pain,	
I	almost	wish’d	no	more	to	wake,	
And	that	my	hold	on	life	would	break	
Before	I	heard	those	bells	again:	
	
But	they	my	troubled	spirit	rule,	
For	they	controll’d	me	when	a	boy;	
They	bring	me	sorrow	touch’d	with	joy,	
The	merry	merry	bells	of	Yule.	
	
All	Along	the	Valley	
(adapted	from	“In	the	Valley	of	Cauteretz”	by	Tennyson)	
	
All	along	the	valley,	stream	that	flashest	white,	
Deepening	thy	voice	with	the	deepening	of	the	night,	
All	along	the	valley,	where	thy	waters	flow,	
Here	I	walk’d	with	one	I	loved	two	and	thirty	years	ago.	
All	along	the	valley,	while	I	walk’d	to-day,	
The	two	and	thirty	years	were	a	mist	that	rolls	away;	
For	all	along	the	valley,	down	thy	rocky	bed,	
Thy	living	voice	to	me	was	as	the	voice	of	the	dead,	
And	all	along	the	valley,	by	rock	and	cave	and	tree,	
The	voice	of	long	ago	was	a	living	voice	to	me.	
	


