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Introduction
For nearly a year now, I have kept the following questions in the back of my mind: What is grief? What does it mean when we stop mourning the death of a loved one? What role does a public, poetic form such as the elegy play in the expression of an intensely private emotion such as grief? These questions are clearly not easy ones to answer, and even after an extended period of writing, researching, and pondering dedicated to their solutions, I do not always feel that I have reached a satisfactory conclusion. I continue to be fascinated by them, however, and hope that this project will illuminate, at least in part, the way in which the seventeenth-century poet Andrew Marvell responds to them.

I first became interested in Marvell’s poetry of grief and mourning about a year ago in an upper-division survey class. In the first version of my project, I wrote on grief and mourning in two poems. As I began to explore thesis topics, my focus expanded exponentially until I expected to study the relationship between public and private spheres in Marvell’s poetry. Indeed, in my more ambitious moments, I hoped to explore Marvell’s poetic treatment of public and private relations and resolve the critical debate about the “right way” to read him that has continued for centuries, all while examining his use of the elegy. Clearly, a project so expansive would have been beyond the scope of a senior thesis, even one written for the Honors College. All these issues are interesting, however, and a brief summary of them will be useful to understanding some of the implications and difficulties surrounding even my drastically streamlined thesis on Marvell’s treatment of grief and language. 
To understand the dilemma of public and private life that has long been associated with Marvell, some biographical and historical background is crucial. Not much is known about Marvell between his birth in 1621 to an Anglican minister and his wife until his graduation from Cambridge in 1639. However, two poems attributed to Marvell were published in 1637 in a student volume praising King Charles I and celebrating the birth of the Princess Anne. The death of Hastings, a popular young supporter of the King, occasioned a book of verses published in 1649, in which an elegy by Marvell was included. Up until this point, Marvell’s political loyalties appeared to be solidly aligned with the established monarchy. The very next year, after an extended period of civil war, King Charles I was beheaded. Oliver Cromwell, as leader of the Puritan faction, took over as the Lord Protector of Great Britain, and Marvell published various poems celebrating the new populist government and Cromwell’s attempts at military conquest. Politically, it appeared that Marvell had switched sides; during the Interregnum, he even held a position as a tutor to the daughter of Lord Fairfax, the retired general of Cromwell’s armies. It is during this period that Marvell wrote some of the greatest lyric poems of his (and arguably any) age, including “To His Coy Mistress,” “The Garden,” “The Coronet,” and “Upon Appleton House.” In addition, many of the poems from this period of his life have been read as poetic homage to the new Puritan government. 

Because his change in loyalties appeared to be complete – he was even a friend of John Milton – the death of Cromwell in 1658 and the subsequent restoration of the exiled King Charles II could have proved challenging for Marvell and the others who had (to all appearances) supported Cromwell’s leadership. Far from suffering under the restored monarchy, however, Marvell was soon elected as a the Member of Parliament for his home district of Hull and remained an active member of the government for nearly twenty years, until his death in 1678. His survival in a period when many people were killed for supporting the wrong side at the wrong time can be (and has been) seen alternately as an ingenious feat of knowing exactly what to say and to whom, or as the cowardly act of a man who lacked the moral courage to pick a cause and support it. However, this opposition is, to a certain extent, a false one: since Marvell clearly survived, it is rather fruitless (although undeniably interesting) to speculate about the reasons why, and certainly to label the result as either ingenious or craven.
For being such a prominent public figure, remarkably little is known about Marvell’s private life. For example, his letters written back to his constituency while an MP contain almost no biographical or even remotely personal information. In Parliament, there are few speeches of his on record, or even referenced in documents written by other MPs. Much of his poetry was never actually published, but was instead circulated in manuscript, many times without a signature. The poems that are widely attributed to Marvell today were submitted for publication after his death by a woman who claimed to be his wife, but who is often dismissed as his opportunistic housekeeper, since there are no surviving records of their marriage. Many of those poems deal with withdrawal, enclosure, retreat, and retirement: and it is clear even from this very brief account that the contradictions between a public figure who kept the details of his life unknown while writing poems about seclusion are a rich mine for speculation and investigation. 
Marvell was clearly a very reticent man, whether simply by nature or as a product of the violent struggle that pervaded much of his early life. No other major poet of his time was so successful in sublimating his own persona to that of the narrator of the poem, or in eliminating a sense of self not only from his lyric poetry but from political correspondence with his constituents. It is perhaps this invisibility that lends itself to the projections, moral or critical, of modern scholars: Marvell’s poetry becomes a field on which to fight the battle between historicism and textual criticism. Arguably the most influential reading of Marvell in the twentieth century was done by T.S. Eliot in his essays on the Metaphysical poets. Eliot saw great literary value in Marvell’s poetry, but only in “a very few poems” (251). Eliot also called Marvell “more a man of the century than a Puritan” (253), both making an assumption as to Marvell’s political loyalties while simultaneously disregarding the political struggle that spanned Marvell’s entire lifetime. This point of view, of Marvell as a man of wit who enjoyed writing clever poems more than participating in politics, was associated with the New Critics, including Rosalie Colie. Admittedly, this viewpoint either ignores the vast majority of Marvell’s work, as in the case of Eliot, or discards his biography as irrelevant, as with Colie and many others. It is this disregard that seems to inspire Historicist critics to a near fury: the most prominent, Annabel Patterson, writes that “The two most important facts about Andrew Marvell… are that (despite the misleading testimony of the Miscellaneous Poems) he never married, and that he spent almost two decades as a Member of Parliament for Hull” (8). From this critical stance, Marvell’s poems, including the lyrics, are read as political allegory: poetic inspiration and lyric beauty are secondary to the impulse to read each as an historical text, looking for what it might tell us about the poet’s sociopolitical context. 
My original reaction to this debate was to reject all of it as incomplete. To my mind, Marvell’s lyrics deserved a better fate than to be forced into the mold of political allegory, and his poetry as a whole could certainly be both informed and illuminated by his historical context. While I am admittedly biased in favor of  New Criticism – I believe that the most interesting and enduring thing about Marvell is his poetry rather than his political beliefs – I also think the turbulent political times he lived through can provide insight into his poems. As we shall see when we consider the opening lines of “Upon the Death of the Lord Hastings,” the unsettled political environment provides an important perspective on why Marvell might have felt the public sphere to be a threat, not only to his poetry, but also to his very survival. 
Finally, after researching these various aspects of Marvell’s life and work, and writing (and then deleting) a great deal of text, I was led back once more to examine what I had first become interested in: the ways in which Marvell uses, changes, or overturns the conventions traditionally associated with the poetics of grief and mourning. On a broad, common-sense level, we expect a poem dealing with grief to express that emotion, usually in order to relieve, in some way, the pain associated with loss. Here the textbook definition of the elegy is useful: according to the New Princeton Handbook of Poetic Terms, “Traditionally, the functions of the elegy were three, to lament, praise, and console. All are responses to the experience of loss: lament, by expressing grief and deprivation; praise, by idealizing the deceased and preserving her or his memory among the living; and consolation, by finding solace in meditation [on various subjects]” (69). The ultimate goal of the elegy is, by first lamenting and praising the dead, to move beyond these emotions – which are, after all, associated with the deceased – to eventually achieve solace for the survivors. It is this progression towards consolation that Freud calls “the work which mourning performs” (244). The Freudian work of mourning obviously does not always manifest itself through the elegy, but I am not the only person to identify the elegy as a literary expression of this progressive work (using “progressive” in the sense of “moving through”): Peter Sacks also links the two, as we shall see in greater detail during the discussion of “Mourning,” in his book-length study of the English elegy. 
The link between a poetic form such as the elegy and a psychoanalytic text such as Freud’s “Mourning and Melancholia” – the fact that an elegy can perform the work of mourning – highlights the existing connections between the workings of language and the workings of grief. This brings me back to the three poems that are included in this project and the ways in which Marvell uses, develops, exaggerates, or even ignores the traditional characteristics of the elegy in order to show what his poetry and grief mean to each other. This relationship, however, is emphatically not an easy one. “Upon the Death of the Lord Hastings” is a traditional elegy in that it first laments Hastings, then praises him, and finally attempts to console the survivors by emphasizing the justice of heaven. However, as briefly mentioned above, the public grief expressed in this elegy is actually dangerous to the elegy itself; grief is capable of affecting the supposed immortality of poetic art. The dangers of grief are also present in “Mourning,” but the focus is rather on the ways that those viewing Clora’s grief, be they inside the text or outside of it, fail to find any textual significance in Clora’s tears. The notion of failure is fundamental to the final poem that we will examine, “The Nymph Complaining for the Death of her Fawn.” The failure here, however, is more a failure of substitution. The nymph substitutes her love for the fawn for an earlier love, the false Sylvio, and later attempts to replace her actual, physical body with her quasi-living statue in a desperate effort to return her fawn to life. This final poem links grief to poetry in the most complete and intricate fashion of the three, and yet subverts completely the supposed power of the elegy to heal or assuage, subordinating the survival of the living to the power of the dead. 
“Upon the Death of the Lord Hastings”
As the only actual elegy of the three poems that I have included, “Upon the Death of the Lord Hastings” provides a different perspective – more “real,” or at least more grounded in historical fact – on the act of mourning. This poem, most likely one of Marvell’s first, was written as part of a collection entitled Lachrymae Musarum, published in 1649 soon after the death from smallpox of the 19-year-old Lord Hastings, only son of the Royalist Earl of Huntingdon. Out of the three poems to be discussed, this is the one in which the poetic speaker can most closely be identified with Marvell-the-poet. The fact that this poem was occasioned by an historical event clearly allows it, if so desired, to be read as an historical document itself. Much effort has been expended to situate the poem within its various contexts: first, an essay by Gearin-Tosh (as paraphrased by Jeremy Maule) “pointed to the heavy emphasis placed by the volume [Lachrymae Musarum in its entirety]…on Hastings’ descent from Edward IV; and, in the context of the ban on mourning for Charles I, read Lachrymae Musarum (1649) as a symptom of ‘oblique mourning’ for the dead king” (395). Second, as an elegy praising the virtues of a deceased supporter of the monarchy, the poem has supposedly contributed, in a political, “guilt-by-association” way, to the evidence proving Marvell’s Royalist leanings (Guild 125). 

