
Alfred Lord Tennyson, “In Memoriam” – ded. To A. H. H. (1850) 

[The poem is written in 131 sections, with a long prefatory section and a longer epilogue added. There are 858 

stanzas in the whole, each based on octosyllabic lines —that is, iambic tetrameters—which rhyme a, b, b, a in each 

quatrain. ] 

 

 

 

Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 

Whom we, that have not seen thy face, 

By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 

Believing where we cannot prove; 

Thine are these orbs of light and shade; 

Thou madest Life in man and brute; 

Thou madest Death; and lo, thy foot 

Is on the skull which thou hast made. 

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust: 

Thou madest man, he knows not why, 

He thinks he was not made to die; 

And thou hast made him: thou art just. 

Thou seemest human and divine, 

The highest, holiest manhood, thou. 

Our wills are ours, we know not how; 

Our wills are ours, to make them thine. 

Our little systems have their day; 

They have their day and cease to be: 

They are but broken lights of thee, 

And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 

We have but faith: we cannot know; 

For knowledge is of things we see 

And yet we trust it comes from thee, 

A beam in darkness: let it grow. 

Let knowledge grow from more to more, 

But more of reverence in us dwell; 

That mind and soul, according well, 

May make one music as before, 

But vaster. We are fools and slight; 

We mock thee when we do not fear: 

But help thy foolish ones to bear; 

Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light. 

 Forgive what seem’d my sin in me; 

What seem’d my worth since I began; 

For merit lives from man to man, 

And not from man, O Lord, to thee. 

Forgive my grief for one removed, 

Thy creature, whom I found so fair. 

I trust he lives in thee, and there 

I find him worthier to be loved. 

Forgive these wild and wandering cries, 

Confusions of a wasted youth; 

Forgive them where they fail in truth, 

And in thy wisdom make me wise. 

1849. 

I 

I held it truth, with him who sings 

To one clear harp in divers tones, 

That men may rise on stepping-stones 

Of their dead selves to higher things. 

But who shall so forecast the years 

And find in loss a gain to match? 

Or reach a hand thro’ time to catch 

The far-off interest of tears? 

Let Love clasp Grief lest both be drown’d, 

Let darkness keep her raven gloss: 

Ah, sweeter to be drunk with loss, 

To dance with death, to beat the ground, 

Than that the victor Hours should scorn 

The long result of love, and boast, 

‘Behold the man that loved and lost, 

But all he was is overworn.’ 

 […] 

V 

I sometimes hold it half a sin 

To put in words the grief I feel; 

For words, like Nature, half reveal 

And half conceal the Soul within. 

But, for the unquiet heart and brain, 

A use in measured language lies; 

The sad mechanic exercise, 

Like dull narcotics, numbing pain. 

In words, like weeds, I’ll wrap me o’er, 

Like coarsest clothes against the cold: 

But that large grief which these enfold 

Is given in outline and no more. 

[…] 

VII 

Dark house, by which once more I stand 

Here in the long unlovely street, 

Doors, where my heart was used to beat 

So quickly, waiting for a hand, 

A hand that can be clasp’d no more— 

Behold me, for I cannot sleep, 

And like a guilty thing I creep 

At earliest morning to the door. 

He is not here; but far away 

The noise of life begins again, 

And ghastly thro’ the drizzling rain 

On the bald street breaks the blank day. 
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[…] 

XV 

To-night the winds begin to rise 

And roar from yonder dropping day: 

The last red leaf is whirl’d away, 

The rooks are blown about the skies; 

The forest crack’d, the waters curl’d, 

The cattle huddled on the lea; 

And wildly dash’d on tower and tree 

The sunbeam strikes along the world: 

And but for fancies, which aver 

That all thy motions gently pass 

Athwart a plane of molten glass, 

I scarce could brook the strain and stir 

That makes the barren branches loud; 

And but for fear it is not so, 

The wild unrest that lives in woe 

Would dote and pore on yonder cloud 

That rises upward always higher, 

And onward drags a labouring breast, 

And topples round the dreary west, 

A looming bastion fringed with fire. 

XVI 

What words are these have falle’n from me? 

Can calm despair and wild unrest 

Be tenants of a single breast, 

Or sorrow such a changeling be? 

Or cloth she only seem to take 

The touch of change in calm or storm; 

But knows no more of transient form 

In her deep self, than some dead lake 

That holds the shadow of a lark 

Hung in the shadow of a heaven? 

Or has the shock, so harshly given, 

Confused me like the unhappy bark 

That strikes by night a craggy shelf, 

And staggers blindly ere she sink? 

And stunn’d me from my power to think 

And all my knowledge of myself; 

And made me that delirious man 

Whose fancy fuses old and new, 

And flashes into false and true, 

And mingles all without a plan? 

