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VI in:Mi)' w.inswuHTif LONafellow,

I'lu' promise of his life was fulfilled a little in those ear-

liest ilay.s. Ten miles from Portland is the old Lon;;l'ellow

homestead at (iorham, and thither the hoy was wont to ^'o.

In later life ho speaks of " my pleasant recollections of

(jrorham, the heaulil'nl villaj,'e, the elms, the farms, the j)as-

tures s(!ented with jjennyroyal, and the days of my boyhood,

that have a perfinne sweeter than held or Hower." Here

it was, perhaps, or in Deering AVoods, that he had those

early dreams to which he refers in the Prelude which opens

his first published volume :
—

''And «ln';mi.s of that which catuiot die,

Iirij;ht visions, i-aiiie to iiic,

Ah lapped in tlioiight 1 iisfd to lie,

And ga/u into thu HuninitT sky,

WlifH! tlu> saiHn^ i-louds went by,

Like ships upon the sua

;

" Dreams that the soul of youth engafje

Kre Kaiuy h.us l)et*n (pu'lled :

Ohl legends of the nionkisli pajfe.

Traditions of the saint and sage,

Tales that have the rime of age,

And chronicles of eld."

While he was still a school-boy he had begun to write

and to pritit his })oems. His first j)ublished poem v/as on

LovelVs Fhjht. His experience in the publication was re-

called by him once, in a conversation with a younger poet,

William Winter. He had dropped the manuscript with fear

and trembling into the editor's box at the ofhce of a weekly

newspai)er in Portland. When the next issue of the paper

appeared the boy looked eagerly, but in vain, for his verses.

" But I had another copy," he said, " and I immediately

sent it to the rival weekly, and the next week it was pub-

lished. I have never since had such a thrill of delight over

any of my publications ;
" and he told how he had bought

a copy of the jiaper, still damp from the press, and walked

with it into a by-street ot the town, where he opened it,

and found his poem actually printed.