Setting aside the socio-historical context and examining the poem on the basis of form, Marvell’s elegy on the death of Hastings is in many ways an exemplar of the genre; as Ruth Wallerstein argues, “The poem is classical in the development of its parts: lament, analysis of the meaning of this death, allusion to particular circumstance, and comfort to the mourners, acceptance of death” (122). However, although Marvell follows the pattern used for elegies from classical times onward, he also complicates this tradition. The poem begins with a direct command to the reader to seek out “a fountain in the vein” in order to justly mourn a youth as extraordinary as Hastings. The ideas of justice and merit repeatedly surface; the speaker emphasizes that Heaven’s paradise is the suitable place for Hastings’ virtues, the concept of a just death meant to provide “comfort to the mourners” (Wallerstein 122). However, it soon becomes apparent that perhaps the speaker does not believe as firmly in the justice of Hastings’ death as he says he does: by the end, Heaven’s supposed justice is reduced to caprice, and “man (alas) is but the heaven’s sport/ And art indeed is long, but life is short” (59-60). Linking the brevity of life to art, specifically to poetic art, signals the way in which Marvell departs most radically from both the popular historicist readings and the traditional consolatory function of the elegy: what readers discover is not only that poetry and grief are closely linked, but that grief actually poses a danger to Marvell’s verses.
The poem begins with a direct command, apostrophizing the reader; we are ordered to “Go, intercept some fountain in the vein,/ Whose virgin-source yet never steeped the plain/ Hastings is dead, and we must find a store/ Of tears untouched, and never wept before” (1-2). This action is necessary in order to fuel the traditional lament, and implies that all the grief of humanity is not enough to mourn Hastings adequately; also, by telling the reader they must turn to nature (a “fountain in the vein”) in order to find tears that are pure (because they come from a “virgin-source”), Marvell implies that human tears are somehow impure. The use of “we” – as well as the direct apostrophe to the reader of the first line – creates a community of mourners in which both speaker and reader are included. The trajectory of this poem, then, as the speaker mourns the death of Hastings, can thus be assumed to be intended as representative of our own grief. Along with the impurity of grief, Marvell suggests several interesting traits inherent to nature as well as humanity. First, the “fountain in the vein” that mourners must seek out is a source for “tears untouched”; implicitly, the waters contained in this imagined aquifer are actually unwept tears. Both “fountain” and “vein” suggest perpetuity: a vein recalls circulation; a fountain, endless flowing. Thus, that the perpetually flowing fountain is the source for the tears over Hastings implies that the tears themselves are continuous, and the endless supply of stored grief suggests that the world itself is ready to mourn tragedy at any time. Second, that Hastings’ death requires tears that were “never wept before” implies that humanity has in fact mourned so often they have already cried all their tears at least once over. Again, a kind of constant global heartbreak is imagined; Hastings’ death, then, is simply one more calamity following on the heels of many others. This genealogy of catastrophe, if you will, in a sense undermines the immense importance that is otherwise attached to the death of this apparently extraordinary man; if there have really been so many tragedies in the past that we have cried all of our tears, the death of Hastings seems less disastrous than if it were to be one black spot in a paradisiacal reality. There is a contradiction, however, between seeing the impact of Hastings’ death as diminished by its place on the heels of other tragedies, and the need for new tears to mourn him. Hastings’ death is both one of many calamities and the worst one of all. This is clearly a very pessimistic reading: in a world of tragedy, even the worst disaster of them all (Hastings’ death) is one among many. The passage is filled with imperatives and active verbs (“go,” “intercept,” “steeped,” “must,”) which lend a sense of urgency, reinforcing the poem’s logic of continuous crisis. 


The next four lines almost exactly echo the structure of the first four, and even the wording to some extent. The speaker implores readers to “Go, stand betwixt the morning and the flowers;/ And, ere they fall, arrest the early showers” (5-6). Here, the speaker is saying that we must interpose ourselves between the arrival of daybreak and the flowers, stopping the dew (the “early showers”) before it can fall.  The sense of urgency is increased by the use of “arrest” to describe the needed action; the next two lines continue to repeat that “Hastings is dead; and we, disconsolate,/ With early tears must mourn his early fate” (7-8). There are a couple of things that come to a point in these two lines. First of all, the repetition of the adjective “early” creates a linkage between the “showers,” the “tears,” and Hastings’ “fate.” There is almost a need to rise early in the morning in order to forestall the morning dew, as well as to prolong the time spent awake and therefore also spent in mourning. With the imperative phrase “with early tears must mourn his early fate” there is a requirement of matching the grief to the subject. The mere fact that Hastings died young demands some sort of reciprocal early action from the group of mourners. The act of mourning is presented as a requirement rather than a chosen action; whether or not Hastings deserves this sort of tribute (although we assume he does), we not only “must mourn” Hastings, but we must do so in the manner that the speaker presents. But why, we might ask? On a literal level, the interception of the morning dew provides more liquid to supplement humanity’s expression of grief, which is implicitly inadequate. Metaphorically, however, by reading more deeply into the wordplay on morning/mourning, and understanding “flowers” as figures for poetry, we see that Marvell twists the lament traditional to elegy and imbues it with negative connotations; suddenly verses (the “flowers”) need to be protected from the public grief (the “morning”). Although grief and language are intertwined, in this poem Marvell has not yet come to involve them as closely as he will in the later poems “The Nymph Complaining,” or even in “Mourning.” Instead, they are at odds: grief is harmful to poetry, but we are left asking why. To answer both this question and the one posed just above (why we “must mourn” Hastings), we must mourn in the manner the speaker proscribes because, if we can “arrest the early showers” before they fall, we can both extend our grief to give Hastings the mourning due to him and protect Marvell’s poetry from the harmful effects of grief. Ironically, the very tool used to express grief is that which is in the most danger from it. 


The next two lines express a sentiment that is nearly a trope in elegy; while elegiac forms traditionally represent the deceased as having embodied some desirable social trait, Marvell takes this a step further and says “Alas, his virtues did his death presage:/ Needs must he die, that doth out-run his age” (9-10). Hastings was in fact too good to live, or at least to live at the time that he did. Again, the actions of the poem are presented as requirements; Hastings “must” die just as we “must mourn” his death. In a world of continual tragedy, our griefs are already marked out for us, removing the possibility of free will.  By stating that Hastings’ death was a logical consequence of his extraordinary virtue, the poet complicates the previously standard and acceptable feature of elegy. It is also almost a warning to future generations to watch out for anyone who is too virtuous, because that goodness could foretell their death. This sort of emphasis on the virtue of the deceased is both what Pigman identifies as the idealization that is “one of the commonest occurrences in bereavement” (5), and also a kind of mourning that “can be conceived as a useful act of commemoration, putting the memory of the other in service of the general good, of morality” (Spargo 19). Although the poem is rather general in its praise, we assume that we would benefit if we were to take Hastings’ life as the model for our own. 


Hastings’ extraordinary virtue is obliquely contrasted in the next lines with the “phlegmatic and slow” survivors (11). These apparently lack feeling: the OED characterizes “phlegmatic” as “imperturbable; (with pejorative connotation) sluggish, apathetic, lacking enthusiasm.” In contrast to Hastings’ brilliant – yet brief – life, all others appear as such: “The phlegmatic and slow prolongs his day,/ And on Time’s wheel sticks like a remora./ What man is he that hath not heaven beguiled,/ And is not thence mistaken for a child?” (11-14). The survivors are here presented as having the power to slow the progress of Time, and even to halt it all together; it was a common belief through the seventeenth century that the remora, or sucker-fish, could stop sailing ships in the water by affixing themselves to the bottom. By refraining from brave deeds or bold actions, the common man can beguile heaven as to his true age and be “mistaken for a child” (13), thus prolonging his life indefinitely. This is a striking formulation; although the remora is a real creature, the capability ascribed to it was mythical. By saying that the survivors can slow Time like the remora slows ships, and that this action results in deception, there is a certain critical stance assumed on the part of the poet directed towards the survivors. However, he also recognizes that this condition is widespread: by asking the rhetorical question “What man is he…?” (13), the speaker makes it clear that he does not expect a response; implicitly, every survivor is characterized in this manner. In other words, to be alive when Hastings is dead is to be “phlegmatic and slow”; this choice between being dead and virtuous like Hastings or alive and deceptive like the survivors (including the readers) is not much of a choice at all. Indeed, although this is quite a direct criticism of the living, no alternative or possibility for reform is presented. 
The next lines continue to attempt to explain what the poet sees as the reason for Hastings’ death; “those [men] of growth more sudden, and more bold,/ Are hurried hence, as if already old./ For there above, they [the virtuous men] number not as here,/ but weigh to man the geometric year” (15-18). Again, Hastings’ death was a logical consequence of his virtue: but there is an undercurrent of uncertainty as to just how good it is to be moral. By becoming too virtuous too early, one in effect forces heaven (or “there above”) to take notice, increasing the risk of being “hurried hence, as if already old” (16). The next two lines are somewhat confusing, and can be taken in several different ways. First, it could be those virtuous men who “number not as here”; that is, there are more of them in heaven because they have died young. After being taken from this world, they “weigh to man the geometric year,” or distribute out each person’s respective fate. However, another reading is that the “they” refers not to the men who died young, but instead to the heavenly beings who allocate each man’s life span according to the “geometric year,” or the earth’s own cycle. The fact that “they number not as here” (17) emphasizes that heaven numbers, or measures, a man’s life differently than we might do; the two spheres, heaven and earth, have different conceptions of time, and indeed of justice. Taken together, the two readings could be combined to this effect: once virtuous men like Hastings die, they become heavenly beings and thus have a share in measuring out the fate of other men. For although we might bemoan the fact that Hastings died young, according to the logic of heaven he was removed according to his deserts, emphasized by words like “weigh,” “geometric,” “number,” and “measure.” According to the logic of the poem, nothing happens without a reason; even early death has a cause. This is a very Christian conception, in which everything happens according to God’s design; although mere mortals might not understand it – due to our fallen and faulty comprehension of the world – we can recognize that it exists. This sort of predestination is clearly intended as consolation to the survivors, that even though the world may seem unjust, it is simply inscrutable.  


