
Gerard Manley Hopkins Poems 

The Caged Skylark 

As a dare-gale skylark scanted in a dull cage, 
Man's mounting spirit in his bone-house, mean house, dwells - 
That bird beyond the remembering his free fells; 

This in drudgery, day-labouring-out life's age. 
Though aloft on turf or perch or poor low stage 

Both sing sometimes the sweetest, sweetest spells, 
Yet both droop deadly sometimes in their cells 

Or wring their barriers i.n bursts of fear or rage. 

Not that the sweet-fowl, song-fowl, needs no rest -
Why, hear him, hear him babble & drop down to his nest, 

But his own nest, wild nest, no prison. 

Man's spirit will be flesh-bound, when found at best, 
But uncumbered: meadow-down is not distressed 

For a rainbow footing it nor he for his bones risen. 

The Windhover 

I caught this morning morning's minion, king-
dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding 
Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding 

High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing 
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing, 

As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding 
Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding 

Stirred for a bird, - the achieve of, the mastery of the thing! 

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here 
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion 

Times told lovelier, more dangerous, 0 my chevalier! 

No wonder of it: sheer plod makes plough down sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 

Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion. 

God's Grandeur 

The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed. Why do men then now not reek his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 

And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil 

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 

And for all this, nature is never spent; 
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 

And though the last lights off the black West went 
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs - 

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 

World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 

[As Kingfishers· Catch Fire] 

As kingffshers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame; 
As tumbled over rim in roundy wells 
Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell's 

Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name; 
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same: 

Deals out that being indoors each one dwells; 
Selves - goes itself; myself it speaks and spells, 

Crying What I do is me: for that I came. 

r say more: the just man justices; 
Keeps grace: that keeps all his goings graces; 

Acts in God's eye what in God's eye he is -
Christ - for Christ plays in ten thousand places, 

Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his 

To the Father through the features of men's faces. 

Hopkins faith gives him 
a deep appreciation for 
nature so it upsets him 
that man is destroying it.

His faith tells him that 
nature will never truly be 
destroyed because God 
watches over nature.

True grandeur of God is God's design. The 
cyclical nature of things that is revealed 
when man tries to destroy nature. 

Hopkins feels spiritually trapped

Hopkins faith tells him 
that death is a release 
from this trap. Positive 
view of death due to 
faith

The first 8 lines of 
Windhover and 11 lines of 
Kingfishers reveals Hopkins 
deep passion for the natural 
world and God's plan for 
each thing in this world.

The last 6 lines of 
Windhover and 3 
lines of Kingfishers 
reveals Hopkins 
appreciation of Christ. 
he appreciates who 
Christ was and the 
place he held in God's 
plan



[Not, I'll Not, Carrion Comfort] 

Not, I'll not, carrion comfort, Despair, not feast on thee; 
Not untwist- slack they may be - these last strands of man 
In me 6r, most weary, cry I can no more. I can; 
Can something, hope, wish day come, not choose not to be. 
But ah, but O thou terrible, why wouldst thou rude on me 
Thy wring-world right foot rock? lay a lionlimb against me? scan 
With darksome devouring eyes my bruised bones? and fan, 
0 in turns of tempest, me heaped there; me frantic to avoid thee and flee? 

Why? That my chaff might fly; my grain lie, sheer and clear. 
Nay in all that toil, that coil, since (seems) I kissed the rod, 
Hand rather, my heart lo! lapped strength, stole joy, would laugh, cheer. 
Cheer whom though? the hero whose heaven-handling flung me, foot trod 
Me? or me that fought him? 0 which one? is it each one? That night, that year 
Of now done darkness I wretch lay wrestling with (my God!) my God. 

[Thou Art Indeed Just Lord] 

Justus quidem tu es, Domine, si disputem tecum; verumtamen 

Justa loquar ad te: Quare via impiorum prosperatur? &c. 

Thou art indeed just, Lord, if I contend 
With thee; but, sir, so what I plead is just. 
Why do sinners' ways prosper? and why must 
Disappointment all I endeavour end? 

Wert thou my enemy, 0 thou my friend, 
How wouldst thou worse, I wonder, than thou dost 
Defeat, thwart me? Oh, the sots and thralls of lust 
Do in spare hours more thrive than I that spend, 

Sir, life upon thy cause. See, banks and brakes 
Now, leaved how thick! laced they are again 
With fretty chervil, look, and fresh wind shakes 

Them; birds build - but not I build; no, but strain, 
Time's eunuch, and not breed one work that wakes. 
Mine, 0 thou lord of life, send my roots rain. 

In both of these poems Hopkins blames God for his depression or 
disappointment. If Hopkins did not have faith he would not blame God for 
what is going on in his life. 

It would seem that he is able to maintain faith and his faith does give him 
hope that his life might get better (see lines 3 & 4 in Not, I’ll Not and the last 
line of Thou Art Indeed Just Lord)




