
628 INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

Och, Girls Dear, did you ever Hear
O'er Judali's Land thy Thunders Broke, O Lord

Of all Men Saving Sylla the Man-Slayer . . .

Of all the Girls that are su Smart
Of all the Wives as e'er you Know
Of Nelson and the North

Oft Have I Walked these Woodland Paths . .

Oft in the Stilly Night
Oh, A Dainty Plant is the Ivy Green . . . .

Oil ! A Wonderful Stream is the River of Time .

Oh ! Ask not a 1 lome in the Mansions of Pride .

Oh ! Do not Stand so Long Outside

Oh ! Give mo Hack that Royal Dream ....
Oh! I IadstTh;.u Never Shared My Fate . . .

O hoi ye Iio, Hoyo-ho, Who's for the Furry . .

Oh ! I Shall Not Forget until Memory Depart .

Oh, I Thought Her so Pretty and Called Her My
Own

Oh ! Moni's Waters are Blue and Bright . . .

Oh, my Golden Days of Childhood

Oh, my Love Stood Under a Walnut Tree . .

Oh ! Tell Me Not of Lofty Fate

Oh Tell me One Thing, Tell me Truly ....
Oh ! What is that Radiant Glory ......
0!i ! Wliy Should the Spirit of Mortal be Proud .

Old Birch, who Taught the Village Si hool . .

Old Grimes is Dead, That Good Old Man . .

Old Ironsides at Anchor Lay
Old Man, God Bless You ! Does Your Pipe Taste

Sweetly

Old Reuben Fishtr, Who Lived in the Lane . .

Old Tribal Cain was a Man of Might . . . .

On all ihy Trees, on every Bough
On Alphine Heights the Love of God is Shed .

On Leven's Banks, while Free to Rove . . . .

On Parent's Knee, a Naked, Newborn Child

On Richmond Hill There Lives a Lass ....
On the Cross-beam under the Old South Bell

On the Deep is the Maiiner's Dangt r . . . .

On the Wall of Brick and Plaster

Once in a City's Crowded Street

Once upon a Midnight Dreary

One Kind Wish Before We I'art

One More Unfortunate

One Night Came on a Hurricane

One Sweetly Solemn Thought

On thy Fair Bosom, Silver Lake
One Time my Soul was Pierced as with a Sword
One Year ago—a Ringing Voice

Only Waiting till the Shadows
O Blithe New-Comer ! I have Heard
O Do Not Wanton With Those Eyes ....
O Don't be Sorrowful, Darling

O Fairest of Creation, Last and Best

O, Fruit Loved by Boyhood ! the Old Days
Recalling

O Gentle, Gentle Summer Rain

O, Go Not Yet, My Love
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•O God 1 Though Sorrow be my Fate .... 368

O, Is Not This a Holy Spot 244

O Good lago 430
O Lady, Leave; Thy .Silken Thread 43
O Lay Thy Hand in Mine, Dear 25

O Little Feet ; That Such Long Years .... 401

O Mary, Go and Call the Cattle Home . , . , 48
O More or Less than Man—in High or Low . . 346
O Mother Dear, Jerusalem 395
O, Never Sit Me Down, and Say 255

O Nightingale, Best Poet of the Grove .... 133

O Reverend Sir, I do Declare 473

O Rosamond, Thou Fair and Good 402

O Sacred Head, Now Wounded 375
O, .Sad are They Who Know not Love ... 93
O, Say, can you see, by the Dawn's early Light . 241

O Sextant of the Meetinghouse Which Sweeps 473
O, Sing Unto My Roundelay 68

O Stream Descendmg to the Sea 34
O Talk Not to Me of a Name Great in Story . . 78

O Terribly Proud was Miss MacBride .... 471

O, That Last day in Lucknow Fort 183

O the Charge at Balaklava I 185

O, the Days are Gone, When Beauty Brij-.ht . . 73
O then, I see. Queen Mab hath been with you . 428

O, Think'st Thou we shall ever Meet again . . 323

O Those Little, Those Little Blue Shoes . . . 403
O Thou, wha in the Heavens Dost Dwtll . . . 455
O Thou Vast Ocean ! Ever Sounding Sea . . . 234

O Throat I O Trembling Throat ! 128

O what is that Comes Gliding in 468

O When it is Summer Weather 113

O, Wherefore Come Ye Forth, in Triumph from

the North 193

O Whither Sail You, Sir John Franklin ... 338

O Winter ! Wilt Thou Never, Never Go ? . . . j66

O yet we Trust that Somehow Good .... 385

O Young Lochnivar is Come Out of the West . 38

Open thy Lattice, O Lady Bright 459

Our Boat to the Waves go Free 218

Our Good Steeds Snuff the Evening Air . . . i8s

Our Native Land, Our Native Vale 257

Our Table is Spread for Two, To-night .... 35
Out of the Bosom of the Air 137

Out of the Clover and Blue-Eyed Grass . . . 313

Over the Hill to the Poor house I'm Trudgin' my
Weary Way 42

Over the Hills to the Poor-house Sad Paths Have
Been Made To-day 48

Over the Hills the Farmboy Goes 316

Over the Mountains 78

Over the River They Peckon to Me 368

Oxcoose me if I Shed Some Tears 464

Pain's Furnace-heat Within Me Quivers . . . 387

Patter-Patter— 133

Paul Venarez Heard Them Say, in the Frontier

Town, that Day 18a