The next several lines develop the ideas of merit, reward, and justice: the poem continues, “But ‘tis a maxim of that state, that none,/ Lest he become like them, taste more than one./ Therefore the democratic stars did rise,/ And all that worth from hence did ostracize” (23-26). The “state” is heaven, which according to the speaker has a rule that no human can eat from both the Tree of Life and the Tree of Knowledge “lest he become like them,” that is, to prevent a mortal from becoming too heavenly. To this end, “the democratic stars did rise,/ And all that worth from hence did ostracize” (25-26). However, this almost contradicts previous lines; the poet seems to be saying that in order to prevent a mortal from becoming heavenly, the stars have all risen and as one have removed Hastings from earth to heaven, where he will presumably become heavenly, the very thing they acted to prevent. This creates a logical circularity, where either action – whether Hastings remains on earth or goes to heaven – results in the same end, namely that the mortal man becomes divine. The next several lines continue more explicitly the metaphor of heaven-as-state; heaven is figured as a “prince, that, for state-jealousy” secures his ally Hastings with “richest triumphs” and “choicest pleasures” (27-30), concluding that “So [Hastings], not banished hence, but there confined,/ There better recreates his active mind” (31-32). Yet a mere five lines or so earlier, the poet expressly stated that Hastings had indeed been “ostracize[d]” from this world; and although Hastings was nominally “not banished hence,” he is still “confined” to heaven. Clearly, for all the poet’s talk about justice, the connotations of the words used raise doubt in our minds as to whether or not this death really was just. 

This raises the question, then, as to whether any death is just; although humanity is bereft of Hastings’ presence, “The gods themselves cannot their joy conceal” (41) that he has joined them in heaven. However, there are some gods who do not rejoice at this event; Hymeneus, the god of marriage, “for sad purple, tears his saffron coat” (44). Hastings in fact died just before he was to be married to a young Frenchwoman, who was the daughter of the King’s physician, Sir Theodore Turquet de Mayerne (Donno 232); Hymeneus, then, mourns the failure of this marriage, which presumably would have been as virtuous as Hastings himself, and the community as a whole could have benefited from the example. This Mayerne is the same that is mentioned in the next lines: “And Aesculapius, who, ashamed and stern,/ Himself at once condemneth, and Mayern/ Like some sad chemist, who, prepared to reap/ The golden harvest, sees his glasses leap” (47-50). Aesculapius, the god of medicine, and Mayern, a physician, alternately condemn themselves and bemoan their loss. Mayern is compared to an alchemist on the point of discovering gold whose flasks “leap,” or break at the crucial moment; presumably, this “golden harvest” would have been the children resulting from the union of his daughter with Hastings. The failure of medicine to save Hastings recalls the elegiac blaming laid out by Clifton Spargo. Describing the mourner’s state of mind, he writes: 

If the mourner had only possessed knowledge of the other’s death and achieved a proper state of preparedness, harm might never have come to the other. Inscribed in such wishfulness there is an answering concern for the other, even at the very moment when concern appears to lose all practical possibility. (25)
This sort of wishfulness often leads to self-blame, which is in fact what the poet says that Aesculapius and Mayern feel. Mayern’s skill as a physician, the divine expertise of Aesculapius, and (implicitly, on the level of Spargo’s “knowledge” and “preparedness”) the rest of the survivors have all failed to save Hastings, the apparent repository of all that is good about humanity. The genre of the elegy is entirely predicated on loss (the loss of a beloved person or object), and, as seen here, to a certain extent on the failure of the living to protect the dead.

The implications of this failure are born out in the conclusion of the poem, which ends with the impotence of Mayern, and indeed all mankind in the face of Hastings’ death; by extension, we are all impotent facing the simple condition of our mortality. Although Mayern, as a physician “all he had tried”, it was “all in vain” (57). Again, Hastings’ death is presented as predestined: despite the fact that everything that could have been done, was done, Hastings still died. In the face of this inevitability, Mayern “wept, as we, without redress or law./ For man (alas) is but the heaven’s sport;/ And art indeed is long, but life is short” (58-60). This includes Mayern in the community of mourners established early in the poem, which indeed has not been referenced since then, thus wrapping up the structure of the poem. The last two lines also remove the possibility of appealing to heaven to redress the wrong of Hastings’ death, because it is heaven that has caused the wrong in the first place. The concept of finding comfort in the supposed justice of heaven is here nullified: after all, if man “is but the heaven’s sport” (59), the supposed fairness of Hastings’ early death becomes nothing more than heavenly caprice. As Wallerstein writes, “The images chosen to express the Christian view all show it as a negative, denying our desires. It is a Christian cosmos without a Christian heart” (123). Rather than embracing Hastings’ death as his triumphant entrance to the eternal Christian paradise, the speaker of the poem seems to be merely going through the motions. His lament for Hastings suggests that because the world is in fact in a state of perpetual tragedy, as explored in the first lines, there can be no justice in death. The structure of the poem recalls that of classical tragedy, where, due to the conjunction of irrevocable destiny with some fatal character flaw, the hero is doomed to some predetermined (and usually awful) fate. Hastings’ fatal flaw, however, was nothing more than his own virtue. Marvell here sets up a sort of lose-lose situation: bold, virtuous men will die young; and while their “phlegmatic” counterparts might survive longer, they will lead the lives of parasitic fish, sucking the essences of Time itself. In identifying Marvell’s turn from Christian consolation, I do not mean to suggest that he himself was not a Christian; rather, the poem proposes that consolation is impossible, whatever form of solace the bereaved might search for. 

This is emphasized by the last line, originally from a Latin sententia reading ars longa, vita brevis: for Marvell, this becomes a continuation of the man-as-plaything sentiment from the line before. Although the original maxim is neutral in its connotations, the poem tends to subvert that neutrality, concluding that “art indeed is long, but life is short” (60), suggesting through the grammar that how “short” life is somehow impacts just how “long” art can be. This ending expands upon the dangers that grief might pose to poetry laid out in the first few lines: because the world is continually in crisis, poetry must be protected from the inevitable (and always unjust) tragedy of death; the image of a battered shoreline comes to mind, each new wave of grief eroding some of the permanence of art. In other words, the very brevity of life is dangerous to the power of poetry. Even the shortened syllables of the last several lines contrast with the elevated language and polysyllabic names of the deities of the preceding lines, the hard ‘t’ echoing phonetically the abrupt severing of Hastings’ life. In an eminently logical fashion, Marvell sets out at the beginning of the poem to prove that “we, disconsolate,/ With early tears must mourn his early fate” (7-8); despite the rationality of the premise, however, what Marvell proves is not that Heaven’s justice was done in Hastings’ early death, but rather the inevitably disturbing (but always powerful) injustice of our own mortality. We are not consoled by this; the opposite is true, if anything. The weapon that Marvell has given us to combat the injustice of death is a poem, but a poem that is weakened by the very force of our grief. 
“Mourning”
The linkages between grief and language hinted at in the elegy on Hastings are further developed in the poem “Mourning.” As a brief overview on the narrative level, the poem as a whole deals with a woman named Clora weeping: the first three stanzas describe the tears themselves; interestingly, there is hardly any attempt to explain either the woman or her actual emotions until the fourth. At this point, the poet restates a series of hypotheses as to the meaning of Clora’s tears, all of which are proposed by an unnamed crowd. The poet himself does not speak until the eighth stanza; even then, he does not offer a definitive answer, but rather suggests and hints, using words that could be interpreted in several different ways. Especially in the hypothetical fourth through eighth stanzas there is a sense of progression and indeed escalation; the guesses as to the meaning of Clora’s tears become bolder and more forceful. The poem takes several turns, seemingly reversing directions each time. For example, while one stanza identifies her tears as the way in which she “courts herself in am’rous rain” (19) to prepare herself for another lover, later the poet says “How wide they dream!” (29), referring to the viewers who have been guessing (apparently erroneously) as to the meaning of Clora’s tears. The final couplet, “But sure as oft as women weep,/ It is to be supposed they grieve” (35-36), can be read in two very different ways; either the poet is confirming the negative guesses about Clora’s grief, or he is defending her from the misguided interpretations of the general public. This poem has generally been read in the light of this ambiguity; although most critics pick up the twists in the first seven stanzas, the final lines are almost universally read as criticizing Clora’s insincerity and selfishness. This seeming contradiction provides, as we will see, an important point of departure to examine the difficulty that critics, readers, and poetic spectators have in interpreting Clora’s grief: both this final ambiguity and formal structure of the poem as a whole force all three groups of interpreters to perform the same literary work, uniting grief and language.
On a formal level, the stanzaic structure of the poem is the key to understanding the links established between mourning and poetry; each stanza is self-contained grammatically, yet each narratively builds on the one before. Each stanza is its own self-contained sentence; when added to the inherent progression, the structure recalls what Freud describes as the work of mourning (244). In his famous essay “Mourning and Melancholia,” he describes the work in this way: 

Reality-testing has shown that the loved object no longer exists, and it [the work of mourning] proceeds to demand that all libido shall be withdrawn from its attachments to that object. This demand arouses understandable opposition…[but] Normally, respect for reality gains the day. Nevertheless its orders cannot be obeyed at once. They are carried out bit by bit, at great expense of time and cathectic energy…Each single one of the memories and expectations in which the libido is bound to the object is brought up…and detachment of the libido is accomplished in respect of it. [my emphasis] (244-245) 