 […] 

XXXI 

When Lazarus left his charnel-cave, 

And home to Mary’s house return’d, 

Was this demanded—if he yearn’d 

To  hear her weeping by his grave? 

‘Where wert thou, brother, those four days?’ 

There lives no record of reply, 

Which telling what it is to die 

Had surely added praise to praise. 

From every house the neighbours met, 

The streets were fill’d with joyful sound, 

A solemn gladness even crown’d 

The purple brows of Olivet. 

Behold a man raised up by Christ! 

The rest remaineth unreveal’d; 

He told it not; or something seal’d 

The lips of that Evangelist. 

[…] 

LIV 

Oh yet we trust that somehow good 

Will be the final goal of ill, 

To pangs of nature, sins of will, 

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood; 

That nothing walks with aimless feet; 

That not one life shall be destroy’d, 

Or cast as rubbish to the void, 

When God hath made the pile complete; 

That not a worm is cloven in vain; 

That not a moth with vain desire 

Is shrivell’d in a fruitless fire, 

Or but subserves another’s gain. 

Behold, we know not anything; 

I can but trust that good shall fall 

At last—far off—at last, to all, 

And every winter change to spring. 

So runs my dream: but what am I? 

An infant crying in the night: 

An infant crying for the light: 

And with no language but a cry. 

LV 

The wish, that of the living whole 

No life may fail beyond the grave, 

Derives it not from what we have 

The likest God within the soul? 

Are God and Nature then at strife, 

That Nature lends such evil dreams? 

So careful of the type she seems, 

So careless of the single life; 

That I, considering everywhere 

Her secret meaning in her deeds, 
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And finding that of fifty seeds 

She often brings but one to bear, 

I falter where I firmly trod, 

And falling with my weight of cares 

Upon the great world’s altar-stairs 

That slope thro’ darkness up to God, 

I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope, 

And gather dust and chaff, and call 

To what I feel is Lord of all, 

And faintly trust the larger hope. 

LVI 

‘So careful of the type?’ but no. 

From scarped cliff and quarried stone 

She cries, ‘A thousand types are gone: 

I care for nothing, all shall go. 

‘Thou makest thine appeal to me: 

I bring to life, I bring to death: 

The spirit does but mean the breath: 

I know no more.’ And he, shall he, 

Man, her last work, who seem’d so fair, 

Such splendid purpose in his eyes, 

Who roll’d the psalm to wintry skies, 

Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer, 

Who trusted God was love indeed 

And love Creation’s final law— 

Tho’ Nature, red in tooth and claw 

With ravine, shriek’d against his creed— 

Who loved, who suffer’d countless ills, 

Who battled for the True, the Just, 

Be blown about the desert dust, 

Or seal’d within the iron hills? 

No more? A monster then, a dream, 

A discord. Dragons of the prime, 

That tare each other in their slime, 

Were mellow music match’d with him. 

O life as futile, then, as frail! 

O for thy voice to soothe and bless! 

What hope of answer, or redress? 

Behind the veil, behind the veil. 

[…] 

XLII 

I vex my heart with fancies dim: 

He still outstript me in the race; 

It was but unity of place 

That made me dream I rank’d with him. 

And so may Place retain us still, 

And he the much-beloved again, 

A lord of large experience, train 

To riper growth the mind and will: 

And what delights can equal those 

That stir the spirit’s inner deeps, 

When one that loves but knows not, reaps 

A truth from one that loves and knows? 

XLIII 

If Sleep and Death be truly one, 

And every spirit’s folded bloom 

Thro’ all its intervital gloom 

In some long trance should slumber on; 

Unconscious of the sliding hour, 

Bare of the body, might it last, 

And silent traces of the past 

Be all the colour of the flower: 

So then were nothing lost to man; 

So that still garden of the souls 

In many a figured leaf enrolls 

The total world since life began; 

And love will last as pure and whole 

As when he loved me here in Time, 

And at the spiritual prime 

Rewaken with the dawning soul. 

XLIV 

How fares it with the happy dead? 

For here the man is more and more; 

But he forgets the days before 

God shut the doorways of his head. 

The days have vanish’d, tone and tint, 

And yet perhaps the hoarding sense 

Gives out at times (he knows not whence) 

A little flash, a mystic hint; 

And in the long harmonious years 

(If Death so taste Lethean springs 

May some dim touch of earthly things) 

Surprise thee ranging with thy peers. 

If such a dreamy touch should fall, 

O, turn thee round, resolve the doubt; 

My guardian angel will speak out 

In that high place, and tell thee all. 

[…] 

CIV 

The time draws near the birth of Christ; 

The moon is hid, the night is still; 

A single church below the hill 

Is pealing, folded in the mist. 

