Inversnaid

This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.


A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
Turns and twindles over the broth
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning, 
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.


Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.


What would the world be, once bereft
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,
O let them be left, wildness and wet;
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.

        Gerald Manley Hopkins, 1883

Imagery
· neologisms
· poetic language

· Lowland Scots / Northern England dialect
· metaphor

· personification

· repetition
This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
         

(= watercourse)
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.

A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
Turns and twindles over the broth
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning,
         

(= mountain)
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.


Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
         

(= moistened)
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through, 
(= slopes of a hill)
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.


What would the world be, once bereft
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,
O let them be left, wildness and wet;
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet*.


(* = still, archaic)
Animal imagery

· horse
· lion

· hen
· sheep
· deer 
This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.


A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
…

Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
…

Rhyme
· A rhymes, plus their internal rhymes, in green 
· B rhymes, plus their internal rhymes, in orange 

· other internal rhymes in brown

· assonance in blue 
This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.


A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
Turns and twindles over the broth
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning, 
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.


Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.


What would the world be, once bereft
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,
O let them be left, wildness and wet;
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.

NB The assonance of ‘coop’ and ‘flutes’ (S1) is sustained by ‘pool’ (S2), then emphasised in the full rhymes of ‘dew’, ‘brook’ and ‘through’ (S3), and finally echoed by ‘would’ (S4).

Alliteration

This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.


A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
Turns and twindles over the broth
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning, 
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.


Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.


What would the world be, once bereft
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,
O let them be left, wildness and wet;
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.

NB There is subtle sibilant alliteration throughout, the only lines without any ‘s’ sound being the first lines of the two middle stanzas.

   The consonant ‘y’ sound in the final word ‘yet’ is the only instance of it.
Scansion

This dark / some burn, / ^ horse /back brown, 
3rd:  headless iamb    
His roll /rock high / road roar / ing down,
In coop / and in comb / the fleece / of his foam   
2nd & 4th:  anapaests
^ Flutes / and low / to the lake / falls home.   
1st:  headless iamb     3rd:  anapaest

A wind /puff-bon / net of / fáwn-fróth
(3rd & 4th:  double iamb) 
Turns and / twindles / over / the broth 
1st, 2nd & 3rd:  trochees  
Of a pool / so pitch / black, féll- / frówning, 
1st:  anapaest       4th:  trochee  
It rounds / and rounds / Despair / to drowning.  
(4th:  amphibrach)

^ Degged / with dew, / dappled / with dew, 
            1st:  headless iamb     3rd:  trochee
Are the groins / of the braes / that the brook / treads through,
       1st, 2nd & 3rd:  anapaests
Wiry / heathpacks, / flitches / of fern, 

         1st, 2nd & 3rd:  trochees
And the bead / bonny ash / that sits o / ver the burn.
1st, 2nd, 3rd & 4th:  anapaests


What would / the world / be, once / bereft
1st:  trochee
Of wet / and of wild / ness? Let / them be left,
2nd & 4th:  anapaests
O let / them be left, / wildness / and wet;
2nd:  anapaest     3rd:  trochee
Long live / the weeds /and the wild /erness yet.
(1st:  spondee)     3rd & 4th:  anapaests
(Brackets indicate rhythmical effects rather than substitutions)
Enjambement

This darksome burn, horseback brown, 
His rollrock highroad roaring down,
In coop and in comb the fleece of his foam
Flutes and low to the lake falls home.

A windpuff-bonnet of fáwn-fróth
Turns and twindles over the broth
Of a pool so pitchblack, féll-frówning, 
It rounds and rounds Despair to drowning.


Degged with dew, dappled with dew, 
Are the groins of the braes that the brook treads through,
Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern, 
And the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn.


What would the world be, once bereft
Of wet and of wildness? Let them be left,
O let them be left, wildness and wet;
Long live the weeds and the wilderness yet.

A note

With its four anapaests, the final line of the third stanza sees the culmination of the poem’s playful anapaestic substitutions. The use of “And” at the start of the line is highly irregular from a syntactical point of view. “Wiry heathpacks, flitches of fern,” (l.3) might well be in apposition to “the groins of the braes” (l.2), but “the beadbonny ash that sits over the burn” is not. This jump serves to ‘frame’ the ash tree as something special. And yet there are some remarkable correspondences that underline the interconnectedness of things. Both the assonance and internal rhyme with the previous line have been noted above (“bead-”/“heath-” and “sit-”/“flit-”), but there is also distant assonance between the ‘a’s in “ash” and “that” with the ‘a’ in “dappled”, in the first line of the stanza, while the “bonny” in “beadbonny” is a close match for the “bonnet” in “windpuff-bonnet”, in the first line of the second stanza.

   Hopkins “felt that everything in the universe was characterized by what he called inscape, the distinctive design that constitutes individual identity. This identity is not static but dynamic. Each being in the universe 'selves,' that is, enacts its identity. And the human being, the most highly selved, the most individually distinctive being in the universe, recognizes the inscape of other beings in an act that Hopkins calls instress, the apprehension of an object in an intense thrust of energy toward it that enables one to realize specific distinctiveness.” (Stephen Greenblatt et al., ed. "Gerard Manley Hopkins", The Norton Anthology of English Literature, 8th ed., vol. 2, New York, London: W. W. Norton & Company, 2006, p. 2159)

   Suddenly aware that the beautiful ash tree will one day fall, and perhaps that he will too, the poet changes his tone in the fourth and final stanza. He is still riding on an anapaestic wave, but the imagery of the first three stanzas is now almost extinct as he turns his gaze from the scene at hand and bemoans the transitoriness of existence; the plethora of neologisms and metaphor give way to stark rhetoric. The pathos of the final stanza’s initial question is accentuated by the three exhortations that succeed it. This is compounded by the plaintive “O” at the beginning of the second of these, which is especially insistent due to it being purely repetitive. The final exhortation is a calling cry for nature lovers and poetry lovers to this day.