In other words, the mourner examines reality to determine that her loved one is indeed gone, and that it is thus necessary to withdraw her attachment from him. In order to do so successfully, the mourner calls up “each single one of the memories and expectations” that are bound up with the deceased person in order to detach herself from him. Although Clora herself does not recall memories and experiences associated with the deceased Strephon, the stanzaic structure of the poem and the contained nature of the hypotheses remind us of these individual moments that are fundamental to the work of mourning. In his book The English Elegy: Studies in the Genre from Spenser to Yeats, Peter Sacks identifies each elegy as “a work, both in the commonly accepted meaning of a product and in the more dynamic sense of the working through of an impulse or experience—the sense that underlies Freud’s phrase ‘the work of mourning’” (1). The stanzaic structure of “Mourning” and the way each section builds upon the previous one recall the progressive “working through” that both Freud and Sacks identify. 
However, to begin at the beginning, as it were: In the first lines of “Mourning” the speaker addresses an unspecified figure in an apostrophe, implying that there will eventually be a response: “You, that decipher out the fate/ Of human offsprings from the skies/ What mean these infants which of late/ Spring from the stars of Clora’s eyes?” (1-4). This “you” that the speaker addresses is someone who is capable of understanding the fate of humanity by examining the skies; in other words, an astrologer, who interprets the formations of stars to foretell future happenings. In lines three and four this slightly confusing metaphor is clarified when “Clora’s eyes” are explicitly compared to stars. The apostrophized astrologer is asked what “these infants” mean which come from her eyes; the speaker in the poem needs to ask for outside advice, as he is unable to decipher them himself. These tears, then, do not have any meaning until they are interpreted by an external person; the impenetrability of these tears stems in part from the fact that they are characterized as infants, and are thus without any language of their own. However, since the very word “infants” comes from the Latin “without speech,” there is a contradiction between asking the astrologer to interpret the tears (because they have a hidden or secret language) and assuming that they do not have language at all. The astrologer never replies to the apostrophe presented in the first stanza: neither do the tears ever speak for themselves, as it were. Asking the astrologer to divine meaning from tears that lack any way of communicating that meaning – to the astrologer or anyone else – creates a sense of futility from the very beginning. This futility, however, does not stop the poem’s spectators from trying to decipher these inscrutable objects, and these guesses make up nearly the entire poem. Each attempt at finding meaning in Clora’s grief, however, fails; these misinterpretations foreground an important issue, namely the disparity between what Clora’s tears might really mean and what everyone else thinks they mean. 
The description of Clora’s tears and, more importantly, the failure to understand them continues in the third stanza: “When, moulding of the watery spheres,/ Slow drops untie themselves away,/ As if she, with those precious tears,/ Would strow the ground where Strephon lay” (9-12). There is a contradiction in agency here; the teardrops in line ten “untie themselves away;” but then in the following line agency is granted to Clora; the poet says “As if she, with those precious tears,/ Would strow the ground where Strephon lay” (11-12) [my emphasis]. Although Clora herself “would strow the ground where Strephon lay” – reading “would” in the sense of desiring to do something – thus attempting to take control of her grief, her tears end up performing an action completely independent of her desire and “untie themselves away” to be interpreted and guessed at by passers-by. 
In the fourth stanza, the poem shifts from describing Clora’s tears to guessing as to their meaning. The reader does not know, however, who is doing the guessing: the stanza reads, “Yet some affirm, pretending art,/ Her eyes have so her bosom drowned,/ Only to soften near her heart/ A place to fix another wound” (13-16). The first line continues the uncertainty highlighted in the previous stanza; it is unclear who is “pretending art,” Clora or those who are guessing about her tears. The next lines imply that the most likely candidate is Clora, whose tears are not actually a sign of grief but rather are “only to soften near her heart/ A place to fix another wound” (15-16). Still, there is no certain grammatical indicator. Rather, the process of reading obliges us to perform in our own way the (guess)work of those viewing Clora’s grief, and we subsequently become quite similar to the passers-by mentioned in the paragraph above. This stanza contains several competing impulses. First, if it is Clora who is “pretending art,” then her tears are not genuine but merely serve to prepare her heart for a new love: here, the word is being used in the sense familiar to modern readers, in that Clora is pretending her grief, or falsely representing herself. In this case, the sentiment is misogynistic, implying that a woman crying has a self-serving motive; indeed, perhaps she is incapable of feeling an emotion as disinterested as grief. However, the Oxford English Dictionary lists another definition of the verb “pretend” which was in use through the middle of the eighteenth century, but which is now obsolete: to pretend is to “allege or put forward (a thing) as a reason or excuse” (OED Online). If it is rather these others who are “pretending art,” then, they are alleging that Clora is being artful, or rather they are putting forward artfulness as the reason for the tears. The difference between these two interpretations is subtle, but it does change the larger implications of the poem. In the first case, the authoritative voice of the poet is the one stating that Clora’s grief is a pretended emotion, while the second reading implies that the artfulness is not inherent to her tears, but is instead imposed on them by the spectators. Clearly, the second interpretation is kinder to the poem’s protagonist, since it implies that her grief is pure and lacks an ulterior motive. While the structure of the sentence seems to indicate that the second reading is the most correct, the other reading cannot be ignored. How we determine which should prevail has much to do with the grammatical structure of the poem, but at least part of the decision is due to cultural and personal preference, or what we assume about grief; and in Clora’s case, the fact that she is a woman is another factor to be accounted for. As Peter Sacks writes, “Longstanding sexual discrimination has impinged on women’s experience of mortal loss; and [this] difficulty…greatly complicates the woman’s work of mourning” (13). In “Mourning,” sexual discrimination takes the form of suspicion; the spectators of the poem, and indeed the readers, are uncertain as to what Clora’s tears mean, but there seems to be an unwillingness to identify them with grief. Even though they cannot be fully understood, however, there is still a need to try: starting with the apostrophized astrologer of the first stanza, the world of the poem dissects the tears, pushing to analyze and quantify them.
 

The guesses continue, assigning different meanings to Clora’s tears, including preparing the way for another love, feigned grief, and even joy. The most unkind hypotheses assume that her mourning is nothing more than a masturbatory, self-involved process that “expels [grief] rather than expressing it:” Clora is identified by Phillip McCaffrey as “a narcissistic self-lover whose tears become the mirrors of her preoccupation with herself and the emblems of her hypocrisy as she readies herself for a new lover” (243). McCaffrey cites as evidence the fifth stanza, which reads “And, while vain pomp does her restrain/ Within her solitary bow’r,/ She courts herself in am’rous rain;/ Herself both Danaë and the show’r” (17-20). This stanza – from McCaffrey’s point of view – glosses to read that Clora remains in seclusion out of “vain pomp;” she only hides herself from the world because that is the custom after the death of a lover, not because of any true feeling. Vain here can be read as both “useless” and “concerned with self-image;” combining both meanings into one reading, it is useless for her to conceal what everyone knows, namely that she is only worried about what others will think if she is too quick to accept another man. But she is apparently looking for another suitor: she “courts herself in am’rous rain;/ Herself both Danaë and the show’r” (19-20). This can be viewed as literary proof that Clora’s tears are merely a conniving kind of foreplay to “warm her up” for receiving the next lover. Marvell draws on the myth concerning Danaë and Zeus: the god sees a mortal woman, lusts after her, and takes the form of a golden shower, impregnating her by falling onto her bosom. Thus Clora is “both Danaë and the show’r” – she is both sexual partners at once, the active male initiator and the passive female recipient. What McCaffrey and the other critics are disturbingly willing to ignore is that this sexual act is not consensual: it is rape. There are striking similarities here between the Danaë myth and the description of Clora’s tears in the first stanza. Both women are unable to resist the attentions showered on them from heaven; the product of Zeus’s lust literally rains down on Danaë just as Clora’s grief is sent from above. Clora’s tears take on violently sexual connotations, and the rest of the poem becomes more forgiving of the possible meanings of her lament. By linking Clora’s tears to a classical myth that involves not just sex, but rape, Marvell complexly intertwines eroticism, violence, and death. This interaction is complicated even further by the fact that Clora is “both Danaë and the shower” (my emphasis): as stated above, she is both violator and victim. In effect, she perpetrates this violence on herself.
 