A single peal of bells below, 

That wakens at this hour of rest 
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A single murmur in the breast, 

That these are not the bells I know. 

Like strangers’ voices here they sound, 

In lands where not a memory strays, 

Nor landmark breathes of other days, 

But all is new unhallow’d ground. 

[…] 

CVI 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 

The flying cloud, the frosty light: 

The year is dying in the night; 

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new, 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow: 

The year is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 

For those that here we see no more; 

Ring out the feud of rich and poor, 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause, 

And ancient forms of party strife; 

Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 

Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 

The faithless coldness of the times; 

Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Ring out false pride in place and blood, 

The civic slander and the spite; 

Ring in the love of truth and right, 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free, 

The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 

Ring out the darkness of the land, 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

[…] 

CIX 

Heart-affluence in discursive talk 

From household fountains never dry; 

The critic clearness of an eye, 

That saw thro’ all the Muses’ walk; 

Seraphic intellect and force 

To seize and throw the doubts of man; 

Impassion’d logic, which outran 

The hearer in its fiery course; 

High nature amorous of the good, 

But touch’d with no ascetic gloom; 

And passion pure in snowy bloom 

Thro’ all the years of April blood; 

A love of freedom rarely felt, 

Of freedom in her regal seat 

Of England; not the schoolboy heat, 

The blind hysterics of the Celt; 

And manhood fused with female grace 

In such a sort, the child would twine 

A trustful hand, unask’d, in thine, 

And find his comfort in thy face; 

All these have been, and thee mine eyes 

Have look’d on: if they look’d in vain, 

My shame is greater who remain, 

Nor let thy wisdom make me wise. 

[…] 

CXX 

I trust I have not wasted breath: 

I think we are not wholly brain, 

Magnetic mockeries; not in vain, 

Like Paul with beasts, I fought with Death; 

Not only cunning casts in clay: 

Let Science prove we are, and then 

What matters Science unto men, 

At least to me? I would not stay. 

Let him, the wiser man who springs 

Hereafter, up from childhood shape 

His action like the greater ape, 

But I was born to other things. 

[…] 

CXXIII 

There rolls the deep where grew the tree. 

O earth, what changes hast thou seen! 

There where the long street roars, hath been 

The stillness of the central sea. 

The hills are shadows, and they flow 

From form to form, and nothing stands; 

They melt like mist, the solid lands, 

Like clouds they shape themselves and go. 

But in my spirit will I dwell, 

And dream my dream, and hold it true; 

For tho’ my lips may breathe adieu, 

I cannot think the thing farewell. 
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[…] 

CXXV 

Whatever I have said or sung, 

Some bitter notes my harp would give, 

Yea, tho’ there often seem’d to live 

A contradiction on the tongue, 

Yet Hope had never lost her youth; 

She did but look through dimmer eyes; 

Or Love but play’d with gracious lies, 

Because he felt so fix’d in truth: 

And if the song were full of care, 

He breathed the spirit of the song; 

And if the words were sweet and strong 

He set his royal signet there; 

Abiding with me till I sail 

To seek thee on the mystic deeps, 

And this electric force, that keeps 

A thousand pulses dancing, fail. 

[…] 

CXXIX 

Dear friend, far off, my lost desire, 

So far, so near in woe and weal; 

O loved the most, when most I feel 

There is a lower and a higher; 

Known and unknown; human, divine; 

Sweet human hand and lips and eye; 

Dear heavenly friend that canst not die, 

Mine, mine, for ever, ever mine; 

Strange friend, past, present, and to be; 

Loved deeplier, darklier understood; 

Behold, I dream a dream of good, 

And mingle all the world with thee. 

 

CXXX 

Thy voice is on the rolling air; 

I hear thee where the waters run; 

Thou standest in the rising sun, 

And in the setting thou art fair. 

What art thou then? I cannot guess; 

But tho’ I seem in star and flower 

To feel thee some diffusive power, 

I do not therefore love thee less: 

My love involves the love before; 

My love is vaster passion now; 

Tho’ mix’d with God and Nature thou, 

I seem to love thee more and more. 

Far off thou art, but ever nigh; 

I have thee still, and I rejoice; 

I prosper, circled with thy voice; 

I shall not lose thee tho’ I die. 

[…] 

 

 

Epilogue 

[…] 

No longer half-akin to brute, 

For all we thought and loved and did, 

And hoped, and suffer’d, is but seed 

Of what in them is flower and fruit; 

Whereof the man, that with me trod 

This planet, was a noble type 

Appearing ere the times were ripe, 

That friend of mine who lives in God, 

That God, which ever lives and loves, 

One God, one law, one element, 

And one far-off divine event, 

To which the whole creation moves. 

 