Not until the eighth stanza does the poet speak, proposing his own theory: “How wide they dream! The Indian slaves/ That dive for pearl through seas profound/ Would find her tears yet deeper waves/ And not of one the bottom sound” (29-32). The others that postulate guesses “dream,” and they dream “wide,” which can be interpreted both as “wide of the mark” and as “expansively.” Either way, there is a sense of imprecision. On the literal level, then, if these others are asleep, the poet is awake; figuratively, the others are wrong and the poet knows exactly what Clora’s tears mean. This is quite an ambitious claim; the poet is asserting that he contains the secret to the meaning of her tears. Reading this stanza literally induces a surreal, dreamlike state: the “Indian slaves” who normally dive through seas in search of pearls are suddenly diving through Clora’s tears, finding “yet deeper waves/ And [can]not one of the bottom sound” (31-32). Metaphorically, one of Clora’s tears telescopes to become a sea; implicitly, the poet is the diver who can penetrate deep enough to bring back the pearl of meaning. The others, however, simply find “yet deeper waves;” the tears contain more tears, in progressively more immense waves, and so on ad infinitum; those who dive will never reach the bottom. The complete immersion within the outward signs of grief is clearly the ultimate retreat from the world. Once again, the reader is obliged to echo in reading the actions performed in and by the poem; the slave diving for pearls and the reader searching for the meaning of Clora’s tears both enter into “seas profound” (30): both are looking for pearls of meaning in seas that are profoundly, infinitely deep. The fact that readers take the poem as the pattern for their own interpretive actions highlights the intimacy between the grieving protagonist and the readers, who are performing a textual action by interpreting her poetic grief.
The final stanza can be read in two very different ways, either as a misogynistic, sarcastic statement, or as a defensive rebuttal of the insulting guesses as to the meaning of Clora’s tears: “I yet my silent judgment keep,/ Disputing not what they believe:/ But sure as oft as women weep,/ It is to be supposed they grieve” (33-36). While the first two lines reveal a personal inclination to remain silent, there is also a sense of hinting at the answer: he may not dispute “what they believe,” but neither does he confirm it. The final two lines are crucial: on the one hand, the poet could be defending Clora’s grief, saying that her tears are a “sure” sign, and that when they appear, grief is there as well. On the other hand, the tone might be sarcastic: with a different emphasis, which McCaffrey and other critics have picked up on, the last line reads “It is to be supposed they grieve” (36) [my emphasis], and then the appearance of grief is only an appearance. To an attentive reader, both interpretations are undeniably present throughout the poem, as well as mutually exclusive. There is almost the sense of shimmering back and forth between meanings that accompanies optical illusions. So it is with the poem as a whole: the uncertainty about interpretation is such that no answer can definitively exclude another. 
It is no surprise that McCaffrey, who is generally unforgiving in his readings of Marvell’s poems, would tend towards a misogynistic understanding of the protagonists. What is surprising is that Rosalie Colie, a critic who almost unfailingly gives the benefit of the doubt to the characters of the poems, agrees with him: she writes of Clora, “Such a girl is self-absorbed and self-satisfied by her own sentiments and deserves the sharp couplet at the end, a generalized rejection of the notion that a woman can be sincere” (126). Colie makes no secret of her appreciation of and sympathy for many of Marvell’s poetic personas; thus, her refusal to even acknowledge the possibility of a second reading of this final stanza comes as quite a shock. This agreement between two critics so disparate in other opinions points to exactly how problematic Clora’s tears are: by showing outward signs of grief, she is doubly culpable; not only is she a woman, she is putting herself forward into the public sphere and in effect forcing notice to be taken of her. The difficulty that outsiders have in interpreting grief is so strong that even Colie, a forgiving reader of Marvell’s other poems, shows outright distaste when dealing with feminine grief. The increasing force behind each attempt to comprehend this emotion stems first of all from its very resistance to interpretation: each failure, beginning in the very first stanza, causes frustration, which then leads to a second, more forceful attempt, which also fails, increasing the strength of the next attempt, which will also fail. These attempts are infinite, and it is them rather than grief itself which become the focus of the poem; without their resistance, however infuriating it may be, the poem simply could not exist. The fact that it is maddening is signaled by the use of the Zeus and Danaë myth in the fifth stanza; we as readers try to understand Clora’s tears so forcefully that a rape scene from classical mythology is used to describe the action. As seen above, we cannot understand mourning, and the more we try, the more obscured it becomes as a result of those very efforts.
As mentioned above, no definitive answers are given to the questions asked in the poem, either those first explicitly addressed to the astrologer, or those implicitly posed in the elaboration of guesses in each stanza. We have seen how each stanza lays out an individual moment which is then commented on – whether by the poet or an unspecified crowd – as if a series of photographs have been presented for interpretation and analysis. In this scenario, what is important is not necessarily the subject of the photographs, but rather the aesthetic and emotional reaction that each image provokes in the viewers. “Mourning,” then, foregrounds not grief itself, but rather how non-mourners react to the outward signs of grief, namely Clora’s tears. Recalling the subtle distinctions as to whether it is Clora or her watchers who are “pretending art,” it is difficult to say whether the problematic nature of each critic’s reaction is due to the fact that the spectators falsely identify Clora’s tears as signs of completed grief (or even sexual ecstasy), or whether it is simply that grief itself is problematic and the difficulty in interpretation is a wish to deny the fact of an individual’s – and by extension all of humanity’s – mortality. Whatever the case, the problems seem to arise simultaneously with Clora’s tears; that is to say, as soon as Clora publicly begins to display signs of grief, the public begins to wonder and guess about their meaning. As readers, we might have realized that this process would be problematic almost from the very beginning when the astrologer failed to respond to the direct question asked of him. What we did not realize was that Clora’s work of mourning is actually our own: as noted several times throughout the poem, Clora does not speak for herself. Just as each critical attempt to decipher her tears creates a new stanza, each stanza actually renews Clora’s tears at the same time it contains them. Clora’s tears, then, are sent not by heaven, but by the poet and by us, the readers. It is for this reason that her grief seems so completely outside her control; the poem has never been about a woman expressing her grief, nor is the “work of mourning” Clora’s work: rather, this work is that which we, readers and poetic spectators alike, perform upon encountering another in the process of grieving. The fact that this is a textual activity – that the aesthetic and literary characteristics of the poem force the reader into close proximity with the textual actions being carried out – highlight the interplay of grief and language to a larger extent than present in the elegy for Hastings.
The confluence of the inscrutability of Clora’s tears and the increasingly hostile attempts to decipher them comes to a point in the eighth stanza, when the poet finally speaks. Poetic spectators and readers alike might immerse themselves in Clora’s grief in an attempt to understand it, but this strategy cannot succeed: they will merely echo the actions of the “Indian slaves” and become trapped in the infinity of her tears. The way that readers have been obliged throughout to echo the actions of the poem forces us into intimacy with the spectators: we too guess why Clora is crying without ever being able to know for sure. Whether we want to or not, we become part of the crowd putting forward hypotheses, and it is clear now why Colie and McCaffrey are not sympathetic towards Clora as the protagonist of the poem: Marvell’s poem about the problematic nature of public mourning is so successful that readers not only echo the actions of the poetic spectators, we become yet more voices in the crowd. Thus, each critical opinion could translate to yet another stanza, and just as the Indian slave dives through a telescoping, infinite sea, so readers could wander through endless labyrinths of text in search of the true meaning of Clora’s tears. Whether each poetic guess contains part of the truth or none of it, whether meaning is everywhere or nowhere, the resulting lesson is that mourning is indecipherable; the ambiguity ultimately translates to a failure of (textual) interpretation. Just as in the elegy for Hastings, any attempts to interpret and comprehend death or mourning are doomed to failure for the very basic reason that our skills of interpretation and comprehension are inadequate. However hard we try, we simply cannot understand what it is to grieve.
The Nymph Complaining for the Death of Her Fawn
The Freudian principles discussed in relation to “Mourning” become particularly important when we turn to “The Nymph Complaining for the Death of her Fawn,” which features another female figure in the process of mourning, as the title states, the death of her fawn. It has been shot by “wanton troopers” (1) as they ride past, and the nymph wonders why: addressing the fawn, she says “Thou ne’er didst alive/ Them any harm: alas, nor could/ Thy death yet do them any good” (4-6). Alive the fawn was harmless, and its death holds no profit for the killers. Within the first few lines, death and grief have acquired a gender: the male troopers have killed the female nymph’s love object. Thus, men, to speak somewhat dramatically, are the agents of death, and the female figure is left to the duty of mourning. The nymph has in fact been made to grieve already, not only by the troopers, but by another cruel man, her unfaithful lover Sylvio; the fawn was a present from him when the nymph still “had not found him counterfeit” (27), or before she had discovered his infidelity. There are certainly substantial links between Sylvio and the fawn: the nymph recounts the moment when Sylvio gave her the pet, and the subsequent way in which the two effectively exchange places in the nymph’s affections. She continues to describe various moments in her life with the fawn, beginning with nursing it with “sweetest milk, and sugar” (55), until it was fully grown. The majority of the poem is then devoted to the various extraordinary characteristics and activities of the fawn, including its love for roses and its habit of hiding among lilies that are as white as its own hide.  The final lines of the poem are wonderfully strange, as the nymph details the tomb of herself and her pet. 
As Freud states, “Mourning is regularly the reaction to the loss of a loved person, or to the loss of some abstraction which has taken the place of one” (243). Although the nymph is clearly mourning the actual death of a loved object (her fawn), this loss echoes and in some ways exacerbates the earlier desertion of her lover Sylvio. Because of the issues of gender, loss, and abandonment that clearly emerge in even a cursory reading, the poem has often been read within a psychoanalytic framework, using Freud’s essay “Mourning and Melancholia” to examine how the female figure of the nymph goes about processing and accepting (or failing to accept) the dual loss of a dead pet and a false lover. The most prominent arguments categorize the stages of grief that the nymph goes through for her fawn, and ultimately identify them as being a reaction to Sylvio’s abandonment, and the attachment to the fawn as a carry-over of the sublimated emotions associated with the departed lover. In any case, the fawn undoubtedly has a substantial amount of power over the nymph; its death is traumatic enough to make her wish for her own in order to follow it into eternity. Although the stages of grief are clearly important to my own reading, the emphasis will be less on the root of the nymph’s grief and more on how that emotion manifests itself in her treatment of her beloved pet and her own imagination. As the nymph relates the series of failed sacrifices and exchanges that led to the death of the fawn, she progressively idealizes the animal, exaggerating its positive characteristics (and her own as associated with it) until nymph and fawn alike pass out of the realm of the possible and into the poetic, finally subordinating even poetry itself to the concretely (and somewhat ironically) creative potential of grief.

After stating rather matter-of-factly the circumstances of the fawn’s death at the hands of the “wanton troopers” and then going on to say that she does not wish them ill for it, the nymph seems to enter a state of shock, and says bluntly “It cannot die so” (13). This wish to deny what she is seeing is part of what G.W. Pigman identifies as the first stage of mourning: numbing. He continues to explain that “In numbing the loss is often explicitly denied or disputed; feeling freezes to avoid something which might overwhelm” (7). And although the nymph has just said “I’m sure I never wished them ill:/ Nor do I for all this; nor will” (7-8), she seems to retract this as the loss begins to sink in. She says “Though they should wash their guilty hands/ In this warm life-blood…/ Yet could they not be clean: their stain/ Is dyed in such a purple grain,/ There is not such another in/ The world, to offer for their sin” (18-24). It is strange that the nymph imagines that by washing their hands in the fawn’s blood the troopers might somehow “be clean;” this method would seem to only mark their guilt more clearly with the physical evidence of the fawn’s blood on their hands. However, even if the troopers were to attempt this strange remedy, the nymph makes it clear that their guilt is too great for any sort of sacrifice to atone for it; having killed the fawn, they have made sure that “there is not such another in/ The world, to offer for their sin” (23-24). There is a sort of circular logic at work here; since the troopers have killed this paragon, they have both committed a sin and destroyed the only way they could have atoned for it, and the irrevocability of their crime signals the impossibility of recovering the beloved creature. Clearly, there is a type of exchange at work here: more importantly, in the fawn’s case it is a failed exchange. Nothing is expected or gained from the creature’s death, as it would be if the animal was a typical sacrifice. There are clear Christian overtones to this passage – the image of the troopers washing their hands, the idea of an offering to expunge sin (typified by Christ) – yet they are not presented as viable alternatives; in fact, the negation of these opportunities is simultaneous to their emergence. In other words, the troopers’ attempts to wash their hands fail because they are washed in blood; there can be no other sacrifice worthy of the fawn because it was its own Christ-figure. There is something extraordinary about the fawn’s death, first signaled by this failed sacrifice.
In replaying her memories of the fawn, the nymph also unavoidably recalls Sylvio, thus retaining her memories of her faithless lover. The nymph remembers the day Sylvio brought her the fawn: she says, “Sylvio soon had me beguiled./ This waxèd tame, while he grew wild,/ And quite regardless of my smart,/ Left me his fawn, but took his heart” (33-36). Although Sylvio (who is “tame” because of his love for the nymph) supposedly domesticates a wild fawn to give to his beloved, their conditions are soon reversed: the fawn “waxèd tame while he grew wild.” In effect, the two change places in the nymph’s heart; the taming of the fawn corresponds to the wilding of Sylvio, and she soon loves the pet much more than she ever loved the man who gave it to her. In effect, Sylvio is exchanged for the fawn; this sort of trade is crucial to the idea of sacrifice that was also developed regarding the “wanton troopers.” In Sylvio’s case, although his love is lost, in the mind of the nymph something much better comes out of this sacrifice: the love and companionship of the fawn.  Although the nymph seems to take the exchange of the lover for the pet seriously, she simultaneously seems to trivialize that exchange by saying that Sylvio, “quite regardless of my smart,/ Left me his fawn, but took his heart” (35-36). The quibble on the word “heart” for “hart,” an already clichéd metaphor by the seventeenth century, highlights the fact that the fawn (a young hart) has replaced the heart of Sylvio in the nymph’s life. This word-play also continues the pun that Sylvio used when he presented the fawn to the nymph, saying “‘Look how your huntsman here/ Hath taught a fawn to hunt his dear’” (31-32). While this sort of witticism might very well accompany a love-token, it seems too trivial to describe the desertion of a lover. Again, the nymph seems to be denying the seriousness of her dual loss, in an effort to distance herself from the emotional pain it would cause her.
 After Sylvio’s abandonment, the nymph begins to describe her growing affection for the fawn and her increasing idealization of it: she asks “How could I less/ Than love it? O I cannot be/ Unkind, t’a beast that loveth me” (44-46). There is an unlabeled emphasis in the line “O I cannot be/ Unkind, t’a beast that loveth me,” implying both that the nymph could never be as cruel to another creature as Sylvio was to her, and that the fawn loves the nymph and is therefore deserving of kind treatment. Although the nymph is comparing herself to a “beast,” the devotion that both she and the fawn display in their loving is idealized. In yet another sense of the word, she is “kind” to the fawn, or similar to it; not only has the pet been exchanged for Sylvio, the nymph is beginning to see herself as interchangeable with the fawn. She doesn’t limit the fawn’s ability to share certain traits only to herself, however: she wonders whether it might have absorbed some of Sylvio’s faithlessness as well: “Had it lived long, I do not know/ Whether it too might have done so/ As Sylvio did: his gifts might be/ Perhaps as false or more than he” (47-50). Here, the nymph seems to doubt what she has just said about the fawn loving her; because the fawn is so intimately connected to Sylvio, it is entirely possible that it would have hurt the nymph just as much or even more that he did. There is the sense of resignation, of trying to justify the pain caused by the fawn’s death by diminishing the importance it had in life. 
There is, however, an immediate turn away from this sentiment in the next lines: “I am sure, for ought that I/ Could in so short a time espy,/ Thy love was far more better than/ The love of false and cruel men” (51-54). Her male lover’s betrayal has, in effect, put the nymph off men. She trades the “love of false and cruel men” for the genderless love of the fawn, who as we have seen, shares with her the trait of devotion. The fawn seems to become a blank canvas onto which the nymph can project various characteristics. Along with fidelity and the short-lived idea of Sylvio’s faithlessness, the nymph associates other qualities with the fawn, ones that they both share. These include the Petrarchan love-colors, white and red, which make up the nymph’s garden, which is “with roses overgrown,/ And lilies” (72-73). The nymph, then, exists surrounded by the colors of love, which permeate everything, including the fawn itself. When describing her first memories of her pet, the nymph recalls that: 



With sweetest milk, and sugar, first



I it at mine own fingers nursed. 



And as it grew, so every day



It waxed more white and sweet than they.



It had so sweet a breath! And oft



I blushed to see its foot more soft, 



And white (shall I say than my hand?)



Nay, any lady’s of the land. (55-62)

The fawn takes on the whiteness and sweetness of milk, sugar, and the nymph’s fingers. The repetition of the adjectives “white” and “sweet” take on a quality of wishful thinking; there is a sense that either there really is nothing more to the fawn than sweetness and whiteness, or that the nymph is trying to erase any other characteristics through reiteration of the qualities she desires. Even reading this whiteness as symbolic of the fawn’s innocence and purity as associated with the nymph’s, the extremity of the claim is a little strange. The fawn is white enough to hide amongst the lilies of the nymph’s garden: she “could not…/ Find it, although before mine eyes./ For in the flaxen lilies’ shade,/ It like a bank of lilies laid” (79-82). Taking the poem literally, a living creature whose hide is whiter than milk is more likely to be some sort of genetic abnormality than an outward reflection of the creature’s inner purity. Another line that is disconcerting if read literally describes the fawn’s appetite for roses: “Upon the roses it would feed,/ Until its lips e’en seemed to bleed:/ And then to me would boldly trip,/ And print those roses on my lip” (83-86). Imagining this scenario leads to a somewhat disturbing picture: the fawn’s lips dripping, blood-red against the snowy white of its hide, the color then transferring to the nymph through a physical kiss. The whole situation recalls some sort of B-grade horror movie, probably titled “The Fawn from Hell!” Leaving aside this sort of too-literal reading, however, it is important to note that the characteristics the fawn takes on are those that are always associated with Petrarchan conceits; not only that, these are conceits that have been pushed to the limit. Through the extreme idealizing projections of the nymph, the fawn becomes less a living creature and more a strange object that slowly coalesces in front of our eyes. 
As the nymph idealizes her pet, it becomes more and more difficult to separate the two as they exchange and imprint certain positive qualities upon one another, including virginity, purity, sweetness, and constancy. Whether the nymph in reality is or is not a virgin, literally made up of the colors of the Petrarchan love tradition, she imagines herself to possess these qualities and in turn projects them onto her pet, which reflects them back to her, and so on, in a self-perpetuating cycle. From earlier ambivalence about the absorptive tendencies of the fawn, the nymph has steadily moved towards pure idealization. After the description of her garden and how the fawn “only lovèd to be there” (76), the nymph describes the way the fawn also loved “its pure virgin limbs to fold/ In whitest sheets of lilies cold” (89-90). The white “sheets of lilies” recall a shroud, in a sort of retrospective foreshadowing; in looking back on her past memories of the fawn, the nymph has come, perhaps unconsciously, to sees portents of the fawn’s death. This ominous sentiment is continued in the next lines: “Had it lived long, it would have been/ Lilies without, roses within” (91-92). This phrase begins by repeating the words of line 47, where the nymph wonders in the fawn would have betrayed her just as Sylvio did “had it lived long.” Although the phrasing is repeated, however, the sentiment is contradictory: here, the nymph imagines the fawn effectively being absorbed into the beds of lilies and roses. In other words, the fawn would have grown so like the flowers that surrounded it so as to be completely indistinguishable from them. Throughout the poem, it has become clear that the nymph’s attitude toward the fawn is one of excessive idealization. However, there has also been a certain shift and progression in her feelings: first, there was an attempt at denial; then, anger at the “wanton troopers”; next, nostalgia for a glorified past with both Sylvio and the fawn; a trivializing of the loss of the pet that had come to mean so much to the nymph; and finally, idealization. These shifts recall what Pigman delineates in his book as the stages of mourning: first comes numbing, then a yearning for the departed, then “despair and disorganization,” and finally “recovery and reorganization” (7-8). In the third phase, “despair and disorganization,” Pigman identifies that “a sense of the continuous presence of the dead may replace the wish for recovery” (8). The nymph seems to oscillate between this “sense of the continuous presence of the dead” as she recalls her memories of the fawn, and a continuous, excruciating yearning for its “recovery.” What is lacking altogether is the final phase of “recovery and reorganization.” The nymph never recovers from her loss; instead, as we shall see at the end of the poem, she imagines herself metamorphosing into an eternally weeping statue hovering over the body of the fawn, thus literally retaining her pet’s “continuous presence,” fixing herself in the third phase of grief.
To continue this idea, the nymph’s transformation is intimately linked to the theme of sacrifice: just as Sylvio was sacrificed to the fawn, the fawn is sacrificed by the troopers. But there is nothing that comes of this death, nor is there another creature of equal value to erase the troopers’ crimes or restore the fawn to life. Finally, we see the reason that the nymph attempts to absorb the purity of the fawn: she has to be just as white and sweet as the fawn was in order to be a worthy offering to it. The nymph, then, endeavors to sacrifice herself, offering her eternally-weeping, quasi-living statue in order to restore the fawn to life. Clearly, however, this sort of effort is doomed to failure: thus, just as the fawn’s death failed to provide any benefit to the “wanton troopers,” the nymph’s statuesque mourning fails to benefit the dead fawn. The wish to help the dead, even at the moment when help is useless, is part of the ethical attempt to resist consolation. As Clifton Spargo writes, 

Even in its more traditional consolatory function, the elegy tries to master the arbitrariness and injustice of death…Embedded in mourning is a requirement to interrogate our cultural expression of grief and to be on guard against the movement toward consolation…For consolation always involves a relenting of the hypothesis of agency, a humbling recognition that there is nothing more one could have done or might still do for the other. (37) 

Although this sort of letting-go is implicitly posited as desirable by Freud, a necessary step that must take place in the psyche of the mourner, Spargo identifies that consolation itself can involve a certain amount of emotional difficulty. Although elegies can be seen as an attempt to master the “injustice of death,” by accepting consolation we effectively accept death. The nymph’s refusal to reconcile herself to the loss of her pet, although on a narrative level it is certainly abnormal, raises a much larger question: what does it mean to mourn the demise of a loved one? and the more complex question, what does it mean to stop mourning? The nymph’s refusal to end her grief, while it means that her work of mourning was not successful, can also be seen as an attempt to deny mortality. While this wish is not “normal,” it is certainly courageous; and as Spargo argues, it is an ethical stance that endeavors to right the inherent unfairness of death. The fight against the injustice of our mortality that was hinted at in the elegy on Hastings is here literalized and developed in a concrete, visual way. If the speaker of the Hastings elegy fought against the caprice of heaven by refusing to accept that the young man’s death was a form of justice, the nymph identifies a series of failed sacrifices, each one a desperate attempt to correct the wrong committed by the previous death. The final tableau staged by the nymph is the last inadequate attempt at a sacrifice (of her own living statue) that will somehow do justice for the dead fawn.
Before this point, however, the nymph describes the death of her pet, and then what she thinks will happen to it: she says “Now my sweet fawn is vanished to/ Whither the swans and turtles go:/ In fair Elysium to endure,/ With milk-white lambs, and ermines pure” (105-108). Not only is the fawn a disturbingly pure white, even in death it will be surrounded by other creatures as symbolically, if not as literally, white as it is. In effect, the fawn has become a figure for purity as it disappears to Elysium, the pagan heaven of symbolic perfection, where it will be accompanied by swans, turtledoves (or “turtles”), “milk-white lambs,” and “ermines pure.” Each animal represents some quality; swans and turtledoves as images of fidelity, lambs representing meekness (as well as recalling the sacrifice of Jesus, the Lamb of God), and ermines standing for purity and nobility. Recalling the strangely literal image of the fawn’s bleeding lips against its pure-white body, as well as its fondness for roses and lilies, the creature has become not just a figure for purity, but a body symbolizing all the most prominent Petrarchan qualities. These qualities are presented in absolute terms: there are no blemishes on the fawn’s lily-white hide; nothing mars the pure red of its lips. If we push this further, what we realize is that through the nymph’s grieving idealization of her pet, the object the fawn has become is one that embodies nothing less than the fundaments of lyric poetry itself. In short, much depends on how true this representation is, or just exactly how white and red the fawn was. Although we cannot know for sure, we imagine that this transformative process would not have happened if the fawn had not been killed. Thus, it is only through grief that the nymph changes her pet’s body into a poetic object. 
The nymph continues her lament and, addressing the dead body of the animal, asks it not to “run too fast: for I/ Will but bespeak thy grave, and die” (109-110). The “grave” of the fawn will include a statue of the nymph:



First my unhappy statue shall



Be cut in marble; and withal,



Let it be weeping too – but there



The engraver sure his art may spare,



For I so truly thee bemoan,



That I shall weep though I be stone:



Until my tears (still dropping) wear



My breast, themselves engraving there. (111-118)

The nymph’s grief causes her to desire to have a representation of herself weeping made into a statue. However, she also imagines that she will be the statue, and thus the “engraver” will not have to carve the tears, because she will be weeping them herself, though she “be stone.” The nymph is at once the model, the engraver, and the engraved in a perfect example of what Christopher Ricks calls the “self-inwoven simile” (34); the tears that her stone self weeps will carve the figure of her breast, “themselves engraving there,” even as she sits as the model for the quasi-living sculpture of herself. This process will occur only because the nymph “truly” (115) mourns her fawn. This implies, then, that the only true grief is that which is impossibly eternal. Not only that, it suggests that the mourner as well as the beloved object is transformed by true grief, materializing as a complicated rhetorical figure, and one that is self-perpetuating into the bargain. Again, because he describes the nymph as “truly” mourning, Marvell implicitly (and somewhat disturbingly) removes all possibility of consolation from the process of mourning. Or rather, his position is that only true grief is that which cannot be assuaged. This raises some rather complicated questions both about the nature of grief and about the nature of sincerity. Was grief ever really grief if the mourner ceases – at any point in the future – to feel the bereavement with the same initial intensity? And if so, was it ever sincere? For Marvell, the answer is “No.” In these three poems, accepting the consolation of an elegy has never been a viable option. Indeed, the supposed consolatory power of the elegy – a kind of poetic memorial of the deceased – has continually been undermined and subverted. For the nymph, the only way to do justice to her pet is by “truly” mourning it, which means she can never stop: ultimately, she accomplishes this goal by creating a poetic monument of her own transformed body. 
Not only does the nymph’s grief lead her to imagine the fawn as a manifestation of a Petrarchan conceit, she herself becomes the concrete representation of another rhetorical figure, the self-inwoven simile. This literary device is accurately identified by its name; whereas a traditional simile references a concrete object in order to make sense of an abstract concept, the self-inwoven simile references only itself. The grieving statue of the nymph can only be adequately described and understood with reference to that same statue. This completely enclosed, self-perpetuating figure does not help us to understand what grief really is. From this poem, we do not learn much other than that grief – true grief – inevitably leads to a transformative substitution of poetic figures for the self; this, needless to say, is neither practical nor comforting. In the face of death, the only way to mourn adequately is through a concrete manifestation of poetic figures which reference only themselves. In other words, mourning does not take us to some new place: the weeping statue of the nymph means only itself; grief means nothing more than grief. Clearly, even poetic conventions, such as those of the elegy (which are meant to comfort the survivors), are subordinated to the power that the dead hold over us. Instead of consoling us, the nymph’s representation of herself and her pet simply reminds us over and over again of the presence of death in the world. There is no future without the beloved, simply an eternal present where nothing else exists but grief.
Conclusion
When dealing with grief and mourning, perhaps the most well-known description comes from Hamlet: when the young prince is asked why he seems so downcast, he replies that he is downcast, and that he has “that within which passeth show” (1.2.85). For Hamlet, his soliloquies are his attempt to show his grief and desire for revenge, with all their intricacies and qualifications. However, Hamlet is not really showing us his grief. He is telling us, using words to explain an abstract emotion. And, as Hamlet himself recognizes, this emotion is powerful enough that it “passeth show”: in other words, not even his expansive soliloquies can make us understand exactly what he is feeling. For Marvell, the same general concept applies. His elegies and poetry of grief, as shown in the three poems discussed in this thesis, reveal the inadequacy both of our attempts to understand grief and to express it, both of which are fundamental to the consoling power and purpose of the elegy. 

Ultimately, then, Marvell exposes the elegy as a failed form. Recalling the definition of the elegy laid out in the introduction, its purpose is first to lament and praise the deceased, and then to console the survivors. It is tied to the future; by accepting consolation, we accept the possibility that there will be a future in which the deceased does not figure. It is toward this goal that the elegy traditionally moves. As we have seen, however, Marvell refuses to permit consolation for the living, thus utilizing a poetic form that intentionally fails in its stated purpose. Instead of guiding us through our grief to a new emotional state, Marvell keeps us squarely within our mourning: in place of consolation, he offers us words. In the elegy for Hastings – which is the only actual elegy of the three poems – the interrelation of grief and language, and the subsequent failure of the elegy, is related to the failure of the survivors to save Hastings. This failure places us face-to-face with the inevitability of our own death: in addition, the things we use to stave off the fear of death, like art, music, and (especially so for Marvell) poetry, are actually damaged by death. What we get from this elegy, then, is not consolation, but simply a poem about grief; we do not learn how to live with death, we just learn how to talk about it. 
In “Mourning,” a slightly different – and more complicated – version of Marvell’s insight is developed. Instead of taking us beyond grief and towards consolation, what we are offered is simply an act of expression distilled to its most pure form: Clora’s tears. Although this poem is not a traditional elegy, it deals with an aspect of grief; we can read Clora’s tears as a lament for a deceased loved one. Or, to put it in the terms of the poem, “But sure as oft as women weep,/ It is to be supposed they grieve” (35-36). However, the very fact that we “suppose” a woman is grieving when we see her crying (rather than saying it for sure) highlights the disjunction between Clora’s tears and the way that readers and poetic spectators interpret them. What this poem shows is that those viewing someone in the process of mourning are drawn into the process and involved in an act of interpretation; however, this interpretation can never be successful. For Marvell, not only does the elegy fail to console the survivors, it fails even to express grief in such unambiguous terms that spectators can definitively say, “This is what it means to mourn.” We guess and inquire as to what these tears really mean (and implicitly what grief itself means), but instead of answers, we get half-replies that simply raise more questions as to the nature of grief and mourning: the only thing that we know about grief (to wildly appropriate another’s phrase) is that we know nothing about it.
The failure of the elegy to adequately express grief or to console the survivors is at its most poignant in “The Nymph Complaining for the Death of Her Fawn.” On a very basic level, it is possible to think of the nymph and her grief in the terms of show and tell, where we have an object that is explained by a sort of caption, verbal or otherwise. However, we saw in “Mourning” (and also in Hamlet) that telling is inadequate: no matter how many guesses readers put forward, there will always be one more. To adequately represent true grief, you have to show it in the most literal way possible, as the nymph does: through statues. Instead of using the linguistic form of the elegy to express her grief, the nymph imagines that the literary metaphors used to describe herself and her pet will manifest themselves. But the statuesque memorial of the nymph’s grief has no real function. She is not consoled by it; she imagines no future for herself other than one in which she perpetually grieves, and in so doing creating and recreating her own monument. Even showing her grief in this concrete way is not enough to move her beyond it.  For the nymph and for her readers, the elegy has finally failed; language, even a physical representation of it, is inadequate to console the mourner or convey the depth of her emotion to those outside her grief. What the perpetually weeping statue of the nymph memorializes is neither her, nor her pet, but simply her eternal act of expressing her grief; rather than a monument to grief, we get a monument of grief, literally created by the nymph’s tears.
Ultimately, for Andrew Marvell, grief has a power all its own. The things that we suppose to be immortal – language, art, poetry – in fact cannot stand up to the immense emotional force of mourning. Every function of the elegy is either already inadequate in the face of death, or is subverted by our attempts to rationalize and understand our grief. In this world, life is uncertain, justice is actually the caprice of heaven, and there is no possibility of conveying our fears to those around us. To misquote another seventeenth-century author, John Donne, when we confront death, every man is an island: and what we learn from Andrew Marvell’s poetry – an admittedly bleak vision of loss and mourning – is that, at the end, we are ultimately, finally alone. 
Appendix: Poems

“Mourning” 

1

You, that decipher out the fate

Of human offsprings from the skies,

What means these infants which of late

Spring from the stars of Clora’s eyes?

2

Her eyes confused, and doubled o’er,

With tears suspended ere they flow,

Seem bending upwards, to restore

To heaven, whence it came, their woe.

3

When, moulding of the watery spheres,

Slow drops untie themselves away,

As if she, with those precious tears,

Would strow the ground where Strephon

lay.

4

Yet some affirm, pretending art,

Her eyes have so her bosom drowned,

Only to soften near her heart

A place to fix another wound.

5

And, while vain pomp does her restrain

Within her solitary bow’r,

She courts herself in am’rous rain;

Herself both Danaë and the show’r.

6

Nay, others, bolder, hence esteem

Joy now so much her master grown,

That whatsoever does but seem

Like grief, is from her windows thrown.

7

Nor that she pays, while she survives,

To her dead love this tribute due,

But casts abroad these donatives,

At the installing of a new.

8

How wide they dream! The Indian slaves

That dive for pearl through seas profound

Would find her tears yet deeper waves

And not of one the bottom sound.

9

I yet my silent judgment keep,

Disputing not what they believe:

But sure as oft as women weep,

It is to be supposed they grieve.

-----------------------------

“Upon the Death of the Lord Hastings”

Go, intercept some fountain in the vein,

Whose virgin-source yet never steeped the

plain.

Hastings is dead, and we must find a store

Of tears untouched, and never wept before.

Go, stand betwixt the morning and the

        flowers;

And, ere they fall, arrest the early showers.

Hastings is dead; and we, disconsolate,

With early tears must mourn his early fate.

     Alas, his virtues did his death presage:

Needs must he die, that doth out-run his age.

The phlegmatic and slow prolongs his day,

And on Time’s wheel sticks like a remora.

What man is he that hath not heaven

beguiled,

And is not thence mistaken for a child?

While those of growth more sudden, and

            more bold,

Are hurried hence, as if already old.

For there above, they number not as here,

But weigh to man the geometric year.

      Had he but at this measure still

increased,

And on the Tree of Life once made a feast,

As that of Knowledge; what loves had he

given

To earth, and then what jealousies to

        heaven!

But ‘tis a maxim of that state, that none,

Lest he become like them, taste more than

  one.

Therefore the democratic stars did rise,

And all that worth from hence did

    ostracize.

     Yet as some prince, that, for state-

       jealousy,

Secures his nearest and most loved ally;

His thought with richest triumphs

     entertains,

And in the choicest pleasures charms his

pains:

So he, not banished hence, but there       

      confined,

There better recreates his active mind.

     Before the crystal palace where he

         dwells,

The arméd angels hold their carousels;

And underneath, he views the tournaments

Of all these sublunary elements.

But most he doth the Eternal Book behold,

On which the happy names do stand

       enrolled;

And gladly there can all his kindred claim,

But most rejoices at his Mother’s name.

     The gods themselves cannot their joy

        conceal, 

But draw their veils, and their pure beams

         reveal:

Only they drooping Hymeneus note,

Who, for sad purple, tears his saffron coat;

And trails his torches through the starry

hall

Reverséd at his darling’s funeral.

And Aesculapius, who, ashamed and stern,

Himself at once condemneth, and Mayern

Like some sad chemist, who, prepared to

 reap

The golden harvest, sees his glasses leap.

For, how immortal must their race have

           stood,

Had Mayern once been mixed with

      Hastings’ blood!

How sweet and verdant would these laurels

   be,

Had they been planted on that balsam tree!

     But what could he, good man, although

     he bruised

All herbs, and them a thousand ways

        infused? 

All he had tried, but all in vain, he saw,

And wept, as we, without redress or law.

For man (alas) is but the heaven’s sport;

And art indeed is long, but life is short.

-----------------------------

“The Nymph Complaining for the Death of Her Fawn”

The wanton troopers riding by

Have shot my fawn, and it will die.

Ungentle men! They cannot thrive –

To kill thee! Thou ne’er didst alive 

Them any harm: alas, nor could

Thy death yet do them any good.

I’m sure I never wished them ill;

Nor do I for all this; nor will:

But if my simple prayers may yet

Prevail with heaven to forget

Thy murder, I will join my tears

Rather than fail. But, O my fears!

It cannot die so. Heaven’s Kind

Keeps register of everything:

And nothing may we use in vain.

E’en beasts must be with justice slain,

Else men are made their deodands.

Though they should wash their guilty

 




hands

In this warm life-blood, which doth part

From thine, and wound me to the heart,

Yet could they not be clean: their stain

Is dyed in such a purple grain,

There is not such another in

The world, to offer for their sin.

     Unconstant Sylvio, when yet

I had not found him counterfeit,

One morning (I remember well),

Tied in this silver chain and bell

Gave it to me: nay and I know 

What he said then; I’m sure I do.

Said he, ‘Look how your huntsman here

Hath taught a fawn to hunt his dear.’

But Sylvio soon had me beguiled.

This waxéd tame, while he grew wild,

And quite regardless of my smart,

Left me his fawn, but took his heart.

     Thenceforth I set myself to play 

My solitary time away

With this: and very well content,

Could so mine idle life have spent.

For it was full of sport; and light

Of foot, and heart; and did invite 

Me to its game; it seemed to bless 

Itself in me. How could I less

Than love it? O I cannot be

Unkind, t’a beast that loveth me.

     Had it lived long, I do not know

Whether it too might have done so

As Sylvio did: his gifts might be

Perhaps as false or more than he.

But I am sure, for ought that I

Could in so short a time espy,

Thy love was far more better than

The love of false and cruel men.

     With sweetest milk, and sugar, first

I it at mine own fingers nursed.

And as it grew, so every day

It waxed more white and sweet than they.

It had so sweet a breath! And oft

I blushed to see its foot more soft,

And white (shall I say than my hand?)

Nay, any lady’s of the land.

     It is a wondrous thing, how fleet 

‘Twas on those little silver feet.

With what a pretty skipping grace,

It oft would challenge me the race:

And when ‘t had left me far away,

‘twould stay, and run again, and stay.

For it was nimbler much than hinds;

And trod, as on the foúr winds.

     I have a garden of my own

But so with roses overgrown,

And lilies, that you would it guess

To be a little wilderness.

And all the springtime of the year

It only lovéd to be there.

Among the beds of lilies, I 

Have sought it oft, where it should lie;

Yet could not, till itself would rise,

Find it, although before mine eyes.

For, in the flaxen lilies’ shade,

It like a bank of lilies laid.

Upon the roses it would feed,

Until its lips e’en seemed to bleed:

And then to me ‘twould boldly trip,

And print those roses on my lip.

But all its chief delight was still

On roses thus itself to fill:

And its pure virgin limbs to fold

In whitest sheets of lilies cold.

Had it lived long, it would have been 

Lilies without, roses within.

     O help! O help! I see it faint:

And dies as calmly as a saint.

See how it weeps. The tears do come

Sad, slowly dropping like a gum.

So weeps the wounded balsam: so

The holy frankincense doth flow.

The brotherless Heliades

Melt in such amber tears as these.

     I in a golden vial will

Keep these two crystal tears; and fill 

It till it do o’erflow with mine;

Then place it in Diana’s shrine.

     Now my sweet fawn is vanished to

Whither the swans and turtles go:

In fair Elysium to endure,

With milk-white lambs, and ermines pure.

O do not run too fast: for I 

Will but bespeak thy grave, and die.

     First my unhappy statue shall 

Be cut in marble; and withal,

Let it be weeping too – but there

The engraver sure his art may spare,

For I so truly thee bemoan,

That I shall weep though I be stone:

Until my tears (still dropping) wear

My breast, themselves engraving there. 

There at my feet shalt thou be laid,

Of purest alabaster made:

For I would have thine image be

White as I can, though not as thee.
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� Clora’s remoteness recalls the Petrarchan beloved, who is perfect in every way, and yet is impossibly unattainable (and usually married). This distance, while it is often bemoaned as cruelty on her part by the lover, is in fact necessary to his poetry; if he attained his goal, he could no longer write poetry about his passionate yet unrequited love. Simply put, consummated love isn’t as interesting (poetically speaking) as the other kind. Thus, lyric poetry itself is predicated on the existence of a distant, incomprehensible woman, and although Marvell’s poem deals with love only obliquely, in the form of Clora’s love for Strephon, her inscrutability is still essential to the premise of the poem.


� To be clear, the reading that is picked up on by critics like McCaffrey does not recognize this self-castigation; their interpretation appears to be dependent on characterizing all of Clora’s mourning as “vain pomp” (17). In this light, Marvell’s use of the Zeus and Danaë myth merely brings up the self-involved sexuality of the woman, and the violence inherent to the encounter is not relevant.





